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A shiny stretch limo pulled into the large hangar at a private Los Angeles airstrip. A door opened and a succession of designer stiletto heels and expensive high-top sneakers planted themselves one by one on the smooth tarmac as Taylor Swift and her A-list chums exited the long black vehicle. Miss Swift’s luxurious private jet sat juiced up and ready to go on the vast open runway.
The pilot and co-pilot were stood atop the pristine white stairwell as they prepared to greet their morning passengers. The pilot was in his early 40’s, his co-pilot about five years younger. They wore neatly pressed navy blue suits with matching peaked hats, and were incredibly handsome; both men sporting the piercing eyes, pearly white teeth, immaculately trimmed stubble and chiseled jawlines of a pair of Calvin Klein models.
Taylor Swift and her friends crossed the lengthy runway toward the private plane, wheeling behind them large Louis Vuitton and Dolce and Gabbana suit cases as they went. Taylor marched out in front; the popstar dressed to kill in a set of denim short shorts, a cropped white vest top and a spindly set of Gucci stilettos. The outfit was nearly indecently skimpy; the frayed hems of her jean shorts struggling to cover the beach bronzed spheres of her peachy round butt, while her stiff pink nipples threatened to burst clean through the thin white fabric of her tight-fitting vest top.
Her golden hair bounced majestically as she walked; the thick, shiny locks washed and re-washed with all kinds of expensive shampoos and conditioners before being styled meticulously with the singers impressive arsenal of hairdryers, flatirons and curling tongs. What’s more, the fair-haired songstress was dolled to the nines; her pretty face heavily made up with nothing but the finest beauty products on the market. All manner of costly powders, foundations and eye shadows had been dabbed across her freshly cleansed skin. Shiny pink gloss gave her full, puckered lips an alluring shine, while dark mascara teased out her carefully curled eyelashes to a length that Jessica Rabbit would be proud of.
Following behind Taylor were her gang of celebrity pals; Selena Gomez, Hailee Steinfeld, Miley Cyrus, Elle Fanning and Chloe Moretz- each more heavily dolled up and scantily clad than the last. In fact, the girls seemed to be in direct competition as to who could showcase the most skin; the private airstrip a rolling plain of snug-fitting tops, belt-thin micro mini-skirts, sunkissed flesh, toned arms and ab-lined midsections. Not to mention bright blue eyes, shiny white teeth, bee-swollen lips, bleach blonde hair dye, jet black mascara, glistening pink lip gloss, designer sunglasses and expensive jewelry.
“Good morning, ladies,” said the pilot, smiling warmly at Taylor and her friends as they neared the luxury jet.
“Hi, boys,” Taylor grinned back coquettishly as she started up the gleaming white stairwell. “Lovely day for a fly, wouldn’t you say?” she added, slurping suggestively from her iced Irish coffee.
“Absolutely, Miss Swift,” replied the co-pilot, gulping loudly as Taylor brushed his handsome face with a neatly manicured hand, flashing him a cheeky wink as she passed.
Taylor’s friends followed up behind her, each greeting the two lucky men in a similarly flirtatious manner; stroking their faces or running a hand down their muscular torsos. Some even turned around and rubbed their barely-covered ass cheeks teasingly against the crotches of their skinny-fit suit pants; the resulting rush of blood to the loins leaving neither man fit to pilot a tandem bicycle, much less an aircraft. Nevertheless, the flight went ahead as scheduled and the girls funnelled into the private jet, taking to their seats as the pilot prepared for take off.
The plane gave new meaning to the word luxury. The interior decor was so opulent and grand it would’ve put most American homes to shame and there wasn’t a cheap plastic or coarse fabric anywhere to be seen. The tables were crafted from exquisite English oak and glazed with the finest lacquers known to man. The chairs were made from plush cream leather, adorned with scatter cushions hand sewn from the smoothest Chinese silk, and had enough leg room to seat an NBA center.
As the jet took to the air, the ladies finished the last of their alcoholic coffees and waited patiently for the next course. Next on the liquid menu, it turned out, were Bloody Marys and no sooner had the private plane levelled out in the cloudy sky, were the strong red drinks served up by a pair of pretty air hostesses; both dressed in precious little, at Taylor’s behest.
But alcohol and scantily clad stewardesses weren’t the only benefits of travelling on a private jet. As a matter of fact, the advantages of flying private over commercial (even the first class to which the ladies were accustomed) were inumerable. No waiting in line to check in, no irritating kids pestering them for autographs and, most importantly, no airport security. As the girls knew all too well, LAX was stocked to the brim with overweight security guards; each one more than willing to risk a sacking and sexual assault charge in order to give the A-list beauties a thorough and vastly inappropriate pat down at the gates. And by flying privately, they were bypassing the lot of them.
But, most of all, it meant drugs. Lots and lots of drugs, and the girls had barely left California airspace before they were handing big blue bongs and tightly-rolled joints back and forth like Christmas gifts; hotboxing the plane’s interior like a high school senior’s Ford Focus. And it didn’t stop there. In fact, that was just the beginning. Before long, the ladies were popping Molly, Oxy, and a host of other colourful pills like they were Skittles; swallowing them down with mouthfuls of JD and Coke and swigs from tall mojitos. Not to mention passing around a Matterhorn of cocaine and hoovering up lines like state of the art vacuum cleaners.
After 30 solid minutes of large scale narcotics consumption, the girls had worked up considerable appetites and, as the jet soared over New Mexico, lunch was served. However, the in-flight meal bore little resemblance to the average airline fare, and there wasn’t a dry ham sandwich, tiny bag of peanuts of vodka miniature in sight. No- the ladies were dining on nothing but the best. Freshly caught lobster, sauteed portobello mushrooms, roasted eggplant and goat cheese stuffed tomatoes were just some of the highlights of their luxurious gourmet meal. Followed by a freshly baked Tiramisu worthy of a Michelin-starred Roman eatery and all washed down with bottles of vintage champagne.
And still the liquor continued to flow. Next up was the wine course and the air hostesses brought out six glass tumblers accompanied by a selection of the finest Chiantis and Pinot Grigios west of Tuscany. The ladies sipped the fine wine, passing around joints as they chatted amongst themselves. They discussed a wide range of different topics; music, movies, hair, grooming, makeup, clothes, dieting, working out, food, drink, drugs, friends, sex. Mostly sex, and after numerous bottles and countless marijuana cigarettes, somebody suggested a game of Truth or Dare. The girls nursed glasses filled near to the brim with expensive Italian wine, passing around a mountain of cocaine atop a small mirror as the game got underway.
“Right, Selena,” began Taylor Swift, taking a swig of her vintage Chianti, “truth or dare?”
“Hmm,” pondered Selena Gomez, racking up portions of coke with her platinum credit card, “truth.”
“OK,” said the blonde. “What’s the most cocks you’ve sucked in one day?”
“Ermmm,” thought the Latina, pausing to snort a line through a rolled up $50, “not sure. How many guys were at your last party?” she asked.
“15,” Taylor replied.
“OK, then that many,” Selena declared, rubbing her cute little nose as several lines of Ecuador’s finest shot to her brain.
“Wow, 15!” exclaimed Hailee Steinfeld. “Selena, you little slut!”
The girls laughed.
“Oh, come on, bitch,” Selena replied, handing the mound of coke onto her brunette friend, “it’s not like you didn’t suck them too!”
More laughter.
“Your turn to ask someone, Selena,” Taylor prompted.
“OK, Hailee,” Selena began. “Truth or dare?”
“Truth.”
Selena grineed. “How far can you squirt?”
Hailee blushed, taking a sip of her wine. “My record is ten feet.”
The ladies whooped and applauded.
“Damn, girl!” Taylor declared. “You should be in The Guiness Book of Records with a trajectory like that!”
The girls laughed raucously, cooing and awwing at their friend’s impressive revelation. Then it was Hailee’s turn to ask.
“Chloe,” she said, “Truth or dare?”
“Truth,” replied Chloe Moretz.
“What’s the most cocks you’ve handled at once?” Hailee asked.
“Five,” smirked the blonde. “One in my mouth, one in my pussy, one in my ass,” she recalled, pointing helpfully at each of her orifices as she explained, “and one in each hand,” she added, mimicking the vigorous jerking of two imaginary penises. More cheers and applause.
“Yeah, I saw that,” Taylor chimed in. “It was pretty hot!”
And so the game continued. A stewardess brought out a bottle of ouzo and the girls took shots between glasses of wine, passing around weed and cocaine like Miami drug barons as they asked one another a whole host of sex-related questions. How many times a day do you masturbate? What’s the longest cock you’ve deepthroated? How many dildos do you own? How many times can you squirt in ten minutes?
Before long, Miley Cyrus grew tired of the X-rated mass interview and when Elle Fanning posed her the question ‘truth or dare’, the blonde singer replied ‘dare’. The ladies cheered. They’d been waiting the better part of half an hour for someone to take on a dare, and Elle thought long and hard about what that challenge was going to be.
“I dare you,” she began, pausing to down a shot of ouzo, “to suck the co-pilot’s dick!”
*
Taylor Swift’s private jet flew over eastern Texas at an altitude of 35,000 feet; the luxury aircraft soaring through the clouds at a rate of 500 knots. Inside, Taylor and her celebrity pals manned the plush leather seating; grazing a buffet of seafood hors d’oeuvres and passing around joints as they nursed freshly mixed Pornstar Martinis and Tequila Manhattans.
Ryan, the plane’s co-pilot, was stood before Miley Cyrus; the older man’s deep brown eyes nearly bulging clean out of their sockets as he looked down at the randy popstar, her soft, dainty hands pawing at the crotch of his suit pants. Miley was kitted out in a scanty hip hop-style outfit; the southern songstress looking as though she’d just stepped off the set of one of her music videos.
She wore a figure-hugging Chicago Bulls jersey; the tight-fitting top cropped just below the chest, showcasing her beach tanned midriff in all its flat, ab-lined glory. On her bottom half she wore a denim mini-skirt; the scanty garment barely extending past the round, shapely orbs of her sunkissed apple bottom, her long, smoothly waxed legs travelling all the way down to a pair of expensive looking red and black Nike hightops.
A matching Bulls snapback was pulled backward over her exquisitely styled, carefully slicked back, bottle blonde hairdo, while all manner of golden trinkets graced every extremity and appendage of her hot young body. Shiny 24-carat rings adorned her lengthy nailed fingers. Diamond necklaces, thick bracelets, designer bangles and gold plated watches hung around her neck and ringed her dainty wrists, while all kinds of golden studs, hoops and barbels gleamed in her navel and tongue, and dangled from her earlobes.
Ryan could scarcely believe the sheer amount of flesh on display. He’d seen strippers who’d shown less skin, and as his eyes feasted on every stretch of silky smooth, beach bronzed flesh, he felt his dick grow and swell in his pants; the lengthy member testing the sheer fabric to its limits. And his crotchal growth didn’t go unnoticed for long. Miley’s vibrant red lips formed a perfect O-shape of wonderment as she spotted the thick lump forming in his pants; the blonde beauty stroking the outline of his cock through the thin material.
“Wow!” she exclaimed. “Taylor, your co-pilot’s got a big dick!”
“Yeah, no duh, bitch,” Taylor replied, taking a swig of her martini. “Why do you think I hired him?”
The girls laughed. It was true that Ryan’s size had ultimately landed him the job of Taylor’s trusted co-pilot; the fair-haired songstress valuing endowment over little things like experience and certification throughout the hiring process. Miley unbuckled Ryan’s belt and was unzipping his fly when suddenly she paused; looking up at the older man as she addressed him in her trademark husky voice.
“It’s OK for you to be back here, right?” she asked. “The plane’s not gonna, like, crash or anything?”
“N-no, I think we’ll be alright, Miss Cyrus,” he replied.
Ryan trusted the abilities of his colleague and knew he was perfectly capable of manning the aircraft solo. But even if he hadn’t been, the trembling co-pilot was in no position to drag himself away from the pretty young popstar. In fact, the jet could have been in a 600 mph nosedive, headed straight for downtown Dallas and he still would’ve struggled to prize himself from the draw of her plump, inviting lips and hot, athletic body.
“OK,” Miley smirked, quickly picking up from where she left off.
She unzipped Ryan’s fly and whipped down his pants and boxer briefs in one swift motion; his cock springing out like a Jack-in-the-box as both garments pooled around his freshly polished brogues.
