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The Headache Ruse

It was Friday night in the suburbs and that meant another cocktail party.  This one was halfway across town.  Janet was my best friend and confidant and had recently moved.  Her new neighbors were throwing a shindig and I had only met the woman once.  I’m not sure why she even invited us. 

Janet and I had been buddies since college and we shared all our secrets, including the juicy ones about sex and secret desires.  But we had not seen that much of one another since she and her husband moved into the high rent district.

It was a big crowd.  A bit of a welcome for the newcomers, and the liquor flowed, and the women all wore clothes that teased and taunted.  We were all at that age where you start losing your beauty and you grasp for those last wonderful moments when you catch a man's eye, and you know he wants to fuck.  Of course, most of us never act on the impulse.  Instead, we avoid extended eye contact and pretend that we never got the 'look'.  But it’s great for a gal's ego to know that she just stiffened some guy's pants as well as moistening her own.

I wore a fetching outfit made of material that clung to my curves and showed plenty of cleavage. It was one of those blouses that hang open just enough to tantalize and promise, but never really show much of the goods.  My breasts aren't huge, but they are C cups on a small frame.   I had gone braless and caught more than a few stares as the girls moved around inside my silky top.

My skirt was tight and short. I have a saucy ass, but my legs are my best feature.  They have that dimple along the front of the calf that all really great legs have.  I wore five-inch heels just to make sure it was accentuated.    I’d been working out and getting plenty of sun.  I am a dark brunette and the tan just made my taut thighs even darker. There was not a man in the room that did not try and look up my skirt.  As short as it was, some of them almost succeeded.  But I did not dress for them.  My target was waiting at home.

Janet's neighbor had a full evening planned.  Cocktails, then dinner, followed by a late-night swim.  With or without suites.  If experience was any guide, that would depend on the sobriety at the time.  But I was going to miss that part.  I had other plans.  About an hour into the festivities, I begged a headache and informed my husband, Steve, that I had called a cab.

“No, I'll take you,” he protested.

“No, I want you to stay.  This party looks like it might be fun.  Besides, there are some wonderful business contacts here.  Stay and work the room, we could use an income boost.   Just keep your dick in your pants” I warned teasingly. “I promise I'll be fine.”  Then I leaned in and kissed him on the cheek.

Steve and I had a good marriage, and I loved our kids, and we had an active social life.  But the bedroom activities had gotten stale and infrequent as well.  I surveyed the males in the room and found a couple of playmates that I wouldn't mind sharing a pillow with.  Or more correctly, sticking it under my ass to let them go in a little deeper.

I made my apologies to the hostess and Janet was waiting for me at the door.  “What's up? You never get headaches.  Give girl!” she demanded.

We stepped out onto the porch, and I looked around.  No one was near.  “I would have told you about it later”, I assured.

“About what?” she replied, eyeing me suspiciously.

“I have a babysitter waiting” I whispered in a conspiratorial tone.

“Let her wait,” declared Janet.

“You don't understand.  He is eighteen, black as the ace of spades, and six foot three of hard muscle.  He was the star tight-end on the high school football team and I do mean Tight.  I want a few hours with him alone” I announced.

“You slut” exclaimed Janet, her face curling into a delighted smile.  “A big black cock and young to boot.  Why are you standing here girl?  Get your ass moving.”

“I ran down the sidewalk to the waiting cab as fast as my heels would allow.

“I want details.  Lots and lots of details” Janet yelled after me.

“Shhhhhhhhhhh” I called as I got into the cab.

*****

I couldn’t have timed it better.  The kids were asleep, and Tyler was sitting in the living room watching a risqué movie.  One of those 1970's drive-in flicks with lots of flashing tits and skimpy outfits.  I think he had his hands down his pants because he jumped when I asked, “How are things going?”

“A a a Mrs.  Tweed.  I did not expect you so early” he stammered, visibly anxious.

“I didn't feel good.  Steve stayed at the party, but I came home early” I declared.

I crossed the room and leaned over to grab a bottle of whiskey from our minibar.  Tyler couldn't miss the way my tight skirt drew across my ass or how high my skirt rode up my thighs.  I wondered if my thong was showing.  I had chosen purple tonight.  I have found that men love colored panties.

I straightened and put two glasses on the counter.  I still had my back to him.  “Do you want a drink?” I asked.

“Sure” he responded eagerly.

I poured myself a shot and him most of a glass.  I crossed back to his chair and leaned forward to hand him his glass.  My top fell away, and my tits were on full display.  All he had to do was look down my blouse and he sure did.  I thought he was going to lick his lips.  Still leaning, I rattled the ice in the glass to get his attention.

He looked up quickly.  “Sorry,” he said, his face reddening.

“No problem,” I announced.  Then I pretended to pop a couple of pills in my mouth and down half the whiskey.  Then I crossed back to my chair and dropped into it in a very un-lady-like way.  I let my legs go akimbo and spread liberally for him to get a good look up my short skirt.  I left my legs uncrossed and my legs slightly spread as I leaned back in the chair.

“I'm not supposed to drink with these pills'' I opined.  “But what the hell.  It's the only thing that cuts these damn headaches.”

I had come in the back, and he hadn't heard me.   So, I had a chance to check my bedroom.  I had put a hair across my underwear door, just like the spies do to tell if someone has been poking around.  Tyler had obviously been running his hands through my panty drawer.  I had left a dirty pair in the laundry basket for him just in case he wanted a sniff.  Sometimes I am so outrageous that I surprise myself.  The thought made me squirm in my seat.

Tyler's eyes were locked on my legs.  I shifted in the chair and gave him a little more to look at. 

“I have a question Tyler,” I announced.

“Yes mam,” he answered.

“Don't you think it should be Shirley?” I corrected.  “After all.  You have been in my underwear drawer.”

I let the words hang in the air.  He raised his eyes to meet mine and I could see the shame in them.  “Oh, I'm sorry.  I didn't mean to embarrass you.  It's perfectly natural for a boy your age to explore.

“You're not mad?”

“Of course not.  It's kind of a compliment.  Did you smell them?”

More silence.  He had the look of deer caught in the headlights of an oncoming car.

“Yes,” he finally said.

“And?”

“And what?”

“How did they smell?”

“You smell wonderful Mrs., I mean Shirley”

“Did you take any?” 

“No” he answered.

“You could have.  I don't mind.  It's a bit of a turn-on.”

I kicked off my heels and his eyes went to my crotch.

“Oh God!” I said,  “This whiskey is getting to me.” 

I pulled up my skirt almost to my waist, raised my ass from the chair, and skinned off my panties.  He was mesmerized as I slid them down my tanned thigh.  Then I let my blouse fall away again as I leaned forward to slide them off my feet. 

Then I sat back up and tossed him a purple ball of silk and lace.  “Here you can have these”, I offered.

His football star hands reached up and snatched them out of the air, the same way he had for a football a thousand times.

Poor Tyler was completely flummoxed.

“You can smell those,” I suggested.

He did not move.  Just looked at me with confusion, but his shorts were bulging and moving as well.  It was like an animal was trapped in there and struggling to get out.

“Go ahead, don't be shy”, I urged, giving him a wink.

“I couldn't” he finally said after being inactive for almost a minute.  I was resolved to be the first one to talk.

“What if I said that it would excite me?” I asked.

Suddenly he was a player and looked at me knowingly.  Then he put them to his nose and took a quick sniff.

“Don't you like them?”

“I love them.”

“Then don't be such a pussy.  Really dig in.”

He put them back to his nose and inhaled deeply.  “Oh Fuck” he exclaimed.

I laughed.

He lowered the panties but did not take his eyes off me and I was holding my legs wide enough for him to have a good view of my pussy.

“Did you touch yourself?” I asked.

What?”

“When you were in my drawer.  Did you touch yourself?”

“Yes”

“Show me,” I suggested.  “I want to watch” I giggled.  These pills are making me bold.”

He didn't move.  Just stared up my skirt.

“I showed you mine” I reminded and pulled my skirt up around my waist to give him an unobstructed view.  Then I traced my finger along my labia.

He pulled down his pants and his cock stood up like a fucking tree.   I almost swooned.  Fuck it was just what I needed and every bit as big as the legend.  I had never had a black man.  I know they can't all have big dicks.  But Tyler was one of the blessed ones and I was determined to have the ride of my life from this young hunk.

I watched him stroke it and I dipped my fingers into my opening.  Getting my pussy all warmed up to swallow that big boy.  He was stroking it like crazy and I didn't want him to waste a drop of that precious white stuff, so I stood and crossed the room, dropping my skirt on the way.  Then I straddled him and came right down on that monster. 

I could hardly get my fingers all the way around it.  I don't have big hands, but I had never held a cock that my fingers could not encircle.  I teased my opening with the head.  Rubbing it along my gash and lowering myself a little to let it kind of knock at my door.  It went part way in.  Maybe an inch or two and I gave him a half fuck, marveling at the feeling it gave my opening.  Then I gritted my teeth and dropped my weight.  Holy shit! I thought it was going to split me open, but it felt incredible.

He started to move it.  I wasn't quite ready, but I hung on as he pumped me.  Throwing me up off the couch with his powerful body.  “Oh God, why didn't someone tell me about these things.  I always wondered what the fuss was all about, but Jesus.  A girl would kill for this feeling.

“Fuck me” I screamed as I pounded myself down over his magical cock, my pussy clinging tightly to every inch of his marvelous shaft.  My snatch had a death grip on that baby, and I wasn’t sure if I’d ever let it go.

His huge hands were all over my tits and I stripped off my top and let my girls free to enjoy the fun. Then leaned forward and dangled a nipple in his mouth while I pump my ass up and down the massive shaft just as fast as it would move.  Oh Christ, I’d never had a fuck like this.  Not ever.

I don’t know how many times I came.  Had to be a half dozen or so.  They just kept coming.  Like waves at the beach one, right after the other.  Then I felt him tense up.  I knew he was about to blow, and I slammed down on him harder. I wanted every moment of his marvelous hardness before it was gone. 

We fell over on our sides and it was limp, but still big and felt wonderful as it slipped out.  I immediately stroked it.  I wanted more of that baby. 

I love young men; they’re so fucking horny.  He was stiffening up quickly.  So, I put my mouth on it to speed the process along.  Tyler jerked when I ran my tongue over his pee hole, and I gave him a playful look.  Then I slid one hand down under his balls and sucked the head of that monster into my mouth.  He was rock hard and throbbing in no time.

Now it was Tyler’s turn to take charge and he flipped me over like a rag doll and I landed on my stomach.  I struggled to all fours, and he ran a tongue along my slit, then stuck in two fingers and pumped me to another orgasm.  Then he rammed in his cock, and I screamed at the sudden pleasure.

Talk about pounding.  God, he was merciless.  He grabbed my hair and pulled my head back and gave me a proper fucking for a good five, maybe even seven minutes.  Jesus, I thought he was never gonna stop, not that I wanted him to.  I was cuming and shouting and screaming “Oh God”, at the top of my lungs. 

Then he gave me a slam that lifted me off the floor and I felt the gush as he shot.  He pulled out and I collapsed, not moving a muscle. 