“Oh my,” Miley cooed at first sight of the co-pilot’s dick.
It was simply huge; eight inches long with girth to match. A big set of balls hung at the base; the giant pair already bulging and inflating with a copious load of thick, creamy spunk brewing inside. A complex network of veins and capillaries run up and down the length of his shaft; criss crossing along the way like train tracks, while the head was swollen up the size of a ping pong ball; a rock pool of diluted precum glistening in the wide open tip. Miley licked her lips in anticipation of the thick, girthy wand; reaching up and gripping it at the base as she gazed up longingly at the handsome stud looming above her.
“Now this is what I call a dare,” she grinned, shooting out her slick red tongue to lap at the seeping tip.
“Oh, Jesus,” Ryan sighed, the mere tip of the singer’s skilled, wet tongue enough to send shivers up his spine as it flicked at his dripping slit.
“Mmm,” Miley groaned, the randy blonde delighting in the taste of the older man’s prespunk as it oozed from his dickslit and across her tongue like sap from a conifer.
She stroked the shaft, wrapping her lips around the swollen pink head and guiding them back and forth, feeling his crown twitch and throb as she did so. Miley bobbed her pretty head; her thick, pouty lips venturing past his helmet and down to the top of his shaft, a soft, velvety hand travelling up and down his dick, while the other reached down to fondle his balls.
Ryan stood still like a statue; rooted to the spot as the horny songstress worked him over like a seasoned pro. Her lips roamed up and down his shaft as she blew him; her drooling mouth generating more suction than a top of the range Dyson. He moaned and groaned; the hunky co-pilot cooing like a wounded animal as he was sucked nigh on into a coma by the skilled young blonde.
By this stage, Miley was taking nearly all eight of Ryan’s fat, girthy inches between her lips. A hand kneaded and caressed his oversized balls, while the other rested on his thigh; her long red nails digging into the muscular appendages as she worked him over with her mouth. Ryan was in seventh heaven. He could hardly comprehend the sheer wealth of tricks Miley’s talented mouth was capable of, and as she sucked down inch after inch of his big, lengthy prick.
Indeed, the naughty popstar reeled of every technique in the blowjob handbook over the duration of her world class suckjob; performing each and every one with the skill and expertise of an experienced pornstar. She lapped at the veiny underside of his dick, encircled his bulging head with her tongue and lapped at his open prickslit; coaxing yet more watery precum out from the urethra.
Miley’s girlfriends watched on from the sidelines snorting up lines of coke and knocking back pills with shots of black sambuca; whooping and hollering encouragement like fans at a sports game. By now, Miley had her hands on Ryan’s hips, her mouth travelling up and down the length of his shaft at an impressive rate of knots; her pretty head little more than a blur of red, black and bottle blonde as she bobbed and dipped on his big, chubby cock.
All manner of sucking and slurping, choking and gagging noises escaped her busy mouth; the lusty singer going at Ryan’s dong like a woman possessed. Her lips went up and down his dick like a glass elevator; the thick red pair edging ever nearer to the hilt with every pass she took until, finally, it disappeared. Miley’s plump, bee-stung lips wrapped snugly around the base of his dick; the red closure of her Chicago Bulls hat pressing against his abs, while her cute little nose nestled amongst his neatly trimmed bush of pubes.
“Oh, shit,” Ryan groaned, all eight of his thick, girthy inches lodged firmly between Miley’s lips; the horny young blonde drooling and slobbering over his dick like a wild dog as she held it in her mouth.
Finally, and with much reluctance on her part, Miley came up for air; retrieving the fat, lengthy penis from the recesses of her throat and spitting a thick jet of saliva across the already spit-slathered shaft. But she wasn’t done yet, not by a long shot, and the randy popstar angled Ryan’s dick upwards; jerking the oversized dong wildly, as she dipped down to get at his balls.
Miley fed one of his nuts into her mouth; sucking on the large, cum-filled orb like a flesh gobstopper, glazing it in slick, wet spittle before moving onto the next. Then, she returned to the cock; the blonde beauty licking up the veiny underside, kneading the spit-slicked head with a dextrous hand as she went. She fed the dick back between her lips; feeling the lengthy member twitch in her mouth and hands as she stroked and sucked him in equal measure.
Ryan tilted his head back; the co-pilot’s usually handsome face contorting in all manner of unsightly ways as he fought to retain the gooey spunkwad brewing and churning in his oversized balls. Indeed, the older man had been clinging onto his load for dear life amid a vicious assault from Miley’s skilled young mouth, and as the horny singer jerked his spit-shined shaft and sucked at the head like a child with a popsicle, he knew it was only a matter of moments before blew his beans.
“Fuck, I’m gonna cum!” Ryan cooed in warning, his voice strained and breathy like he’d just run a marathon.
The words were music to Miley’s ears and she released the cock from the vice-like grip of her smooth, lotioned hands; parting her lips as she looked up at him, in wait of his creamy load.
“Mmm, yeah! Come on, big boy,” she purred with excitement, “gimme that cum!”
Ryan jerked himself off; the rugged co-pilot violently beating his throbbing meat as he looked down at the popslut beneath him; licking her pouty red lips in anticipation of his load. Miley reached up to fondle his balls; feeling the thick, gloopy spermwad brewing in his balls as he stroked his pulsing dong. She tongued at his dickhole; greedily lapping up the stream of prespunk as it flowed from the open tip like the Missouri River.
“Oh, fuck!” Ryan groaned; the older man trembling from head to toe, his dick throbbing in his hands like an athlete’s ticker as he prepared to shoot his goo. “Here it comes!”



Miley barely had time to brace herself as a thick torrent of spunk shot out from the hole in his dick; the big, sloppy load splattering across her open mouth and up her cheek like off-white wall paint.
“Oh, wow!” she exclaimed, unprepared from the sheer ferocity of the co-pilot’s ejaculate and she savoured the rich flavour on her skilled red tongue before swallowing it down.
Then, Miley used a finger to scoop up the trail of cum from her chin and cheek; feeding the lengthy nailed digit between her lips and sucking it clean.
“Mmm,” she murmured, grinning up at Ryan as she enjoyed the taste of his seed, “yummy!”
The ladies cheered and whistled from the surrounding seats; heaping praised upon their accomplished friend as she clean the gooey jism from her fingers. Ryan stood before her; carefully palming his tingling cock; the handsome older man still overcome from the intensity of the first class BJ.
“Wow, well done, Miley,” gushed Taylor Swift, as she took a shot of sambuca. “You made that dick go off like a rocket!”
The girls laughed.
“Thanks, girls,” Miley grinned. “That was fun! Now,” she added, as Taylor passed her a freshly rolled joint, “where were we? Oh yeah! Chloe, truth or dare?”
Chloe Moretz took a shot of sambuca before responding. “Dare.”
“OK. I dare you,” began Miley Cyrus, taking a hit on a long, thick joint and blowing a dense cloud of smoke into the air, “to make out with one of the flight attendants.”
Loud hoots and cheers went up from the surrounding women. Chloe blushed; pouring another shot to compose herself.
“Which one?” she asked.
“Take your pick,” Miley grinned, popping a yellow pill into her mouth.
The stewardesses, mixing cocktails at the bar, turned toward the young actress expectantly as they awaited her decision. Chloe looked the two girls up and down. They were nothing short of stunning, straight tens by anyone’s assessment; both women boasting looks so elegant and flawless they could give most catwalk models a run for their money. One was blonde, the other brunette; their shiny, neatly styled hair pinned up underneath matching light blue hats.
Their uniforms, such as they were, left precious nothing to the imagination; the pretty flight attendants showcasing just as much beach bronzed flesh and alluring curvature as their passengers. They wore form fitting sky blue blazers, unbuttoned past the chest; offering tantalizing glimpses of their delightfully full cleavages, and matching skirts; the garments cropped so high that they barely extended south of the crotch and so tight that they clung to their juicy round butts like needy children.
“Hmm, I pick...” Chloe pondered, “both.”
A deafening, high pitched whoop sounded out across the luxury jet. Chloe eyed the two women hungrily, beckoning them over with her manicured index fingers and a playful bite of her lower lip that no hot-blooded human, male or female, could possibly resist. The girls approached, cocktails in hand; smiling back at the fair-haired starlet as they went.
“Miss Moretz,” they said in unison; offering Chloe the two freshly mixed drinks; a Manhattan and a Margarita.
“Why thank you, ladies,” she grinned, downing the drinks one by one, then patting her beach tanned thighs; gesturing for the two women to sit.
The girls took a seat on Chloe’s thighs like they were giving her a lapdance, each throwing an arm over her fitness model shoulder blades as they did so.
“Hmm, who first?” Chloe mused, looking back from blonde to brunette like she was picking ice cream flavours. “You,” she decided, turning to the blonde and puckering her glossy pink lips invitingly as she leaned in for a kiss.
The girls locked lips passionately, Chloe running a hand down the flight attendant’s smooth, sculpted back as they made out; exchanging tongues like birthday presents. Then, Chloe turned to the brunette, kissing her with equal zeal and gusto; their soft wet tongues dueling like medieval knights.
“Now you two,” Chloe grinned, licking her bee-stung lips as she and the brunette broke from their kiss.
The stewardesses looked across at one another, blushing like schoolgirls as they met for a kiss. Chloe watched for a moment before joining in; a trio of soft, pouty lips pressing together in a threeway smooch so alluring it would leave even the most God-fearing of Catholic monks begging for mercy. Then, after what felt like an eternity, the girls seperated; smiling and blushing across the private jet in equal measure, their spectators sat stunned and slack jawed before them.
“Damn, Chloe!” gasped Selena Gomez, the randy Latina sat legs akimbo, teasing her stiffened clit through the frilly white crotch of her scanty French knickers. “That was friggin’ hot!”
“Oh, I know,” the blonde replied, kissing the two flight attendants on the cheek one by one before they hopped down from her sunkissed thighs. “Thank you, ladies,” she smirked, giving each one a playful pat on the butt as they returned to the bar. “OK, Taylor,” she added, “truth or dare?”
And so the game progressed. Taylor Swift and her A-list pals dished out dares like preteens at a sleepover. They removed clothing, did bumps of coke off one another’s anatomies, swapped Mollies back and forth from tongue to tongue, gave each other lap dances and made out with fellow celebs and lucky stewardesses alike- the game quickly descending into an all-girl, scantily clad smoochfest; so hot and beguiling it would have even the most devout of homosexuals spewing in their shorts.
And as the game went on, the booze continued to flow. In fact, by the time the luxury jet had cruised into Arkansas airspace, the ladies had sunk enough cocktails to make Ernest Hemingway blush. Cosmopolitans, Mai Tais, Whiskey Sours, Mint Juleps, Sazeracs, Sidecars, Daiquiris; they drank them all and many more to boot. In fact, by the time the plane soared over the city of Fayetteville, the girls had downed enough liquor to put most lifelong alcoholics out of commission. Not to mention hoovering up a ski slope of cocaine, dishing out more pills than a retirement home and smoking more weed than the populations of Compton and Inglewood combined.
After an hour of watching her friends kiss, strip and suck dick like seasoned pornstars, Taylor Swift was getting horny beyond words. In fact, the fair-haired singer was burning in her nether regions like a forest fire; her piping hot pussy seeping enough fluid to water half of Ethiopia in the process. And as Hailee Steinfeld was allocated the next dare, Taylor peeled off her denim shorts and skimpy white panties in one; spreading her legs like a Times Square hooker as she gazed across the jet at the brown-haired beauty.
“I’ve got a dare for you, honey,” Taylor announced, parting her vaginal lips like the Red Sea, offering everyone in eyeshot a spectacular view of her glistening pink insides as she did so. “Come over here and give this a lick!”
*
Taylor Swift’s comfy leather seat was titled back like a single bed; the fair-haired songstress wearing little more than her designer stiletto heels as she lay back atop the plush leather chair. Between her legs knelt Hailee Steinfeld; her arms wrapped tightly around the popstar’s thighs, the brunette beauty lapping at her stiffened clit like a big cat from a river.