The phone rang and I wanted to ignore it, but I staggered over to answer it.  It was my friend, Janet. “Your husband just left the party” was all she said.

“Thanks,” I replied.

“How was it?”, Tyler asked.

“Tell you later,” I said.

“My husband’s on the way.  Can we do this again?”

“Anytime you want”, he grinned.

“I’ll call you”, I promised, and Tyler was out the door in a flash as I staggered around looking for my clothes.  I could barely walk.  But one thing was certain, more of Tyler’s cock was in my future!”

Mistletoe Magic

I knew I shouldn’t have kissed him, but there I was standing under the mistletoe.  I didn’t even know it was there until Steve took me in his arms.  I’ve wanted Steve Hanson since the moment I met him eight years ago.  But I’d never dreamed of acting on it.  Well, actually I’d dreamed of it a lot and usually woken up with my panties soaked. 

But those are just fantasies.  A girl can do what she wants in her mind.  Nobody cares who I fuck while I’m driving the kids to school, or my husband is banging away in that same rhythmic pattern he does.  The one that pleases him, but not me.  Real life is different.  Steve lives next door for God’s sake.  His wife is one of my best friends, he golfs with my husband and our kids play together. 

Steve is a hunk by anyone’s definition if you can still be a hunk a little past thirty.  Tall, blonde, and blue-eyed with broad shoulders and narrow hips.  He’s got that classic ‘V’ shape that weightlifters get.  I know that I give him a rise and from what I’ve seen at pool parties, there’s a considerable amount to stiffen.   Sometimes I dress for the sole purpose of watching his crotch get tight.  I’ll wear something alluring and when no one is looking, I’ll give him a peek.  Of course, I always make it look accidental.  My tits will fall forward when I lean over, or I’ll spread my legs a tad too far in a short skirt. He’s always sneaking peeks at me; it has gotten to be our little game. I know he wants to fuck me.  A girl just naturally picks up on that kind of thing.

In my daydreams, I flash him my tits, drop to my knees and swallow the whole thing.  I have to spread my mouth wide and damn near choke, but I get it all in and he moans like he’s never had better.  Then he fucks me until my head explodes and finishes by diving between my legs and staying down there until I beg him to stop.  A girl can only take so much!  But those are my private thoughts and it’s where I’m permitted to be as much of a whore as I want. 

That would never happen in real life.  I’d never have the nerve and it’s the kind of fire a mother and wife should never play with.  I know he strays a bit.  I heard him tell my husband about some little honey he had across town and Millie Williams, the divorcee three doors down, swears he pumped her all afternoon.  “Fantastic Fuck” were her words and they have haunted me ever since she uttered them three years ago.

We had coffee together the next morning and Millie was full of lurid and very graphic details.  I couldn’t get out of there fast enough.  I had my hand down my shorts the moment I hit my front door and spent most of the morning running the batteries dead in my vibrator.

I probably could have handled the kiss, but that wasn’t all of it.  He came up behind me and pressed his body against mine. I could feel his hard cock slide between my butt crack through my skirt and he closed both hands over my tits.  He kissed my neck a couple of times, before whispering in my ear “I've been wanting to do this for a very long time”.  His shaft throbbed when he said it and like the silly girl I am, I pushed my body against it.  Letting him know that the feeling was mutual.

Then he spun me and kissed me.  He was a good kisser and he held me tight.  It was longer than any mistletoe kiss I’d ever heard of, and he was not shy about sending in his tongue.  If we hadn’t heard giggling coming from the hallway, I would have grabbed his dick right then and there.

It was a Christmas party at the Elderson’s, and I don’t know how we found a moment to be completely alone.  He must have been staked out near that mistletoe, just waiting for an opportunity to pounce.  Hell, for all I know, he had more than one of us in mind and I was just lucky enough to win the “fuck your neighbor” lottery that day.

We kept our distance for about an hour or so but gave each other fervid glances across the room.  I could still feel those soft lips, that warm searching tongue, and that hard cock nestled in my ass crack, so I did exactly the wrong thing.  I started throwing down drinks like they were tasty hors d’oeuvres.  Tequila is my drink of choice when I’m looking to loosen up and the last thing that I needed that night was to get looser. 

I’m a tall gal, all of six feet, with the longest legs you’ve ever seen.  I heard one admirer opine that they’d “been sculpted by the gods”; another said they were the “adventure of a lifetime.”  I had chosen to wear a white skirt that evening, the kind that slit up the front.  Men always stare when I flash my tight thighs.  It gives me a thrill.  At my age and married with kids, a girls gotta feed her ego however she can.  It’s not like my college days when I could take my pick and make some guys week.

Blonde hair and green eyes top off the package.  My tits aren’t as big as some, but they’re self-supporting and move seductively inside a silk blouse.  The kind I was wearing tonight with a slit down the middle.  Style-wise it matched the slit in the front of my skirt, but sexually, it screamed that I was one hot number.

The more I drank the hornier I got and the more flirtatious as well. I plopped myself down in an overstuffed chair, crossed my legs, and let every man in the room inspect the goods.  My long, magnificent stems were on full display.  Well, almost full display and the guys were zooming in like flies at a picnic. 

I saw Steve watching from across the room a few times.  He didn’t look happy.  He started this game, and it was looking to him like someone else might finish it.  Me, I was loving the attention.  When I get lit, I ignore personal space.  I just move right in, and men sure don’t seem to mind. I have a dazzling smile and there’s a spark of mischief in my green eyes, or so I’m told. 

Anyway, when the guys weren’t staring at my legs, they were locked on my chest.  That slit down the center of my blouse didn’t hide the swell of my breasts and the thin silk clung to my girls like a condom covers a cock.  You couldn’t see through the blouse, not entirely, but the material traced their outlines with an erotic allure that “screamed touch me here”.  If Steve didn’t make his move, I wasn’t going to have any problem finding a second choice.

*****

Later in the evening when the party thinned out a bit, we managed to find ourselves in a dark corner of a basement room tucked neatly away from the rest of the festivities.  I don’t know who reached first.  Me for his cock, or him for my pussy.  All I really know is that we were stroking each other half a second after we cleared the doorway. 

I was scrambling to get his zipper down with both hands, but he had easy access up my skirt.

“Oh God, I’ve wanted you” I moaned as he slid his fingers inside me.  I was pushed up against the wall and I dropped my weight a little and spread my legs slightly to impale myself on his hand.  Then he pumped it and I damn near ripped his cock out of his pants. 

He leaned into me and kissed me with lots of tongue, while I jacked his cock, and he pumped my pussy.  I knew he was going to be good.  Sometimes you can just tell that a guy’s going to be a great lover.  Something about the way he treats women.  It’s subtle.  An intangible.  Some guys are just pleasers and Steve was one of those. 

I came quick, but he didn’t stop, just kept ramming his fingers into me until I came again. I had to bury my mouth in his shoulder to keep from screaming loud enough to tell the whole house, “Hey, we’re fucking down here.”

I dropped to my knees and sucked that cock.  But a few minutes later he pulled me up and kissed me.  I just had to have that thing inside me, and he fucked me standing as I leaned against the wall.  His powerful body hammering into me like a porn star.  I wrapped my legs around him like a monkey on a pole and we slammed into one another for at least three or four minutes.  God, I thought he was never going to stop, and he held up my weight the whole time

I came a couple of times, moaning and whimpering in his ear, but he just kept fucking me.  When he finally came, I came again, suddenly, unexpectedly.  I just exploded into an uncontrollable spasm that took possession of my whole body.  I clung to him for a few moments, trembling from the power of it, then we both collapsed and lay there in the dark of that basement room. 

I lay there listening to his breathing, then he reached out to me.  His touch was electric, and we went at it again.  But this time I was on top, and I pumped my ass slowly, savoring every inch of his cock, drawing out the pleasure while he reached up and played with my tits. 

Then I felt his hand around my ass, and I leaned forward dangling my nipple in his mouth and giving him better access to my ass, just in case he wanted to play.

He fingered my asshole, nothing kinky, just a little stroking.  That hurried me up and he began to ram up into me with powerful thrusts that lifted me well off the floor.  Then we both came again, and he stuck that finger in a couple of inches when I began to tremble.

I rolled off and just lay there on my back, my knees up and my legs spread.  I was having trouble catching my breath.  God that man could fuck!  A few seconds later I was blinded.  Steve had turned on the light and I was looking right into the light bulb at the time.  I threw my arm over my eyes and then felt Steve’s mouth on my clit.  I jerked because it was still sensitive, but he grabbed my thighs with each hand and pulled me closer.  Then jammed a thumb up my opening while he sucked my labia into his mouth.  Rubbing and kneading my most tender flesh with his lips.  He kept sucking as he thumb fucked me while his other fingers brushed past my ass hole and caressed my butt crack.   

It didn’t take me long to cum again.  God, it was a big one.  The kind that tenses up your belly muscles and racks your entire torso.  Then I pushed him away.  The pleasure was just too intense.  This was not the place.  A few more seconds and I would have screamed my head off, notwithstanding my husband and neighbors a few feet away.  I was that close to not caring.  I wanted to keep fucking Steve forever, but my real life was calling me back. 

“We’ll finish this in private,” I said.

“Can do”, answered Steve.  “Anytime sweet lady.  You have an exotic taste.  It’s addictive.”

It was a memorable Christmas, but I’m not going to wait for the next season of good cheer. I plan to see Steve Hanson much more frequently.  It’s my new year’s resolution.  I’ve given it some thought, and I’d like more ass play in my life.


My Cowboy Addiction

It was one of those perfect days that happen only in the southwest with the sun high in a cloudless sky.  A light breeze was blowing off the desert and the night before and I had gotten laid for the first time in months.   I could still feel that marvelous cock sliding in and out of me.  Stretching me right to that delicious point that pulses between pleasure and pain.  My pussy hadn’t had one in so long and it wrapped itself around that baby, determined never to let it go.  God, I was horny, and I fucked like there was no tomorrow.

He was young.  Way too young for me, but my girlfriends egged me on.  I have to admit that he was gorgeous, and that cowboy hat made my cunt tingle more than a bit.  Tall and well put together, with perfect blonde hair and a twinkle in his deep blue eyes.  Asking him to join us was a dare, but when he flashed that boy next door smile my panties flooded and I knew I wanted much more than a little company.

We threw down a few more shots, told some dirty jokes and eye fucked one another across the table.   He asked me to dance and I bumped my ass against his business a few times and then the music turned slow.  I don’t know who pulled who in the tightest, but I shoved my pelvis right up against his package and rubbed like I was trying to burn through his zipper.  We massaged each other crotch to crotch until there was no way he could get harder.  Then I whisper in his ear, “Did you ever fuck a MILF?”

I know it was brazen and not like me at all. But I was loaded and sexually desperate.  A bad combination if I’m expected to keep my legs together.

My home is high up on the mesa.  I looked out over the beautiful desert with its painted rocks and barren landscape, and I wondered how many cowboys were out there.  I laughed to myself because I realized that I was addicted and dying to be ridden again.