Taylor’s eyes were shut, her thick, pouty lips agape; all manner of soft, feminine moans and breathy, impassioned coos escaping her pretty mouth as she was eaten into ecstasy by her skilled young friend. Taylor’s right hand was rested on her perky chest; the horny singer caressing one of her breasts and teasing her puffy pink nipples. The other was placed at the back of Hailee’s head; the actress’ silky chestnut locks flowing through the gaps in her fingers as she tongued at her dripping pussy.
Hailee’s long brown hair shook back and forth as she busied herself between her girlfriend’s thighs. To say that Hailee was enjoying Taylor’s vagina would be something of an understatement. In fact, the young brunette was munching on her girlfriend’s hot pink twat like she hadn’t eaten in days; all kinds of muffled groans and greedy scoffing noises emanating from Taylor’s crotch as she feasted on her sodden gash.
Miss Swift’s celebrity girlfriends manned the surrounding seats; sipping from cocktails, knocking back shots and passing around joints as they watched the live lesbian lickfest unfold. Some reached up to fondle their bare breasts, while others slipped lengthy nailed fingers under the hems of her scanty underwear; the sapphic sex show getting everyone in eyeshot hotter than noon in the Sahara.
For Selena Gomez, the oral exhibition was all a little too much. Indeed, the lusty Latina had been frigging herself stupid under the frilly hem of her French knickers for the better part of 15 minutes and was one step away from feeding an empty wine bottle up her cooze by the time she rose from her leather seat.
Selena stood beside Taylor and leant over; kissing her fair-haired friend passionately on the mouth and she wasn’t the only one getting up to join the action. In fact, within a matter of minutes all four of the horny spectators had shed their remaining clothing; rising from their comfy seats as they waded into the fray.
Chloe Moretz was squatted opposite; the randy blonde sucking on one of Taylor’s perky young tits. Miley Cyrus positioned herself behind Hailee; burrowing between her ass cheeks like an ostrich in the sand as she tongued at her sopping wet twat. Elle Fanning crossed the jet to where the two flight attendants were mixing drinks at the bar; slinking in between the pretty pair and making out with them one by one.
Before long, the game of Truth or Dare had become something of a free for all and, as the private plane flew over the border into Tennessee, the scene had descended into little more than a rampant all-star orgy; like so many that had been broadcast over the Internet in the prior weeks.
Selena Gomez was sat on Taylor Swift’s face; the Latina fondling her girlfriend’s tits while Hailee Steinfeld licked her sodden gash. Across the way, Miley Cyrus and Chloe Moretz were locked in a 69; fingers probing tight pink buttholes and strumming throbbing clits as they lapped at one another like thirsty kittens. Elsewhere, one of the flight attendants had climbed up onto the surface of the bar. Her friend knelt beside her, kissing her ardently, while Elle Fanning squatted between her thighs; the randy starlet scoffing at her dripping snatch like it was her last meal.
A chorus of moans and groans carried throughout the expanse of the private jet. Orgasms were igniting across the luxury plane like sticks of dynamite; the randy A-listers licking, fingering and tribbing one another to a seemingly never ending series of climaxes, each more wild and earth-shattering than the last. Bodies were interlocked, interwoven and intertwined; the scene quickly resembling a nude game of Twister as the ladies ground and bucked their hot young frames together like rutting beasts.
Selena and Miley were scissoring violently, their sopping wet vaginas slip-sliding against each other like black ice; the randy duo tribbing one another to countless toe-curling orgasms. Meanwhile, Elle was perched on Selena’s face like a resting bird. The Latina tongued at the lusty blonde like a seasoned pro, dishing out orgasm after orgasm, in spite of the near constant stream of intense pleasure tearing through her slender frame like an earthquake. Taylor was fingerbanging a lucky flight attendent; the randy stewardess strumming her throbbing clit and spraying what felt like a gallon of squirt fluids over the singer’s naked body as she did so.
After half an hour of untamed all-girl action, Taylor requested that some of her in-flight movies be screened to the sweating crowd, as they sucked and fucked, tongued and scissored their way over western Tennessee. One of the flight attendants clambered down from atop Chloe Moretz’s greedy young mouth and made her way to the back of the plane where two pristine white cabinets stood either side of the spacious gangway.
She opened the doors, unveiling what can only be described as a treasure trove of exotic films; each of the tall cabinets containing more adult-themed Blu-rays than an Amsterdam sex store. The stewardess gathered as many skin flicks as her slender arms could carry and distributed the X-rated discs to the numerous 4K plasma screens that lined the walls of the private jet.
Before long, the plane was screening more exotic material than a teenager’s laptop; the luxury jet a wall to wall exhibition of adult entertainment to make the folks at Vivid Video blush. There was FF, MF, MFF, FMM. Oral, anal, DP, toying, squirting, orgies, gangbangs; you name it, they were watching it, and as the mass smut screening commenced, the orgy raged along with it.
By now, Hailee Steinfeld was fingerfucking Elle Fanning’s ass, while a horny flight attendant fed an entire fist into Taylor Swift’s tight, wet cunt. Chloe Moretz licked Miley Cyrus’ ass. A stewardess was fingering Selena Gomez; the lusty latina squirting more fluids than a New York fire hydrant in the process. Then, with the all-star fuckfest reaching its peak, an announcement sounded out across the on-board PA system; the slightly muffled voice of the pilot barely audible over the loud impassioned screams of the rampant passengers.
“Good afternoon, ladies. We are now approaching Nashville. At this point you should be in your seat with your safebelt firmly fastened.”
The ladies looked at one another’s nude, sweat-shined bodies; entangled in all manner of unbridled sexual poses. A hoot of raucous laughter went up from the A-list flyers, completely drowning out the pilot’s voice as they rose from the airplane floor and returned to their seats.
“...with all hand luggage tucked under your chair. Please ensure all electronic devices including laptop computers and television screens are switched off.”
The bare-assed flight attendants hurried through the private jet; hastily switching off the multitude of HD plasma screens, before taking their positions for landing.
“...thank you,” the pilot concluded.
The girls necked a final dose of Oxy for the landing, swallowing them down with a swig of tequila as the plane began its descent. Taylor Swift rooted through her designer hand luggage, retrieving two large battery-powered vibrating wands and handing one to Selena Gomez in the seat beside her. The girls spread their legs; turning the buzzing devices up to full power and holding them to their throbbing pink clits. They looked at each other, both their pretty faces lit up in orgasmic delight as they frigged themselves side by side. Taylor licked her glossy pink lips, cooing lightly as she opened her mouth to speak.
“Now that’s what I call travelling in style!”
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Taylor Swift's luxury jet touched down on a private Nashville airstrip at just gone 2PM Central Time. Taylor and her celebrity pals re-dressed and gathered their belongings; grabbing a liquor bottle or two for the road as they headed for the exit. The ladies filed out of the aircraft in an orderly fashion; blowing teasing kisses to pilots and flight attendants alike as they departed. They made their way across the open runway toward a large covered hangar. A white stretch limo sat parked up inside, ready to ferry the A-list beauties through the afternoon traffic to their 5-star hotel.
Across town, a second limo, every bit as shiny and gleaming white as the first, pulled up to the sidewalk in a leafy, affluent neighborhood in suburban Nashville. The front door opened and the driver, a smartly-dressed man in his mid 20's by the name of Aaron, stepped out. The young limo driver had spent the best part of a hot Saturday afternoon navigating through the streets of Music City; picking up a selection of the prettiest, most scantily clad country and western stars the state capital had to offer, before finally reaching his final destination nearly two hours later.
Carrie Underwood's lavish six bedroom mansion lay beyond the three silver sports cars parked up across her impeccably paved driveway, and past the exotic plants and freshly sheared lawn of her professionally landscaped yard. Aaron traversed the lengthy garden path, stopping at the front door and ringing the bell. He heard the thud of high heels from within the sizeable home, before the door swung open.
"Hey, Aaron," said Carrie Underwood, greeting him with a warm smile from her open doorway.
"Hi, Miss Underwood," Aaron replied. "You look lovely this afternoon," the driver added, shifting to the side to allow the country singer past.
He wasn't wrong. In fact, the southern songstress didn't look but a cent short of a million bucks. She'd spent the better part of the morning in the shower cleansing and washing her long golden hair and toned, aerobicized body with enough costly shampoos, conditioners and shower gels to stock a shelf at the local cosmetics store. As such, the singer's blonde locks boasted all the shine and vibrancy of a Pantene model, while her skin had been left smoother than a baby's behind; her silky, beach bronzed flesh slathered with enough lotions and moisturisers to de-wrinkle a garden gnome.
Next, the southern belle had searched her many walk in closets for suitable attire; digging through the hundreds upon hundreds of expensive garments like she was searching for buried treasure. She'd tried on outfits in their dozens; tearing them off and flinging them aside. Finally she settled upon a cropped Nashville Predators t-shirt, a pair of Daisy Dukes and a set of designer stilettos; the singer looking like the Deep South personified as she emerged from her luxury abode. In fact, she could only have dripped further with Southern pride if she'd had the Confederate flag emblazoned across her chest. The outfit clung to her athletic frame like a second skin; the scanty get up showcasing her well-defined effeminate musculature, perky B-cup titties and shapely peach of an ass in equal measure.
She laughed coquettishly. "You don't look so bad yourself, sweetie," the singer replied, brushing a hand across Aaron's well-muscled chest as she passed.
Carrie's choice of words, too, vastly undersold his appearance. As a matter of fact, the young driver boasted the kind of good looks most men would lop off a testicle for. He had the deep brown eyes and gleaming white teeth of a DKNY model, the beach bronzed skin of an LA surfer and the chiseled jawline of a Greek god. His hair was parted to the left; the thick chestnut locks held in place with more pomade than the cast of Mad Men combined.
He wore a white shirt, black trousers and a matching tie. The neatly pressed suit clung to him like a needy girlfriend; offering the A-list country star a teasing hint of the sinewy young body underneath. Indeed, the handsome driver was literally bulging under his tight-fitting clothing; his arms so thick and rippling they looked as though they could have burst through the sleeves of his dress shirt at any given moment.
Aaron grinned, watching Carrie's beautiful round ass swaying from side to side in her denim short shorts, as he wheeled her designer luggage across the driveway. He had driven for the country star numerous times before; journeys which had usually resulted in pulling up to the sidewalk, joining her in the back of the limo and making use of the dark tinted windows as she drained a creamy load from his balls. And with a number of her country music cohorts along for the ride, the young driver sensed that he could be in for one hell of an afternoon.
Aaron opened the back door to his shiny stretch limo, a thick cloud of marijuana smoke wafting out through the open portal as he did so.
"Miss Underwood," he said, ushering the blonde beauty inside.
"Thank you, Aaron," she replied, flashing the limo driver a flirty smile as she climbed in.
The limo was nothing short of luxurious. The seats were a plush black leather, the tinted windows so dark they would have rendered Clark Kent's X-ray vision ineffective. Ice buckets were dotted throughout the long white vehicle; countless bottles of the finest French champagne, vintage Spanish wine, strong Russian vodka and every brand of beer on God's green earth cooling within, while rows of sparkling clean flute, cocktail, lowball, highball and shot glasses hung up above.
What's more, the stretch limo was kitted out with more electronic gizmos than the shelves at the Apple store. Two 24-inch plasma screens were fixed to the window frames via black steel brackets. Every wall and surface boasted a phone dock or mounted iPad, while music of all kinds and genres blared from every powerful speaker and spine-tingling subwoofer within the luxury vehicle.
Manning the comfy leather seats were Carrie's friends; Cassadee Pope, Jana Kramer and Maren Morris. All three were every bit as dolled up and scantily clad as Miss Underwood herself; the lavish car a veritable ocean of expensive makeup, dark mascara, pink lipgloss, highlighted hair and golden jewelry. Not forgetting tight fitting tops, skimpy denim skirts, designer stilettos, beach tanned flesh and feminine muscle tone. Carrie greeted them one by one with a warm hug; taking a seat as the limo pulled away and crawled through suburban Nashville.
The girls talked and joked, chatted and laughed as they were chauffeured across town, passing around joints and hot-pink bongs like vintage baseball cards. To say there were a lot of narcotics aboard the white stretch limo would be putting it mildly. In fact, the luxury vehicle was like a drugstore on wheels; with enough illicit substances on board to have every DEA agent across the land quaking in their boots.