My husband is a big mucky-muck at one of those high-tech start-ups that have been popping up like dandelions on your lawn.  He works long hours and travels a lot, always hustling for new equity funds.  A girl gets lonely.  A girl has needs.  There are only so many nights that you can lay there with your fingers up your snatch, listening to the man that is supposed to service you snoring away.

Don’t get me wrong.  I love the guy, he’s a better than average provider and when he’s around he’s a great dad and even a good husband.  But the marriage bed went stale a long time ago and no matter what I try, it doesn’t seem to heat up much.

At thirty-two my sex clock is ticking.  I’m in my prime time.  My pussy wants to be petted and I am tired of servicing it myself.   It’s just not the same.  I don’t just need it punched.  My thruster-vibrator can do that and at my choice of speeds.  What I crave is an eager partner.   Someone to share the experience.  A warm cock I can hold in my hand and feel it grow.  Exciting a man has always been a turn-on for me. 

My vibrator is always ready to go and never turns soft on me.  But it also never whispers “Go, baby Go!”  or spontaneously massages my tits or licks my clit just before I blow.  There is nothing mechanical that feels as good as a man’s warm tongue sliding up my labia.  There just isn’t!

I had gone out with the girls that night just to get out of the house and let off some steam.  Hooking up with some handsome hunk never occurred to me.  But when my fingers caressed the steel in those biceps and my pussy rubbed against the iron pipe, he called a cock, I figured “What the fuck!”

I do admit that I was dressed to thrill.  A girl has to show her assets while she still has them. So many of the wives I run with are sagging, spreading, and drooping.  But I’ve managed to keep my long, slender frame tight and taut.  Wearing my skirts short and stretched across my ass or my girls popping out of low-cut blouses, doesn’t mean I’m shopping for a hard one.  I just like to be eye fucked.  It’s a kind of validation that I’ve still ‘got it’.

Anyway, this guy must have liked my package because he sure wanted to unwrap it. That slow dance was what did it for me.  There was an urgency in the way his hands caressed me.  He spread his fingers out and pressed his warm palms against my back and shoulders.  The guy had a soft, gentle touch.  Firm, but not rough like a lot of men. I could feel the need in them, or maybe it was in me and he was just waking it up. Whatever, I was just as much on fire as he was.  God, I wanted that cock.  I planned on fucking him a long time, and I sure hoped he wasn’t a quick shot.

We were going to go to his place.  Fucking him in the tack room where he lived was going to be a real turn-on.  Talk about visiting the seedy side.  That would be a tale to drop at bridge club some afternoon.  They’d shit.  

But we couldn’t wait. He walked me to my car.  I was supposed to follow him, but we started going at it leaning against the door of my jeep.  With no audience, we were all over each other.  I felt his fingers under my skirt, massaging my inner thigh.   I melt when a man touches me there.  If they only knew.  Kneed that tender flesh for a few seconds and I’ll fuck anybody.  It's my weak spot.

“God you’re wet” he exclaimed as he rubbed me through my panties, then he ripped them off and jammed in three fingers.  There was no resistance, they just slid right in.  It was a real rush when he shredded my silk undies and I swear I dumped a ton more fluid.  A thrill shot through me that was almost an orgasm, but not quite.

“Oh God,” I moaned into his ear as I thrust back against him.  Throwing my pussy at his fingers as he hammered into me with his hands.  I was humping that hand like it was my personal vibrator and clawing at his zipper for his dick. He was right.  I was sopping wet and I could hear myself slosh.

My hand closed around his shaft, and I started jacking it.   Oh Fuck, that was a nice one.  The fingers of my other hand spread out over his scrotum and let his balls know that the lady needed a cock.

We were frantic and there wasn’t a square inch of our bodies that wasn’t desperate for contact.  I squirmed and gyrated my body against him like a snake in heat and our tongues were locked in a death match that seemed to be a permanent entanglement. I was pulling at his cock urgently and trying to guide it into me, but he kept pumping me with his hand.  That felt wonderful, but I’d already come twice to that, now I wanted the real thing.

“Stop teasing me and fuck me” I demanded, and he responded with a thrust that took my breath away.  God, he slammed it in hard.  I was wet enough to water the lawn and he went in easy.  But he was thicker than I expected, and my pussy wrapped around that magnificent shaft and squeezed the shit out of it.  I don’t think I’ve ever had a wider one and fuck did I love the sensation. 

I heard other women talk about getting stretched and no wonder they’re so crazy about it.  What an awesome feeling.  This is what fucking is supposed to be!

God, I loved his cock and we slammed against each other huffing, grunting, moaning, and whimpering.  I had the vague sense that we had attracted a small crowd.  That we weren’t alone.  That others were enjoying the show.  Well, they couldn’t be enjoying it as much as me and I didn’t give a shit.  I was coasting in some sexual haze. I wasn’t even in my body.  My mind and emotions were floating on a cloud called sexual bliss and my body was doing what primal animals do, rutting with abandon. 

God, I don’t know how many times I came.  I’ll say one thing for my boy, he had staying power.  For as eager as he seemed, I was amazed at how long he lasted.  Wasn’t sure he was ever going to stop.  I came three times and then I just waited for him.

When he finally came it was worth the weight.  His gun was fully loaded, and I felt it let go.  That doesn’t always happen, but you couldn’t miss his.  I let go again a moment later and we clung to each other with a desperation that seemed to fit the moment perfectly.  I was trembling from one of my more intense orgasms and he was still half-hard and kept up a slow fuck while we were still wrapped around each other.

I was right, we did have an audience.  We were quite a sight.  He’d managed to unbutton my blouse, so my tits were on full display and my skirt was up around my waist.  That nice dick of his was still hard enough to swing from side to side as he moved.  They clapped when we broke away and we did our best to ignore them.  We had business of our own. 