Indeed, the ladies were knocking back pills like they were M&Ms, not to mention doing enough bumps of expensive cocaine to put Whitney Houston to shame. What's more, the liquor was flowing in the back of the stretch limo like the River Nile and the ladies had already seen off several bottles of champagne before they hit central Nashville. And that was only the beginning. The girls were downing Chardonnay like seasoned winos, necking shots and chugging beers like school kids at a kegger, and passing around hip flasks filled to the brim with bourbon, brandy, gin and everything in between.
Before long, the ladies decided to pit their hard drinking ways against one another. They lined up shots on every surface to hand. Vodka, sambuca, ouzo. Patron, Jack Daniels, Jagermeister. You name it, they were necking it; the ladies facing off, one against one, to see who could down theirs the quickest. A series of forfeits awaited the losing party.
Cassadee Pope and Maren Morris were up first; the ladies each lining up three tall shots of Absolut as they waited for the starting pistol. Carrie Underwood yelled 'go' and the girls got to it; knocking back each of the strong vodka shots at lightning quick speed. The ladies downed their three drinks at record breaking rates; both the Southern beauties slamming down their final shot glasses a mere fraction of a second apart. As a matter of fact, the finish as so marginal it would have taken an Olympic freeze frame to determine the winner outright. But for the purposes of the game Carrie named Maren the victor, and allowed the triumphant brunette to pick a forfeit for her bested opponent.
"Right, I dare you," Maren began, taking a hit on a bright pink pong, "to stick your head outta that sunroof, and flash them perky li'l titties to the good people of Nashville."
Loud hoots and cheers went up from both sides of the long white limo.
"Pfft," Cassadee razzed over the shrill, whooping voices. "Easy!" she declared, grabbing a bottle of Moet and popping the cork with her brightly coloured thumbs.
Jana Kramer opened the tinted sunroof with the push of a button, and Cassadee took a swig of the vintage champagne as she readied herself for the forfeit. The country singer poked her pretty head out through the open sunroof and stood tall in the centre of the limo; her hot athletic body exposed to the Nashville air from the waist up as the luxury vehicle crawled through the busy streets of Music City.
In fact, to say the streets were busy would be something of an understatement. It had just gone 3PM, and with the temperature soaring into the low 90's in central Nashville, the sidewalks were practically heaving with shoppers and alfresco diners as Cassadee Pope emerged from within the shiny white limo. As such, the brown-haired beauty was garnering a good deal of attention from the get go. After all, it wasn't every day a famous country music star popped her head out the top of a limo in broad daylight. But Cassadee didn't let if faze her, and no sooner had she surfaced from within the luxury limo, had the Southern belle moved onto phase two.
She chugged from the bottle of champagne, then held it aloft, screaming at the top of her lungs as she whipped down the top of her skimpy summer dress, flashing her perky B-cup tits to the lucky passers by. Carrie Underwood and her celebrity chums cheered and whooped in encouragement from inside the long stretch limo; watching through the open sunroof as their naughty girlfriend bared all to the folk of Nashville.
The Saturday shoppers couldn't believe their luck, and cellphones were brandished in their dozens; men and women alike filming and shooting photos of the topless singer as the shiny white limo paraded through the city streets. But Cassadee wasn't perturbed by the scores of people snapping pics of her bare breasts like an animal in the zoo. In fact, she seemed to relish the attention; even going so far as to blow kisses to passers by and pour champagne over her tits, shaking them delightfully for the watching masses.
Several minutes and countless snapped photos later, Cassadee returned to her seat; waving goodbye to the gathered crowd as she disappeared back into the limo. With her lengthy exhibition finally over, the girls returned to their game; downing shots and doling out forfeits like there was no tomorrow. They made out with one another, did bumps of coke off each other and licked up champagne from stiff pink nipples. They turned up the music; shaking their round, beach tanned buns for one another; some even winding down the tinted windows and showcasing their twerking skills for the people of Nashville as they crawled through the busy streets.
After countless forfeits and twice as many drinks, Jana Kramer and Carrie Underwood were pitted against one another. Four shots of Patron were lined up before each of the women and the race got underway; the girls sinking the helpings of strong Mexican tequila like mere shots of water. Jana won by a matter of moments and, as such, thought up an appropriate forfeit for the losing party.
"I dare you," she said, popping a blue pill into her mouth and downing it with a swig of champagne, "to give the driver a handjob!"
*
A shiny stretch limo stopped at a red light on a busy street in downtown Nashville. The backdoor opened and Carrie Underwood climbed out; a hazy cloud of marijuana smog trailing out after her, as if someone was operating a smoke machine from within. She closed the door behind her and ran around to the front of the car; the blonde singer moving as quickly as her skinny stiletto heels would allow.
Aaron had his hands rested on the steering wheel; the young driver peering through the windshield when there was a knock on the passenger window. Who could that be? He wondered as he wound down the tinted glass. A gourmet chef wheeling a buffet of costly hors d'oeuvres? A drug dealer brandishing two kilos of Peruvian narcotics? A busload of greased up strippers and g-string clad gigolos?
With four of the wildest, hardest partying starlets in all of country music in the back of his car, there seemed no end to the host of colourful characters that could have been lurking behind the darkened window. To that end, Aaron was pleasantly surprised to see the pretty face of Carrie Underwood herself smiling back at him as he lowered the tinted glass.
"Miss Underwood, something the matter?" he asked through the open portal.
"No, everything's fine, Aaron," she replied. "I was just seeing how you're getting on. Figured you might want some company. You must get awful lonely up here by yourself all day."
The suggestion made Aaron nervous. It wasn't the first time Carrie had propositioned him in such a manner, not by a long shot. As a matter of fact, hardly a journey went by without the handsome driver pulling over and joining her in the back for some afternoon delights. And it was one thing accompanying the Southern songstress in the back of the limo when they were parked up in a quiet lay-by, but in the front seat as they crawled through the city streets was a whole other ball game. It sounded like an accident waiting to happen.
To say Aaron was hesitant would be putting it mildly, but with the lights long since turned green and a band of menacing looking dudes in pickups shouting and hollering in his rear view mirror, the chauffeur had little choice but to let the her in. Aaron opened the door and Carrie climbed in; a loud gulp escaping the young man's throat as he envisioned the perils to come.
And sure enough, it wasn't long before his fears came to fruition. In fact, Aaron had barely had an opportunity to switch gears before the country starlet had set her naughty plan into motion. She reached into the depths of her designer clutch bag, retrieving an expensive looking golden hip flask and taking a hearty swig.
"Drink?" she asked, offering Aaron a mouthful of the rich Kentucky Bourbon within.
"No thank you, Miss Underwood," he politely declined. "We're not allowed to drink on the job."
"Suit yourself," she replied. "More for me then."
Then, with all the grace and subtlety of a bull in a china shop, Carrie dropped the hip flask onto Aaron's lap; it's strong alcoholic contents flooding out from the mouth and soaking the driver's black suit pants.
"Oh my Gawd! I'm sooo sorry!" Carrie squawked; putting her soft, dainty hands to her mouth, her lips parted in a perfect O-shape as she gasped at her apparent accident.
She picked up the dropped hip flask; smirking from ear to ear as she looked down at the young man's lap. The Bourbon had drenched his suit trousers; the wet garments sticking to his muscular thighs like superglue. The soaking had given extra definition to the lengthy bulge in the driver's pants; the outline of his oversized dick now clearly visible through the sodden fabric.
"You know, I could drive for a little while," Carrie offered, "if you need to dry your pants."
"That's OK, Miss Underwood," Aaron replied. "It's strictly against the rules to allow a client to operate the vehicle. Especially one under the influence of alcohol."
"Oh, it's just a little Bourbon," the blonde laughed. "Nobody need know. It'll be our little secret. Come on," she added, "I want to make it up to you."
"It was accident," said the driver. "Don't worry about it." Aaron was fully aware that there was nothing accidental about it but, desperate to diffuse the situation, the young chauffeur said what he had to.
"Well there must be something I can do," Carrie persisted. "Maybe I could..." she paused, tracing a hand slowly across the outline of Aaron's penis, "work the gearshift. That would help right?"
"Uhh..." was about all the handsome driver could manage in response, as the country starlet stroked his cock through his drenched suit pants.
"Certainly seems to be helping," Carrie grinned, feeling Aaron's dick grow and stiffen through the sodden fabric.
She unzipped his fly and reached inside. The blonde beauty gripped his dick with her hand, and in one swift motion, yanked the rock hard schlong free from the captivity of his pants.
"Oh, wow!" Carrie gushed upon sight of the oversized wang.
She'd seen Aaron's cock numerous times before, but it never ceased to amaze her quite how large it truly was. Indeed, the chauffeur's penis was nine inches in length and boasted girth to rival even the most endowed of male pornstars.
"They sure make gearshifts big these days, huh?" Carrie smirked, running her soft, silken hand up and down the fat, veiny shaft. "Hmm, it's a little stiff..." she added.
She wasn't lying. As a matter of fact, Aaron's cock was already firmer than a steel girder, the head swollen up like a big pink golf ball, a pearl of pre-spunk shining in the slit.
"Maybe it needs an oiling," Carrie suggested, reaching into her handbag and producing a small bottle of lubricant. "This should get it going," she grinned, holding the bottle over the tip of the penis and squeezing; a thick glob of sticky lube dripping down onto the bulging head.
The oil felt cool on the sensitive tip of Aaron's rock hard schlong. The icy sensation sent shivers up the young man's spine and he shuddered from head to toe, momentarily losing control of the vehicle; the long white limo veering slightly into the opposing lane.
"Careful, big boy," Carrie purred. "We don't want to have a crash now, do we?"
Aaron felt there'd be little he could do to prevent such a thing. Carrie had barely touched his wang and already the chiseled chauffeur had forgotten most of his motor skills. In fact, the limo could've been baring down head first on an oncoming truck and the young driver could've done little more than brace himself for impact.
And it only got worse from there. Carrie returned the bottle of lube to her clutch bag and returned to Aaron's penis. She gripped it just below the head and ran her hand up and down the shaft, smearing the greasy lubricant across the span of his big, veiny prick. *SCHLICK* *SCHLOCK* *SCHLICK* came the sounds from her skilled hands as she stroked his oil-slicked cock; the girthy member pulsing in her dainty mits.
Aaron was sat frozen like an ice sculpture; the limo driver trying his level best to concentrate on the road ahead as he was stroked almost senseless by the randy singer. Carrie's hand felt simply amazing wrapped around his dick. Her mit roamed up and down the length of his dong in perfectly timed strokes; the velvet soft paw caressing every nerve and fibre along the way.
The episode must have made quite the spectacle for anyone driving in the opposite direction. Aaron's handsome features were screwed up in all kinds of unflattering ways; the hung driver looking as though he was chewing his way through a batch of stinging nettles as he was jerked to within an inch of his life by the horny songstress. Carrie, on the other hand, remained a model of professionalism throughout the whole ordeal; a slight movement in her shoulder the only indication that anything untoward may have been taking place under the frame of the windshield.



Carrie utilized every trick she knew; ensuring that Aaron's long, girthy prick remained throughly rigid throughout the duration of her world class tugjob. She used her fingers to knead his swollen dickhead. A river of prespunk flowed from his open tip and the country cougar used it to her advantage; smearing the sticky mess across the surface of his crown. She stroked and jerked, fondled and caressed, even reaching into his pants to play with his big, spunk-filled balls.
Aaron was stiff like a statue. The tensed driver clung to the steering wheel for dear life, damn near pulling it straight from its socket as he was jerked nigh on into a coma by the lusty singer. His usually encyclopedic knowledge of Nashville side streets was jumbled into an incomprehensible mess in his muddled brain, and the young chauffeur took several wrong turnings, having to reverse out of a number of dead ends whilst being violently jerked off by a horny country star.
The limo continued through the city streets, Aaron driving as slowly as the cars behind him would permit and nearly ploughing the luxury ride into a number of passing vehicles along the way. Finally, after several more wrong turnings and a few potentially fatal near misses, the limo neared its destination; Carrie still beating vigorously at Aaron's swollen meat. His dick was pulsing and throbbing. His bulbous dickcrown bulged like it was fit to burst, and he could feel a thick, creamy spunkwad brewing in his oversized balls.
"Shit, I'm gonna blow!" Aaron blurted out, his strained voice barely audible over the loud, wet sounds of Carrie's viscous pumping.
His words excited the randy singer and her pretty face lit up at the promise of his goo. "Ooh yes, baby!" she purred. "Shoot that creamy load!"
By now, Carrie was going at Aaron's cock like a jackhammer; her hand little more than a colourful, manicured blur as she foriously spanked his throbbing plank. His dick was twitching and spasming from tip to base and, as the car rolled in an awkward start-stop motion up to the entrance of the grand hotel, the driver's big, girthy cock erupted like Mount Vesuvius.
"Uhhh!" Aaron cried, as an ungodly amount of hot, off-white sperm shot out from his gaping prickhole; splattering across the interior of the long white limo like blood on a bludgeon.
It went everywhere. On the steering wheel, the dashboard, the door, the window, his pants, his shirt, his tie and, of course, over Carrie's hand. In fact, by the time the pent up driver had finally ceased his brutal ejaculation, the singer's dainty mit was literally dripping with his warm, creamy goo.
"Wow!" she gushed, bringing her cum-soaked hand up to her mouth so she could lick it clean. "That was quite a load! And right on time too," she added, peering through the tinted window at the tall 5-star hotel looming to her right.
Carrie slurped up the last of the cum from her silky smooth hand and opened the passenger door, addressing the panting young man one final time as she exited the vehicle.
"Oh, be a dear and fetch our luggage from the trunk," she said, flashing him a cheeky grin from the open doorway. "There's a good boy."
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Anna Kendrick sat in the comfy padded chair in her agent Michael Allen's plush Beverly Hills office. She stared blankly back at him from across his varnished oak desk; the brunette actress utterly dumbfounded by the potential project her agent had just laid out for her.
"I'm sorry, Michael," she said, "can you run that by me again?"
Allen grinned. "Which part?"
"The whole thing," Anna replied. "Like, how did you find out about this project in the first place?"
"They got in contact with me," her agent declared. "They want the biggest stars involved in this thing, so naturally they reached out to the top agents in the business." He smiled smugly.
"And you're sure it's legit?" asked the actress.
"I did wonder that at first," Allen admitted. "But, yep, it's all above board. They're a legitimate charity. Registered and everything."
"And what exactly is it they...do?"
"They've been providing support for inner city black youths for over a decade," Allen declared, "providing them with better schooling, a better standard of education and career's advice; providing impoverished black kids with futures they never knew possible. Their website is filled with success stories from people they've helped in the past; black youths from poor urban areas who would've likely ended up in a gang or in prison have found themselves in highly paid jobs and starting successful businesses. All thanks to this charity and the help and support they provide."
"What are they called again?" Anna enquired.
"They're called Giving Black," Allen replied.
"Seriously?" said Anna, looking across at her agent in an accusatory manner. She still half expected him to be making the whole thing up as some kind of weird joke.
"Seriously. They used to be called Giving Black To The Community, but they thought it was too long."
Anna laughed. "This is a joke, right? Fuck me, is it April 1st already?"
"No joke," Allen countered. "They're 100% real. Ask Denzel Washington, Snoop Dogg, Shaquille O'Neal if you don't believe me. They've all worked with Giving Black in the past few years; raising millions for the black youth of Los Angeles by organising basketball games, rap shows and acting workshops. But they're no Black Panthers by any means," he went on. "Giving Black are fully aware that white people care for the livelihoods of these poor urban children just as much as blacks, and they'd like nothing more than for white celebrities to do their bit for these unfortunate souls as well. That's where you come in."
"Right," said Anna, still somewhat skeptically. "So what do they want me to do exactly?"
"Well their latest idea is a little more, shall we say, out there than organising a basketball game or putting on a rap concert."
"Yeah, no shit!" Anna retorted.
"Giving Black believe that people will react positively to their latest project," said Allen, "but they can never be quite sure how the public will respond to such an extreme idea. With that in mind they want to start off lightly. So they've suggested the idea of you kicking things off with a blowjob scene, just to get the ball rolling. Then if the reaction is favourable they'll move onto some harder stuff further down the line."
Anna sipped from her bottle of water, taking a moment to absorb what she'd just heard. "So let me get this straight," she said finally, "they want me to suck a black kid's dick?"
"All male actors will be over the age of 18," Allen replied. "They were very clear about that."
"On video," Anna went on.
"That's right," her agent confirmed.
"And then it..what, gets put on some kind of website?"
"Yes, it's called..." Allen paused as he consulted the sheet of paper in front of him, "CelebsGoBlack.com."
"Catchy name," Anna quipped.
"Does it what it says on the box, I'm sure you'll agree," Allen grinned in response.
"And what do I get out of this exactly?" the actress enquired. "Apart from the opportunity to blow an 18 year old future gangbanger of course."
"That's the whole point," Allen replied, "with your help he won't have to become a gangbanging thug. All proceeds from the video go to your young co-star. And I know what you're thinking, he won't just be spending it on weed and AK47's. All the money is administered to the youth via the charity, to ensure that it is spent on evening classes, training courses and other resources that will help him find a well-paying job. Just imagine it, Anna, you could be difference between that boy making his way to the top of a successful company or getting shot in a driveby at age 21."
"Well, that's all well and good," said Anna, "but you still haven't answered my question. What is this going to do for me?"
"It would be a great career move," Allen declared. "Look, Anna, at the moment you're here," he went on, holding is hand out at about eye level to indicate his client's degree of fame. I want to get you to here." He raised his hand above his head. "And you know what's going to do that?"
"Sucking off a black stranger on the Internet?" Anna asked sarcastically.
"Philanthropy," said Allen. "A good bit of charity work never fails to boost one's career. And it really doesn't get much more charitable than this."
Anna said nothing, clearly remaining unconvinced.
"Trust me," her agent went on, "doing work for a black charity will play very well with people with centuries' worth of white guilt on their shoulders. Besides, the subject of race is a burning issue at the moment. Sure, it's cooled somewhat in the last year or so, but not long ago, with the white power marches and all the Black Lives Matter stuff, it was the hottest topic going. Believe me, getting involved charitably on such an issue will do wonders for your career."
"Well I hope you're right," Anna responded.
"So, that's a 'yes'?" Allen replied excitedly. "You'll do it?"
Anna sighed. "I guess so. But this better fire me up to the top of the A-list over night. Seriously," she went on, "I want to be Meryl Streep in no less than five years or we'll be having some very serious words, Michael."
"Come on, Anna," Allen replied in a diffusing tone. "Would I ever lie to you?"
"Pfft," Anna razzed. "When's the shoot?"
"Tomorrow."
"Tomorrow?!"
"Uh huh," Allen grinned. "These charities guys, they don't hang around, you know."
"What time?" asked the actress.
"I'll email you the details."
"OK," said Anna, and with that she rose from her chair and headed for the exit.
"Oh, Anna," Allen called out, stopping the brown-haired starlet in his office doorway, "they wanted me to ask you one thing..."
"And what's that?" Anna asked.
"Do you swallow?"
"Nope," Anna declared. "Never have."
"Well they did say that was a dealbreaker," Allen declared through clenched teeth.
Anna rolled her pretty blue eyes. "Fiiine," she said, "I'll swallow his cum."
"Good girl," Allen replied. "Oh, and be careful, won't you?" he went on. "You know what they say; once you black, you never go back."
*
Anna Kendrick was sat on the edge of a double bed on the set of the debut scene of soon to be launched pornography paysite CelebsGoBlack.com. In fact, to call it a 'set' would be overselling it slightly. The location for this particular interracial porn scene was nothing more than a middle class home in suburban Los Angeles; possibly belonging to someone high up in the charity or rented for the purposes of the shoot.
The brunette had been led straight up to the master bedroom, so as far as she could deduce there was nobody on set except the director, his assistant, herself and her male co-star, whom she was yet to meet. Giving Black had enlisted the talents of Ricky Hornball; a famed white porn director who was particularly known for his works in the interracial genre.
Hornball's assistant; a young woman he introduced as 'Chloe' had fixed Anna's hair and makeup, presented her with her costume and was now adjusting the lighting as the director set up his camera and fixed the brown-haired starlet in the perfect framing for the opening interview.
Hornball peered through the viewfinder on his state of the art 4K UHD video camera, taking final inventory of his A-list star's look before he hit the record button and started off the interview. Anna looked simply fantastic in the outfit Hornball had picked out earlier that day; a tight fitting Giving Black top that clung to her upper half and across her perky chest like a second skin, the white material so thin her erect nipples nearly burst clean through.
On her lower half, she wore a set of fraid Daisy Dukes; her long, smoothly waxed legs travelling all the way down to where a pair of spindly high heels adorned her dainty feet. The brunette actress had been dolled to the nines; her long, silky brown hair laid gracefully over one shoulder, her pretty face dabbed and swabbed with all manner of expensive foundations, shadows, mascaras and shiny pink lipglosses. A pair of big, extra-slutty silver hooped earrings dangled from her lobes, rounding off the ensemble. With the lighting balanced and the framing complete, Hornball asked Anna if she was ready before calling 'action'.
"Anna Kendrick," said Hornball from behind the camera.
"That's me," replied Anna, smiling sweetly from the edge of the bed; the starlet framed in a long shot that showed off her body in all it's toned, athletic glory.
"A-list actress Anna Kendrick," the director elaborated.
"You flatter me, Mr Hornball," Anna replied, playfully flicking her shiny brown locks over her shoulder.
"It's very exciting to have such a famous beauty sat in front of my camera lens today," Hornball admitted.
"Why, thank you," Anna grinned. "It's exciting to be here."
"Mmhmm," Hornball murmured in agreement. "So you know what you're doing today, right?"
"I'm gonna be sucking a dick today," Anna replied in a cute playful whisper.
"Uh huh, you sure are," said the director. "And just what kind of dick is it you're gonna be sucking today?"
"A black dick."
"Big black dick?" asked Hornball.
"I guess so. You porno guys like your big dicks, right?" Anna laughed.
"Well, actually it's the porno girls that like the big dicks," Hornball corrected. "We just shoot them 'cause the girls like 'em."
"Oh, I'm sorry. Thanks for clearing that up," said the brunette with a cute giggle.
"So, you like big dicks, Miss Anna Kendrick?" asked the director.
"I do like big dicks."
"What's the biggest dick you've ever sucked?"
"I don't know," Anna pondered. "Maybe like 8 inches? I'm not sure. I've never really been a measurer."
"You just prefer to get right down to the suckin', huh?" Hornball asked.
"Uh huh," Anna smirked naughtily.
"Well I think this dick you're gonna be playing with today is gonna be a little bigger than 8 inches," Hornball declared. "Maybe like 12. Think you can handle that?"
"I hope so," Anna replied. "I'm gonna try."
"Oh, I think you will."
"Oh, yeah?"
"Mmhmm," Hornball grinned. "I think you'll do just fine. I'm confident. I see big things in you, Anna Kendrick. Or at least I will in a couple of minutes."
Anna laughed.
"So have you ever been with a black man before?" asked the director.
"Uh uh," the actress replied, with a shake of her head.
"Never?"
"Never."
"Well there's a first time for everything, right?" Hornball replied.
"Mmhmm," Anna murmured in response.
"And I guess your first time's gonna be on camera," Hornball declared.
"I guess so," Anna said with a smile.
"Now this is only a blowjob scene, but I think those guys at home with their dicks in their hands are gonna want to see this hot little body of yours," said the director. "So why don't you stand up and show us what you got goin' on here?"
"OK," Anna replied, rising from her seat.
Hornball followed her, slipping his camera seamlessly from its tripod and standing up to meet her as she rose from the edge of the bed. Anna stood up straight and ran her dainty hands down her flat, toned midriff, sliding her thumbs under the waistband of her Daisy Dukes and showing off a teasing flash of her skimpy French knickers.
"Why don't you start by showing us that ass?" Hornball suggested.
Anna turned around, unbuttoning her jean shorts and sliding them slowly down her thighs; sticking her peachy round ass out for the camera as she did so.
"Oooh, damn!" Hornball cooed. "That is one heck of an ass you got there, girl."
Anna peered over her shoulder, grinning down at the director as he pointed his giant camera lens at her butt.
"Give it a smack for us," he instructed.
Anna reached down to run her hands over the smooth, bronzed spheres of her butt, before raising one of her dainty mits and bringing it back down; her hand meeting her asscheek with a loud *SMACK* that reverberated around the room.