“Follow me,” he said.

“You got anything left?” I asked.

“Yes Mam” he assured. 

We did round two at his place.  Actually, rounds two, three, four, and five.  Funny, I always thought cowboys had six-shooters.  But five shots was about three more than I’d ever had, and I loved every minute of it.  Especially from such a thick barrel.  We fucked and sucked until dawn, and I got two chances at being a cowgirl.  God, I loved riding that kid.

But now was a new day and at the end of it, I’m going to slip into something sexy that shows my tits and my legs and tells the men of this town that I want to spread my legs.  Then I’m going to a cowboy bar looking for that kid.  But if I can’t find him, I’m going to strap on a wrangler or a drover, maybe even a Vaccaro, as long as he’s got some starch in his rod and the grit to ride me till sun-up.

*****


Lucky Night

I sat in what my friends assured me was a local meat market and I was dressed to thrill.  My skirt was short, my thong pink, and my blouse see-through.  My bra was at home in a drawer. I was showing a lot of leg, and I was hoping that I still had what it takes, because I was going to find me a stud, fuck the shit out of him and not let him lose until dawn.  Suck the ass hole dry and then ask if he had a roommate.  I was on the make, and I was gonna get my pussy pumped, no matter what.  Everyone says that revenge sex is the best ever.  Well, I was sure as hell going to find out.

My name is Sally Carson and I have been happily married for six years.  At least I was until this afternoon.  I came home early from work and there they were, fucking in my bed.  Well, my and my husband’s bed, but they were fucking on my side.

I had stopped by the grocery store and had just set two bags on the counter.  That's when I heard them.  The giggling and the laughing and the unmistakable sounds of sex.  At first, I thought Fred was home watching porn.  That pissed me off, with the lawn not mowed for two weeks and the neighbors complaining about the length of the grass.

Then I had second thoughts.  It had been weeks since I had a good roll in the hay.  If Fred was excited, that was perfect for a little afternoon action.  I dropped my skirt on the hall floor and shrugged out of my blouse.  My bra and panties were a matching set, so I felt pretty sexy when I walked through the bedroom door.

Fuck, it was not a cable channel or internet porn.  My Fred was cock deep in his secretary and she was squealing like he was her best fuck ever.  I watched for a minute, not knowing what to do.   I was both jealous and enraged.  I thought about opening the closet and blowing them both away with Fred's shotgun.  I also thought about just leaving quietly and never coming back.  Then I thought about my two kids. 

That's when I screamed.  “Get the fuck out.  Both of you” and I started throwing their clothes at them, which were strewn around the room.  I also flung open the closet and started throwing Fred's entire wardrobe at him and into the hall. 

Fred tried to reason with me, but I was having none of it.  Sometime during our melee, the bitch disappeared.  I saw her dash through the bedroom door buck ass naked, clutching her clothes to her titless breast.

What the fuck was wrong with me?  That bitch was a stick figure with a scrawny ass and tiny tits.  What could he see in her?

I surveyed the bar as I sipped my drink, slurping it would be a better description.  I needed the liquid courage.  There was a group of young executives three or four tables over.  I was obviously the object of their conversation.  Each one of them would periodically sneak a peek in my direction.  I ignored them, but shifted in my seat, letting the hem of my skirt creep up to expose the tops of my nylons.  That’s when the bartender started bringing me drinks.  Who knew it was that easy? 

They were shots and I raised my glass to them as if to say, ‘Thanks Boys!’.  Then I downed it.  They had chosen Tequila and that was fine with me.  It burns a little going down, but the fire was what I wanted tonight.  The boys cheered when I chugged their gift and in a few minutes the bartender showed up with another, which I downed in the same fashion.

Suddenly there was a constant stream of Tequila shots and the bartender finally lined up five across the table.  I was beginning to attract more attention than the guys at the one table and I knew that if I wanted a cock for the night, it wouldn’t be hard to find.  All I would really have to do is yell “Hey You”. 

I don’t know how many I drank.  There were three left in front of me and I wondered if I should slow down.  I was feeling a little out of control.  If some hunk was going to plow me, I wanted to be able to remember it.  A girl doesn’t get a free pass to stray very often.  I wanted to leave with some good material for my vibrator time.

Suddenly they got up in mass and sat at my table.  I had a chance to get a good look at them and a couple were prime stock.  The others were typical middle-aged fare, but that was what I was used to anyway.  My husband was no prize and I fucked him all the time.

“Have a seat guys,” I said motioning with my hands at the empty chairs.

“Help yourself to the shots.  You bought them.”

“They’re for you,” the tall one said with a shit-eating grin.  His eyes were locked on my tits, and I was sure my nips were answering.

“I’m slowing down a little.  You don’t want me too drunk to give a good blow job, do you?  I might bite your dick by mistake” I retorted.  That’s when he finally looked into my eyes.

“You’re going to give me a blow job?” he asked teasingly.

“I might,” I replied.  “No guarantees.  I’m still thinking about it.”

Then I turned to the rest of the group.  “What do the rest of you have to say?  Is his dick worth sucking, or do you have a better offer?”

They were all talking at once and my head was spinning.

“My husband fucked some skinny little bitch with no tits.  Right in my bed.  On my fucking side, for God’s sake” I announced in slurred language.

That stopped the conversation.  Nobody said a word.

“Who’s up for some revenge sex?” I asked, looking around the table.  Making eye contact with each one of them.  The one directly across from me wasn’t that much to look at, but he had the softest brown eyes.  Bedroom eyes.  One long deep look and a girl just feels like fucking.  Catch this guy at a cocktail party and I’d be sneaking into the bathroom for some one-on-one fun.