"Shit! That thing's made out of nothin' but muscle, huh?" Hornball quipped.
"Nuh uh," Anna giggled, giving the second asscheek a slap to show that it too was built of layers upon layers of feminine muscle tone.
"Now let's see them titties," said the director.
Anna turned to face him on his instruction, reaching down to grip the hem of her Giving Black crop top and pulling it over her head; exposing her 34B breasts in all their perky round glory. She cupped her breasts; squeezing them lightly with her lotioned hands, flicking at her nipples with the tips of her fingers.
"Nipples are hard, huh?" Hornball observed, pointing her camera at her chest as the A-list starlet played with her luscious tits before him.
"Mmhmm," Anna smirked.
"That means your horny, huh?" the director asked.
"Oh yeah," Anna grinned.
"OK," said Hornball, "I think we've made you wait long enough here. I think it's time we brought out our young black man. What do you say?"
"Sounds like a plan," Anna replied, smiling devilishly.
"Now he wants to remain anonymous, so I'm gonna be shooting this one POV style," Hornball declared.
"OK," said Anna.
"So in just a second, by the magic of video editing, he's gonna be sat on that bed and you're gonna be where I am, ready to suck his dick. Sounds good?"
"Mmhmm," Anna laughed.
*
One quick cut later and the scene had transformed just the way Hornball had described. The director was shooting over the shoulder of his male talent; the young man's deeply rippled six pack creeping into the bottom of the frame as Anna Kendrick crawled across the carpeted floor toward him, making teasing, boner inducing eye contact with him as she went.
Anna stopped between his thighs, looking up at the black stud as she licked teasingly up his denim covered thigh and over the clear, cock-shaped bulge extending down his leg as she made her way up to his crotch.
"Mmm, hot body," the actress declared, running her soft, dainty hands up his abdomen and toward his rock hard pecs.
Hornball raised his camera to get a better view; following Anna's hands as she clasped at her co-star's chest, her lengthy nails digging into his heavily tattooed black flesh as she licked teasingly up the crevice between his abs. Then she moved back down to his crotch; stroking the long, tubular lump in his jeans; her blue eyes bulging at the sheer size of his huge covered cock.
"Fuck!" she whined. "I gotta see this big dick!"
Anna unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his jeans; the black stud rising slightly from the edge of the bed so she could tug them down. He wore no underwear and when Anna pulled at his baggy blue jeans his big, hard cock sprung out like a freshly cranked Jack-in-the-box.
Anna gasped upon first sight of his cock. "Oh my God!" she exclaimed. "It's freakin' huge!"
She wasn't wrong. The young man's penis was of a truly phenomenal size; 12 inches long with girth to match. It was so lengthy, in fact, that when Anna held her forearm up against it, the thick round head extended all the way up to her palm.
"Fuck! It's nearly as big as my arm!" she declared.
Once Anna had grown accustomed to the remarkable size, she gripped her co-star's dick just below the base and took to inspecting it further. Her pretty eyes bulged as she took in every thick, protruding vein that criss crossed up and down the length of the shaft. She bit her glossy pink lips with desire when she focused on the swollen, golf ball-sized ebony-toned head; his tip split open like a big brown volcano, a puddle of sticky looking precum pooling like creamy magma. Then there were his balls. His enormous black balls; dangling below his shaft and between his meaty thighs like ripe Italian plums dipped in dark chocolate.
"Shit, that's a pretty dick," laughed Anna, looking straight down the camera lens as she held her co-star's monstrous dong in her teeny little hand.
Hornball could scarcely contain himself from behind the camera. He'd been pitching a tent in his jeans ever since he'd seen the stunning Miss Kendrick crawl to her dark-skinned counterpart with a look in her eyes that said she was going to eat him alive penis first. The director's dick stiffened further with every passing second. He'd never seen anything like it. Anna had barely touched her co-star's prick and already she was head and shoulders above every other girl he'd ever shot. Her beauty, her sexuality, her charm; they were insurmountable, and though interacting with the female talent was a huge no-no when shooting a POV scene, he could resist the urge no longer.
"You like that dick, huh Anna?" he asked.
"I'm in love," Anna declared, licking slowly from the base of the giant dong, right up to the tip.
"Bet you want that big cock in your pussy now, huh?" Hornball teased.
"Uh huh," Anna nodded, licking up the shaft once more.
"But you can't, can you?"
"Uh uh," Anna replied, fixing her pretty pink lips in a cute pout. "Well not on camera anyway," she added with a grin.
She put her mouth to the tip, looking up at her black co-star as she tongued avidly at his drooling slit.
"How does that precum taste, Anna?" asked Hornball.
"Yummy!" Anna exclaimed. "I can't wait to see how much more he has hidden away in these big black balls!" she added, reaching down to give his giant testicles a squeeze.
Without further ado, Anna parted her glossy pink lips and allowed the stud's big, round cockhead inside. Her tongue immediately found the tip once more, lapping up a second pool of thick, creamy prespunk. She moaned around the oversized dickcrown engorged in her mouth as she enjoyed the taste of his precum a second time.
Anna started to bob her pretty head; her audacious hoop earrings shaking back and forth as she did so, her plump, pouty lips travelling up and down her co-stars girthy shaft, venturing further down his immense length with each pass. She cooed and groaned like a slut while she worked the huge black cock; drooling and slobbering over the thick black shaft as she went.
Every so often she came up for air; spitting thick jets of saliva over the long dark rod each time. Anna had one hand clasped firmly around the base, the other stroking the fat, veiny shaft like there was no tomorrow. Every time she returned the giant black dong to her mouth, she did so with renewed appetite and gusto; the randy brunette swallowing down an additional inch of pipe each time until she had eight inches of girthy black cock filling her mouth and gullet.
"Damn, Anna," Hornball exclaimed. "You're sucking that dick like a fucking pro!"
"Mmhmm," Anna groaned, her pretty pink lips travelling up and down the length of her co-star's dick at an impressive rate of knots.
She had one hand stroking the remaining four inches of thick ebony shaft, while her mouth worked the rest. The other fondled the young stud's balls; the horny actress rolling the giant orbs around her soft palm like big brown marbles. Her lips roamed up and down his shaft at will, leaving a sticky mess of spit and drool in their wake; the naughty brunette slobbering over the thick black rod like a dog with a bone.



Anna's chiseled co-star could do little but sit back and take it, occasionally reaching down to cup one of her perky white tits with a large dark hand; the burly black youth cooing and groaning like a wounded animal as he was sucked to within an inch of his life by the horny brunette. Every so often she'd take a break- a brief interlude to stroke the spit-slicked shaft with her soft hands or suck the oversized balls; feeding the giant gonads into her mouth and suckling upon them like big flesh gobstoppers.
She returned the dick to her mouth once more; sucking and slurping, stroking and jerking, swallowing down inch after inch of girthy black shaft until she was but three inches from the hilt. Then, she took her hands from the base of her co-star's dong and placed them on his muscular thighs. She looked up at him with a wily grin as she did so; a lewd, devilish smirk that told him in no uncertain terms that she meant business.
Anna pushed on; sucking down the last few inches like an expert sword swallower. One final push and the cock had vanished. Anna's glossy pink lips wrapped around the base, her cute little nose nestled in her co-star's trimmed bush of wiry, afro-like pubes, while his giant, swollen balls pressed against her throat.
Hornball gawked listlessly from behind his expensive camera. He'd never seen anything like it. The director had been working in porn for some 15 years, during which time we'd worked with anyone who was anyone in the adult industry. But even the most experienced of female performers; women who'd been in the industry twice as long as he had, didn't hold candle to this plucky debutante.
Anna had sucked a cock 12 inches in length right down to the balls; the skilled brunette swallowing the oversized dong like it measured but the length of a mere cocktail weenie, and she wasn't done yet. In fact, she was just getting started. Finally, Anna retrieved the giant black cock from her mouth; leaving behind her a trail of slick wet spittle which ran from the head right down to the base.
She allowed herself one single breath; thick strands of saliva connecting her mouth to the giant brown cockhead as she drew in a mouthful of air, then went back for more; the horny actress making the huge black dong disappear inside her once again. And she didn't stop there. With all 12 of her co-star's dark girthy inches lodged within the confines of her mouth, Anna went on to rattle off a series of tricks and techniques so skilled that even the most seasoned of New York streetwalkers couldn't have pulled them off.
Anna sucked and slurped at the enormous pulsing cock, her moist red tongue lapping ferociously at the underside as she went. She worked her mouth up and down the long black shaft; venturing her pouty pink lips right up to the top so only the head remained, before plummeting back down, all the way down to the hilt, sometimes even sticking out her tongue from underneath her counterpart's immense shaft and lapping at his big, swollen balls as she did so.
This went on for some time- the randy actress going at the big chocolate dick for 30 straight minutes; working over her endowed young co-star like a seasoned pro and reeling off every trick and technique in the blowjob handbook along the way. She tongued at the tip, encircled the fat, bulging head with her tongue and stuffed it into her cheek, lapping furiously at the dark, veiny underside as she went. She squeezed and fondled his balls, stuffed them into her mouth one at a time and both at once; the randy brunette suckling on the swollen pair like giant boiled candies. She licked up and down the shaft and fed it into her mouth; sucking, slurping, stroking and jerking like her life depended on it and making sure to make the long black pole disappear between her lips several times along the way.
After a solid half hour of relentless dick sucking, Anna was finally ready for her reward and as she retrieved the cock from her latest deepthroat session, the naughty actress beat the spit-slicked shaft like a Times Square hooker; the giant black dong throbbing and pulsing in her dainty hands as she did so.
"You ready for some cum, Anna?" asked Hornball from behind his camera lens.
"Mmhmm," Anna replied, tonguing at the seeping tip once more as she beat the fat black cock into submission.
"You gonna swallow all that thick black sperm for us today?"
"Oh yeah," Anna grinned in response.
"You excited?" Hornball enquired.
"Mmhmm," Anna murmured. "I can't wait to swallow all the creamy black spunk churning away in these balls," she declared, reaching down to fondle her co-star's giant African nuts.
Anna pounded the cock with her fist; her smooth lotioned paws little more than a flesh-toned blur as she violently stroked the giant chocolate wang, spitting and drooling yet more of her slick, wet saliva over the already spit slathered shaft as she went.
"You gonna cum for me, big boy?" she asked, gazing up at her dark-skinned counterpart with the same intense eye contact she'd been fixing him in since minute one of her epic, world class suckjob.
"Uh huh," was about all the black youth could manage in response; the chiseled stud woozy and lightheaded after undergoing what can only be described as a brutal oral onslaught from his A-list co-star.
"Mmm, yes, come on, baby," Anna went on, "gimme all that creamy spunk."
She parted her lips, aiming the winking tip into her wide, gaping mouth; her skilled red tongue lapping at the frothing slit as she pounded the long black penis with her hands. *SCHLICK* *SCHLOCK* *SCHLICK* came the sounds the spit slathered dong as she stroked it with her paws; the oversized wang pulsing and throbbing like an athlete's ticker as she beat it off. Then, finally, after 35 grueling minutes, her co-star's dick erupted. A thick jet of creamy, off-white semen blasted from the tip and across Anna's tongue; the actress groaning audibly as the first gout of rich, verile spunk splattered across the moist red flesh.
She carried on stroking; her co-star's giant black wang firing off several more thick, creamy spurts of jism that splashed across her tongue and gathered in her mouth like a murky, off-white pool. She held her mouth open; Hornball leaning over for a close up of the semen pool frothing and bubbling between her pretty pink lips. Anna looked straight into the camera lens- gargling with the rich African seed and playing with it with her tongue, before closing her lips; the naughty actress not flinching in the slightest as she swallowed the mouthful of thick, strong tasting spunk in a single gulp.
Then, to wrap up, Anna gripped the cock once more; squeezing the tender shaft and coaxing out the last few clinging droplets of cum. She put her mouth to the tip; sucking out the remaining drops and swallowing them down.
"So, Anna, did you have fun?" asked Hornball, the director sticking his camera lens in the brunette's pretty face as he wound down the scene with a brief closing interview.
"Mmhmm," Anna grinned in response. "Thank you for bringing me this dick," she added, giving the oversized dong a final kiss on its big, sensitive head.
"You're welcome," Hornball replied. "Maybe you'd like to come back and try that dick in some of your other holes some time?"