I looked up at the tall one, he was still standing.  There weren’t enough seats.  His crotch was about eye level, and unless he had a roll-up sock stuck down his pants, he definitely had something to contribute, and I had to tell myself not to reach out and touch.

“Why don’t you go get us a room”, I directed. I had deliberately chosen a bar with a hotel attached.  I knew I was going to need one.  I’m famous for my planning.

He had just gotten out of earshot when I leaned into the group and asked, “anybody think they have a better dick to suck, than that guy?”

There was silence for a moment, then the guy next to bedroom eyes said, “Mine.”

I met his gaze and asked, “Why.”

“It’s bigger,” he said proudly.

“That means it’s better for fucking, not sucking” I corrected, and everybody laughed.

“That brings up an interesting point,” I declared.  “Anybody here bringing any real meat to the party.  I’m talkin eight or ten inches, but I’ve never had a really big one.  That would pretty much seal the deal.”  I was starting to slur again and wished I had taken just one less drink.

“Mine’s pretty thick,” the guy on my right volunteered, he was bald and no prize.

“My girlfriend’s got a husband with a real cunt spreader” I informed.  “She claims that it’s the only way to go. Stretch me, baby!” I quipped and gave him a wink.

“She’s right,” the guy agreed.  Of course, he would.

“My husband fucked the bitch six times.  That means I have to fuck one of you twice to break even” I announced.

They all looked at one another.  The possibility of me taking them all on had not occurred to them.  They were stunned.  It had never occurred to me either, but suddenly it sounded like fun.  It was something that I had never done.  To tell the truth, my sex life had always been pretty average.  No adventure.  No experimenting.  I’d never been tied up.  Never tried it with a woman.  Never had it up the ass.  Sexually I’ve been kind of a dud. But that was about to change.  I was gonna get my revenge and come out a new woman.  Fred could stick that up his ass!

Tall guy was back with a room key.  Boy, was he surprised when we all headed for the elevator?

The door had no sooner closed than someone had a hand on my ass and there was another one squeezing my tits.  I turned to bedroom eyes who was standing on my left and pulled him in for a kiss, a long, lingering one.  The guy knew his business and his tongue went in quick when he felt my hand on his crotch.

The room door clicked shut and things turned awkward.  They were all standing around not knowing what to do next. 

Play some music.  I’m going to strip for you” I directed as I walked to the center of the room and started unbuttoning my blouse.

I didn’t have much to strip off, so I left the blouse open and let my tits play hide and seek.  Then I shucked my skirt and kicked it aside.  There wasn’t much to my pink thong, but I ditched that too, after a little teasing.

“You like my fur?” I asked.  It wasn’t much.  Just a few blonde curls to give my nether regions a little distinction.   I ran my hands over my mound and slid one finger along my slit long enough to grab some moisture. Then I sucked on that finger.  At least half the guys had their hands on their dicks.

“Get 'em out boys” I commanded.  “Let’s see what we have to work with.”

They all stood in a line.  Two of them dropped their trousers completely and they were down around their ankles.  Two just pulled their cocks out of their undies and one left it in his shorts but opened his pants.  It was the one that I wanted to fuck the most.

“What’s your problem?” I said as I moved closer to him and put my fingers under his nose.  You don’t like pussy?” I ask.  Then I gave him a sensuous kiss while I shoved my hand down his shorts, grabbed his meat, and gave it a few strokes.

“Oh, that’s a nice cock” I declared.  “No point in being bashful.”

Then I backed up and inspected my would-be lovers.  They all had erections to one degree or another, but a couple were hard enough to pound nails.  The bald guy was right.  He had the biggest.  But the other guy was right too.  His was thicker.

“I want that one twice,” I said, pointing to the cunt shredder, the thick one.  He gave a proud glance at his friends.  He had a right to.  It was gonna feel marvelous if it didn’t kill me.

I went down the line and gave each one of them a little foreplay then I assigned each of them a number.

“This is how it works boys.  When I call a number you’re up.  This is my one and only time to have five men satisfy me and I want to enjoy this.  Once we start, I don’t want to stop.  One of you gives out, the next up just keeps fucking me.  You blow your load while you’re watching, you lose your turn, so hands off guys, I want you all.  Deal? Any questions?”

“Brown eyes, you’re first.  How’s your tongue action?”

“We’ll find out,” he replied.

“That’s what I like.  God loves a trier” I replied.  Then I walked over to the bed, laid down, and spread my legs.

Brown eyes was pretty damn good.  Much better than my husband and I thought my head was going to explode.  I was writhing on the bed and moaning enough to wake the neighbors and the guy just kept lapping at my privates with a long, limber tongue.  I never expected that being watched would be so exciting, but it was one hell of a turn-on and all I wanted to do was fuck, fuck, and fuck some more.

I noticed a couple of the guys were jerking off. “Don’t waste your sperm” I warned.  “You're gonna need it.”

Then I pulled brown eyes up toward me, gave his dick a couple of jerks to stiffen it up, and guided him in.  I was wet, I was ready, and I hadn’t had a strange cock in more than seven years.  God the first moment of entry was absolute ectasy, and a warm sensation of complete sexual abandonment swept through me like a warm flash.  God, I couldn’t wait for the one that was gonna stretch me out.

Brown eyes was a good fuck, and I slammed my hips up to meet his every thrust.  I don’t ever remember being hornier.  I was lost in pure lust.  I just wanted to fuck and be serviced, and he certainly did that.