"Mmm," Anna murmured, "sounds fun."
"OK, say goodbye to the viewers," Hornball prompted.
"Bye, guys," said Anna waving at the camera lens. "Hope you enjoyed the scene," she added, blowing a kiss as Hornball stopped the recording and lowered his camera.
"Wow! That was incredible!" Hornball exclaimed, swigging from a bottle of water as his assistant packed away his expensive camera gear. "I'm gonna let you get dressed, then come meet me downstairs," he said. "We'll have a little drink to celebrate."
"Sure, Ricky," Anna smiled in response.
Hornball and his assistant filed out of the room, closing the door behind them. Anna's co-star rose from the edge of the bed and headed for the corner of the room where his clothing lay bunched up in a ball on the floor.
"Hey!" Anna warned, staring sternly at the boy from across the room. "Where do you think you're going? I'm not finished with you yet!"
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A shiny silver BMW 4 series convertible pulled into the driveway of a middle class suburban home on the outskirts of Los Angeles. The driver's door opened; a set of expensive-looking stiletto heels planting themselves on the carefully paved drive one by one as brunette actress Emma Watson stepped out of the luxury vehicle. A designer handbag clutched in one hand, Emma crossed the driveway towards the front door; her shapely, round ass swaying from side to side in a pair of skimpy denim short shorts as she went.
Emma rang the doorbell and took a step back as the dull thud of footsteps approached from inside. The door opened; a tall man with slicked back dark brown hair and an 80's style moustache stood in the yawning portal, smiling warmly at the British starlet as she lingered on the front step.
"Emma," he said, reaching out a hand, "it's a pleasure. Ricky Hornball."
"Hi," Emma replied, shaking the man's hand.
"Please," he said, shifting to the side to allow the actress past, "come in."
"Thank you," said Emma, stepping through the open doorway.
Hornball closed the door behind her. "Why don't you go take a seat in the lounge?" he offered.
"Sure," Emma replied, looking through into the next room.
"Can I get you anything?" Hornball asked. "Coke? Coffee?"
"Water's fine."
"Comin' right up," Hornball replied. "Chloe," he called into the kitchen, "can you get Miss Watson a glass of water please?" He turned back to Emma and gestured to the entrance to the lounge. "Ladies first."
Emma walked on through to the living room, with Hornball following in behind.
"Make yourself at home," he offered, gesturing toward a comfy-looking three seater sofa.
"Thank you," Emma replied, taking a seat on the couch and crossing her long legs.
Hornball's assistant strolled through into the living room with Emma's glass of water in hand.
"Thank you, Chloe," said Hornball.
"Thanks," Emma added, as Chloe handed her the drink.
"OK, well I'd like to start by thanking you for coming along today, Emma," said Hornball. "We're very excited to have you here at CelebsGoBlack, and I'm sure our friends at Giving Black are very grateful for the money this scene is going to generate. You're aware of what we do here I assume?"
Emma took a sip of her water. "How could I not be?"
Hornball grinned. "Yes, that first scene certainly did do the rounds out there in cyberspace," he declared. "'Viral' I believe is what they call it. Did you see it, Emma?"
"No," the actress replied. "But I couldn't help but hear about it."
Hornball laughed. "I think everyone with Internet access has heard about it, and we're hoping this next scene is going to reach an even bigger audience. Did your agent explain to you what you'd be doing today?"
"He said your site features videos of famous women giving black guys head," said Emma.
Hornball chuckled once more. "Well he's not far off there. Famous women in interracial scenarios is our theme, yes, but we don't limit ourselves to just blowjob scenes. What we're shooting today would in fact be a vaginal sex scene. Do you have any problems with that?"
"I guess not," Emma replied. "The guy...he doesn't, and I'm not being racist, but he doesn't have...AIDS, does he?"
"No, don't worry, Emma. All of our male actors are fully tested prior to each scene," the director explained. "He won't be ejaculating inside of you anyway, so there's no need to concern yourself with that."
"He's not gonna cum inside me?" asked the actress. "Then where's he gonna do his...business?"
Hornball grinned. "You don't watch a lot of porn do you, Emma?"
"No," said Emma. "Porn's for people who can't get laid, right? Look at me," she added. "Do I look like I have trouble getting laid?"
Hornball made a 'fair point' type of gesture. "Bit of a sweeping generalisation there, Emma, but fair enough. Well, the fact of the matter is internal cumshots, as we call them in the industry, don't really play all that well in pornography. The audience wants to see the cum flying when the guy ejaculates. In porn the guy tends to finish in the girl's mouth or on her face. It's what we call the 'money shot'."
"I see. So which will I be doing?"
"Hmm," Hornball pondered, "you know what? I think our viewers would like to see a mess of black semen all over that pretty face of yours. So why don't we go with that?"
"OK," said Emma. "You're the boss, right?"
Hornball smirked. He liked hearing that. "Anything else you'd like to know before we get started?"
"Yes," Emma replied. "Who is my co-star going to be?"
"Oh yes, of course," said the director. "Kid called Jamal. 18. Senior in high school. He plays for the football team. Running back. He's had college scouts watching him at games but so far they've all rejected him for being too slight. Giving Black want to use any proceeds from the video to buy him a membership to a better gym, maybe even some home workout equipment, so he can build himself up by the fall."
"I see."
"Right, so if you have no further questions, I think it's about time we got started," Hornball declared.
"Nope," said Emma, "no further questions. Let's do this thing!"
*
The second scene for CelebsGoBlack was to take a rather different format to the first. While Hornball had started the first video with an interview with its star Anna Kendrick, the following scene was set to begin with a teasing scene set to music. Hornball filmed the first shot with the use of a tripod. It was a long shot of Emma Watson strutting sexily across the freshly lanscaped backyard of the suburban Los Angeles home. She was dressed in the outfit Hornball had picked out for her- a scanty Miley Cyrus-style hip hop slut outfit, consisting of little more than a red g-string bikini, a matching set of stiletto heels and a waist-length fur coat; the expensive garment unbuttoned to reveal her flat, toned midriff and B-cup cleavage in all it's perky, beach bronzed majesty.
Emma strode across the patio. Hornball followed behind with his camera pointed up at her shapely round ass; her peachy, muscle toned ass cheeks rising and falling rhythmically as she went. When she reached the centre of the lush green yard, Emma stopped and began to sway majestically from side to side; the director getting behind her to capture a further close up of her ass as she ground her hips back and forth.
Then, Hornball set up his tripod; getting a front-on full length shot of Emma's amazing body as she swayed hypnotically before the camera, staring salaciously into the lens as she did so. Next, Hornball moved in for a close-up. The director pointed the camera at Emma's face as she moved to and fro; this new angle revealing further details of the actress' look that hadn't been visible in previous shots.
She'd been thoroughly, though tastefully made up with all manner of costly beauty products. Her lips were coated a dark shade of red, her brown eyes ringed with matching shadow, while her mascara-heavy lashes were teased out to a length Marilyn Monroe would be proud of. Her shiny brown hair hung gracefully over her shoulders and she was decked out from head to toe in all types of expensive jewelry.
Diamond earrings dangle from her lobes, gold rings adorned her fingers, while all manner of bracelets, watches and bangles ringed her dainty wrists. The piece-de-resistance, however, was the choker around her neck; a thin velvet number with the word 'SLUT' emblazoned in silver block capitals across her throat.
Hornball got one more shot from the back, before finishing up the intro tease with a slow pan up Emma's gorgeous body. He started at her feet and moved up her long, slender legs at a tantalizing speed, lingering on her crotch as her hungry young pussy damn near ate her skimpy g-string whole; the outline of her wet, devouring twat clearly visible through the thin material. Hornball carried on past her taut, tanned midriff and up to her chest; her erect nipples poking through the thin fabric of her bikini top. He moved up to her face; the stunning brunette eye-fucking the camera like a seasoned pro, licking teasingly along her upper lip, before blowing a kiss to the camera.
With the intro tease over it was time for the real thing. Hornball followed Emma as she strutted through the downstairs lounge; her ass moving entrancingly from side to side as she went. The director cut to a long shot of Emma's co-star Jamal sat on a black leather couch, wearing nothing but sneakers and a pair of basketball shorts. He had dark slicked back dreadlocks and wore diamond studs in each ear, his thick arms and barrel chest covered in tattoos. Emma stepped into the shot and Hornball introduced the pair from behind his camera lens.
"Emma, this is Jamal."
Jamal rose to greet her; taking her dainty little hand in his and planting a kiss on the back.
"Nice to meet you," said Emma, grinning flirtatiously at her dark-skinned co-star.
"Pleasure's all mine," Jamal replied in a deep, bassen rumble that sent shockwaves up Emma's spine.
"This is the guy you said needs bulking up?" she asked, turning to Hornball. She squeezed one of Jamal's bulging biceps. "He seems beefy enough to me." She slid her other hand down to grope the thick, protruding bulge in his shorts. "Feels pretty beefy too," she grinned turning back to the camera.
"Well you know what these NFL guys are like," Hornball quipped.
"I don't," Emma replied. "But if they all look like this I might have to start watching!"
Emma traced a finger down Jamal's rippling chest and over his cobblestone abs, dropping to a squat when she reached the waistband of his shorts.
"Going straight for that dick, huh Emma?" asked Hornball from behind the camera.
"Mmhmm," Emma replied, sliding her fingers under the waistband of Jamal's ball shorts and tugging them down.
Emma gasped as his cock shot out; the giant dong vaulting free like it had been spring loaded within.
"That's a big dick, huh?" Hornball declared, looking on as Emma's pretty little mouth formed a perfect O-shape of wonderment.
"Uh huh," was about all the actress could manage in response.
She gripped the dick at the base; staring in disbelief as she inspected the oversized member. It was simply huge. At 10 inches, it was slightly shorter than the stud from scene one, but what it lacked in length (relatively speaking, of course), it more than made up for in girth; the ebony penis sporting a degree of thickness to make even the girthiest of professional smut stars blush. Thick, juicy veins travelled up and down his shaft like train tracks. His giant round head swelled and throbbed; a pearl of precum glistening in the tip like a 24 carat diamond. And it was black. Blacker than the ace of spades; a penis so dark it looked like a priceless dildo carved from onyx.
"What do you think, Emma?" Hornball asked. "That dick's gonna have to be lubed up pretty good if it's gonna fit in your pussy, right?"
"I think so," Emma agreed, grinning devilishly into the camera lens.
She turned back to Jamal and parted her lips; wrapping the pouty red cockpleasers around the head of his wang. Emma bobbed her head; stroking the shaft with a soft, dainty hand. She drooled and slobbered as she went, gazing up at the tall black youth as she slathered his manhood with her spittle. Her lips roamed up and down the thick ebony shaft; venturing a little deeper with each pass. When she reached the halfway mark, Emma came up for air. She spat a thick jet of saliva across the shaft; stroking the spit-slucked dong with her silky hands as she drew breath.
"How does that dick taste, Emma?" Hornball enquired.
"Like chocolate," Emma smirked in reply, quickly opening her mouth to allow the cock back inside.
She worked her way up and down the shaft; sucking, slurping, dribbling, slobbering and generally making a mess of every thick black inch she took inside. What her mouth didn't suck, a hand stroked and jerked; the other reaching down to fondle his oversized balls. Every so often, Emma took a break; being sure to spit a torrent of saliva over the veiny shaft each time. Occasionally she dipped down to suck on his balls, stroking the big black dong as she did so.
"That dick ready for your pussy now, Emma?" asked Hornball.
Emma released one of Jamal's balls from between her lips; the giant brown gonad slipping from her suction-heavy mouth with a loud *POP*. "I'd say so," she replied, grinning at the camera.
She wasn't wrong. In fact, Jamal's cock was dripping with spittle from damn near top to bottom; the British starlet's slippery wet saliva slickening his thick African dong better than any store bought lubricant ever could. Emma slipped off her fur coat and lay back on the couch. Jamal knelt before her; peeling off her g-string with his long dark fingers.
"Hmm, what's he gonna do, huh?" asked Hornball, pointing his camera at Emma's face as Jamal slid his big, muscular arms under the backs of her thighs.
"Looks like he's gonna eat my pussy," Emma replied.
Then, sure enough, Jamal went in for the kill; the young black man burying his face between Emma's thighs like an ostrich in the sand.