When he shot and rolled off of me, number two was right in line. He ran his hand over my sopping slit and teased my clit, it was sensitive as hell, and I writhed and begged to be fucked.  Then stuck in his cock.  He didn’t need any help; it was a heat-seeking missile.  This guy was an animal and he pounded me senseless with long, deep lunges that drove me across the bed.  In response, I wrapped my legs around the stud and just hung on for the ride.  My head was near the other side of the king bed and all of a sudden, brown eyes was dangling his cock over my face.  I reached up, jacked it a couple of strokes, then slid that baby right down my throat.

I thought about the show l must be giving the others.  Fucking one guy and deep throating another.  I reached under the cock in my mouth and massaged his balls just to complete the picture.  It excited me to be watched.  I’d never done that before.  Fuck and suck at the same time or perform for an audience, but I’d never pulled the train either.  I liked it.  It was exciting, and I was flying high.  Tall guy was still fucking me, God he had stamina, but brown eyes had dumped his load.  That’s too bad.  I wanted to fuck him again.

Brown eye’s limp dick was replaced by another, and I figured, “What the hell!” so I sucked on that one too.  I don’t know how many times I came.  It was a bunch.  Then the tall guy shot and that made me cum again.

Number three was the cunt stretcher, and I waved the other cocks away from my face.  I wanted all my concentration for this monster.  A girl doesn’t get that many chances at the really thick ones.  So, I repositioned myself on the bed, spread my legs, showed him my glistening wet pussy, and put my fingers right where I wanted it.

Oh, God! Oh, God! The girls were right.  That extra stretch was incredible.   Holly Fuck! It hurt at first.  I had to do my Lamaze breathing on entry, but then he moved it, and WOW!  Waves and waves of indescribable pleasure.  My pussy muscles were clinging to that baby like it was a life-giving drug. 

“Oh God, Fuck me, Fuck me!” I screamed as I raked his ass with my fingernails.  I threw my opening up at that wonderful pole and he pounded into me like a man possessed.  “Please don’t stop” I begged and locked my legs around him and hammered him right back.  It was thick, but he didn’t last long.  Maybe I was too excited.  I really went after him, and I got carried away with my exuberance.  That might have contributed to the quick trigger.  

Anyway, number four was up, and I couldn’t believe how horny I was.  Pulling the train isn’t just satisfying, it’s addictive.  You just want more and more and more until you run out of dicks. 

But I took my time with this next guy, and we did some kissing.  Intense French stuff, with lots of tongue, and all the time I was pumping my pussy like crazy, and that shaft of his felt amazing.  It didn’t spread me out like number three, but it was longer than the other and that was some compensation. 

The guy had some staying power, and I liked the length, so I whispered “Get on your back.  I want to ride.”

He rolled and we flipped, and he stayed in.  Oh, that was nice.  I did some slow slides up and down that hard snake and he reached up and played with my tits.  We made eye contact, and I just played, and smiled, letting him know how much I enjoyed his cock.

“Don’t give up on my baby” I begged, and he answered, “I won’t.”

It was a nice respite.  This little romantic oasis we were having.  I knew the audience was there and that excited me, but while I was riding him, it was just he and I fucking.

Finally, he whispered, “I can’t hold it.”

I leaned forward and gave him a long, lingering kiss with lots of tongue and said, “That’s ok baby, you’ve been great.”

Then I rode the shit out of him for a few seconds until he cut loose, and I rolled off, ready for the next guy.  As he walked back to the group, I noticed what a great ass he had and wished I had his phone number.  He’d been great and I might want to do this again.

Number five took his time before entering and rubbed the head of his cock all along my slit.  God, it felt wonderful, but I finally begged him to slide it in.  Then he really hammered me and stuck his tongue down my throat at the same time.  I really got into him, and we fucked like teenagers after the homecoming dance.  The dude had some staying power and he settled into some long, power lunges that went in deep. 

I lay my head back and someone stuck a cock in my mouth.  I think it was the tall guy, I was losing track. 

That left me one fuck short, and they were all standing around.  Everyone had had their turn, and some of them had tugged themselves a second shot.  The guy with the long dick looked like he might be ready to go again, so I told him to lie face up on the bed and I went down on him long enough to get him nice and hard.  Then I mounted him cowgirl style. 

That nice long pole of his was perfect for a long, slow ride and I leaned forward and let him play with my tits.  Then I kissed him softly, just like we were alone.  But we weren’t alone, so I switched to reverse cowgirl, to give the other four guys a better show.  I played with my tits, rubbed my clit, and did my best to imitate a wanton slut in a porn movie.  I motioned the guys closer then I reached out and pulled a dick into my mouth and sucked while I fucked.

The long dick guy had plenty of staying power on his second go around and I rode him for a long time.  Every time I thought he was going to lose it; I reached down and clamped my hand around his dick to cool him down.  He lasted an unexpectedly long time, and I rolled off exhausted.  I don’t know how many cocks I sucked, but I had mixed cum in my mouth.

Well, that was six, but I still had some volunteers so we went around again for as long as the guys could last.  When I woke in the morning, I was alone.  I had no idea when they left, or even if they left at the same time.  Part of me remembers going at it with brown eyes one more time.  I think we were alone, but I’m not sure. 

My first thoughts were total shame.  What a hussy!  God, how could I have done that?  But later on, as I walked the hotel hallway with a sore cunt and on wobbly legs, it occurred to me, that maybe Fred would fuck that skinny twat again and I could get some more revenge.

*****

If you like this story, please give me a review at AMAZON.COM

For other novels, novella and anthologies, please visit the Johnson Stiff author’s page at http://amazon.com/author/johnsonstiff

Readers of “Thrillers” will enjoy the “Jack Straw Adult Adventure Series” that mixes high adventure with no punches pulled sexual encounters. 
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