"Oh my!" Emma gasped; Jamal's tongue lapping expertly at her stiff pink clit.
She reached down and placed a hand atop his head; the randy brunette clasping his dreadlocks so firmly she damn near pulled them free at the roots. Jamal slipped two fingers into Emma's snatch and worked them back and forth. He could scarcely believe how tight she was; the brunette's snug pink gash gripping his lengthy digits like a Chinese finger trap.
"Oh, fuck!" said Emma as Jamal guided his fingers back and forth; his long, dextrous digits bothering her g-spot with each pass.
"You having fun there, Emma?" asked Hornball, moving up to get a close up of her face; the actress' cute features lit up like a Christmas tree as she was tongued into ecstasy by the beefy black man.
"Uh huh," she groaned. "Do all black guys give oral this good?"
"I wouldn't know," Hornball quipped.
Emma laughed.
"This guy seems to be doing a pretty good job though," the director went on.
'Mmhmm," Emma murmured in response.
"He gonna make you cum?"
"I think he is," Emma replied, looking down at the bulky black stud between her legs; licking her stark red lips as he tongued at her swollen clit.
Jamal was going to town on Emma's twat; the dark-skinned youth munching on her hot pink gash like a three course meal, utilising every trick in his vast oral repertoire along the way. He licked her clit and fingerbanged her pussy, then switched things up; tonguefucking her tight hole as he thumbed her throbbing bud, even dipping down every so often to lap at her tight little asshole for good measure.
Hornball moved in for a close up; the evidence of Jamal's oral prowess clear for all to see as the director pointed his lens at Emma's aching crotch. Indeed, the Brit actress was leaking like a sieve; her warm, saccharine-sweet cunt juices smearing over Jamal's thick African lips, dripping from his chin and making his fingers glisten as he worked them back and forth. Emma began to tremble from head to toe; the expert ministrations of her big black co-star leaving her teetering on the verge of orgasm since his tongue first met her clit. She cooed and groaned, her breathing louder, deeper as the dark-skinned stud licked her drooling twat.
"Oh, fuck! Yeah, right there!" Emma moaned, placing both hands atop Jamal's head; the randy starlet holding him between her thighs so firmly he couldn't have escaped if he'd wanted to.
Jamal lapped and tongued at her throbbing clit, his skilled, dextrous fingers motioning back and forth inside her tight pink gash as he did so.
"Fuck! I'm gonna cum!" Emma groaned. "FFFUUUCCCKKK!!" she screamed, her eyes clamped shut, her teeth gritted, holding her black stud's head between her legs with all her might as an intense, earth shattering climax tore through her slender white frame.
"Jesus!" she panted, the brown-haired actress finally relinquishing her grip on Jamal's dreadlocks as she came down from her powerful orgasm.
Jamal rose to his feet; the ebony-skinned youth allowing his caucasian counterpart very little in the way of respite as he leaned over her; a large black hand clasped around the shaft of his cock. He slapped his bulbous prickhead against her sensitive clit; the horny Brit damn near cumming a second time as jolts of electricity shot through her body.
"You ready, Emma?" asked Hornball, moving in for a close up of her face as Jamal aligned the tip of his dong with the tight opening of her hot pink snatch.
"Mmhmm," she groaned, biting her bottom lip with desire as she prepared herself for the cock.
Jamal ran the head of his dick up and down Emma's pussy lips; the sopping wet holds leaving a sticky warm mess across the bulging prickcrown. Then, without further ado, he pushed forward guiding himself inside. Emma gasped as he invaded her; the unfathomable girth of his cockhead alone stretching out her tight twat more than she'd ever experienced. Jamal began to rock back and forth; steadily working the first few inches of his giant man meat into Emma's pussy; her shell-pink ladypart drooling and frothing to receive it.
"How does that dick feel, Emma?" Hornball asked, pointing his camera at her pretty face as he posed her the question.
"It's so thick!" was all she could manage in response; the brunette actress seemingly unprepared for quite how large the girthy fleshbeast would feel inside her vice-like cunt.
Jamal worked his dick back and forth in Emma's twat; pulling it back so only the head remained, before driving forward, feeding another fat black inch inside her with each passing stroke. He picked up the pace, fucking her harder, deeper; Emma's tight pink gash leaving a trail of creamy off white fluids across his onyx-toned shaft as he went.
"Shit, you're creaming all over that dick, huh Emma?" Hornball observed, moving in for a close up of her pussy as Jamal's girthy black cock slid deep into its darkest recesses.
"Uh huh," Emma moaned in response, reaching down to strum her clit as she was fucked to within an inch of her life by the giant brown wang.
By now, Jamal was going at Emma like a jackhammer; the dark-skinned stud driving no fewer than eight of his thick, veiny inches into the depths of her cunt. Emma was purring like a cat; the swollen head of his mighty fuckstick reaching depths she didn't know existed and touching places that had remained dormant for all of her 28 years. But she wasn't done yet, and though the horny actress had already accommodated enough black dick to make a seasoned pornstar go weak at the knees, she wasn't going to stop until she'd taken the lot.
She reached forward, gripping Jamal's musuclar buttcheek with a dainty, manicured hand, staring up at him like a hazel she-wolf; letting him know in no uncertain terms that she wanted all of him inside her and she wanted it now.
"Damn, Jamal!" Hornball exclaimed, training his camera briefly up at his male talent. "Looks like she wants more!"
"Then I guess I better give it to her," he replied, looking into the camera lens.
Jamal went at Emma's pussy with renewed zeal and vigour; drilling all ten of his coal-black inches into its sodden depths with each pass.
"Yes! Yes!" Emma screamed. "Fuck me!"
From here on out Jamal showed his opposite number little mercy; the dark-skinned stud pummelling her tight pink snatch with all he had and putting the full weight of his 200lb frame behind every stroke. His dick went at Emma's cooch like a veiny black battering ram; his giant, golf ball-sized cockhead probing her g-spot each time. Emma strummed her throbbing clit; crying out in ecstasy each time her Nubian co-star buried his cock inside her.
"Fuck! Yes!" she yelped. "You're gonna make me cum over that fat fucking cock!"



And cum she did. In fact, all it took was one further pass of Jamal's dick inside her hot pink pussy to ignite a second thunderous climax from within her.
"Oh, fuck! I'm fucking CUUUUMMMIIIING!!" Emma cried; the British actress quaking from top to bottom as a second violent orgasm tore through her toned young frame.
Jamal felt Emma's pussy tighten even further around his dick as she came; so much so that it seemed the brown-haired starlet was trying to drain the long black pole of every ounce of spunk churning away in his balls. But Jamal held strong. In fact, the big African stud didn't let up for as much as a second; even after giving his A-list co-star an orgasm so powerful it would have put most women out of commission for a week. Without missing a beat, Jamal leant over Emma's supine frame and gripped the panting brunette by the ass; lifting her up into the air like she weighed the mass of a newborn babe.
"Oh my!" she gasped, wrapping her slender arms around his Hulk-like shoulder blades as the burly black youth cradled her in mid-air.
Then, without further wait or ado, he lifted her up; sliding her hot slick pussy up the shaft of his giant brown cock so only the head remained inside, before dropping her back down- all ten of his thick, girthy inches vanishing inside her like an X-rated magic trick.
"FUCK!" Emma screamed as she was pierced on Jamal's cock; impaled on his big black dong like a head on a spike.
And it didn't stop there. Jamal bounced the randy brunette up and down his cock like there was no tomorrow; the lips of her tight pink twat sliding up and down his veiny brown shaft from tip to base, slathering it in her sticky wet cunt juices along the way. Emma clung onto his muscle bound body for dear life; crying out like a bitch in heat as she was thrown up and down on his mammoth dong like a little white toy.
"Shit! Yes! Fuck! Fuck me!" she yelled; her utterings becoming little more than coarse, Tourette's-like outbursts as she was speared time and again on Jamal's monstrous wang.
Next, Jamal decided to switch things up a little. He held Emma still; the randy Brit suspended in mid air like a hovering bird as he drove the full length of his girthy African cock into her poor, worn out pussy. Hornball began to wonder how much more his female talent could withstand. Indeed, the slender brunette had already taking a dicking that would have left even the most experienced of porn sluts begging for mercy, and yet she held strong; taking everything her burly black co-star gave her and screaming for more along the way.
"Yes! Fuck me!" she cried, staring into Jamal's eyes with a wild, untamed aggression. "Pound my little white pussy with your FAT BLACK COCK!!"
Hornball enjoyed Emma's loud, profane outbursts; a little grin stretching across his face each time the lusty actress went on one of her animalistic, potty-mouthed tirades. To Jamal though, her demanding cries were utterly redundant. After all, when it came to fucking the young black man required little in the way of encouragement. Indeed, he was doing everything his co-star's deafening screams demanded and more; driving every inch of his big dark wang into the deepest recesses of her cunt with every stroke he took.
Emma was having the time of her life and had no idea that so much pleasure could be derived from a single sexual organ. After all, she had cum over Jamal's cock not five minutes earlier and already the brown-haired starlet was feeling another powerful orgasm rising up from within.
"Fuck! I'm gonna cum!" she declared. "I'm gonna cum all over that big chocolate dick!"
And cum she did. With one more hefty, merciless pass of Jamal's girthy schlong, Emma tipped her head back; staring up a the ceiling and crying at the top of her lungs as a third violent, quaking orgasm overcame her.
"Damn!" Hornball exclaimed. "You can't stop cumming on that dick, huh Emma?"
"Uh uh," Emma panted, grinning contentedly from ear to ear as she looked into the camera lens.
"How about you give that pussy a break and suck this big dick clean?" the director suggested.
"I can do that," Emma replied as Jamal lowered her trembling frame down to the living room floor.
Emma dropped to her knees; gazing up at her co-star with wide, unblinking eyes as she took hold of his cock and fed the monstrous black fuckmeat into her mouth. She bobbed her head; her pouty lips roaming up and down the length of the fat African dong. She sucked hard as she went; the randy brunette sucking her sugary-sweet pussy juices from the long dark shaft like she was cleaning it for inspection.
Emma's head dipped and wagged at Jamal's crotch, each pass taking her drooling, dribbling mouth further down the span of his cock; the horny actress avidly sucking down every thick black inch that came her way. Occasionally, she came up for air; the brown-haired starlet stroking the spit-slicked shaft and hawking further ropes of slippery wet saliva over the lengthy fuckrod, before returning it from whence it came.
But Emma didn't allow each brief, cock-stroking interlude to halt her progress. Not by a long shot, and each time she returned the thick, dripping dong to her mouth, the randy Brit quickly picked up from where she left off; plunging her lips further down the girthy black cockpole on every occasion. Before long, she had her hands on Jamal's hips, bobbing wildly, roaming from the boundary of his thick, round cockhead right down to the base of his massive schlong; the horny actress burying all ten of his veiny black inches deep in her gullet with every pass she took.
Hornball watched on in amazement from behind his camera lens; the director carefully capturing each brutal, deepthroating pass from his female lead with the videographic nous of an Oscar-winning DOP. Hornball glanced up at Jamal; the young black man's usually handsome face screwed up in all manner of unsightly ways as he attempted to weather the savage oral onslaught from his opposite number.
The director felt he had to intervene. It seemed a shame to put a stop to such a masterful display of black cock slurping, but Hornball wasn't sure how much more Jamal could withstand. His onscreen talent had only made their way through two sexual positions, and already the dark-skinned stud looked fit to burst. He couldn't have his male lead blowing his wad so early in the scene.
"I think it's about time you took a ride on that big black cock," Hornball declared. "What do you say, Emma?"
Emma took the dick out of her mouth to reply. "I think that's a great idea," she agreed, standing up and gripping Jamal's cock with a smooth, dainty hand.
She led the black youth to the couch; pulling him along by his penis like a dog on a leash.
"Sit," she said, pointing down to the sofa.
Jamal did as instructed; parking his ass on the comfy cream sofa in wait of the horny actress. Emma climbed up onto the couch and planted her feet either side of his thighs; her spindly high heels digging into the cushions like spikes as she squatted above the dark-skinned stud. She reached down, gripping his cock around mid-shaft and rubbed it against her pussy; the big, swollen head twitching as it pried against her slippery wet cunt lips.
Emma fed the crown into her snatch; gasping a second time as the girthy round prick helmet split her pussy open once more. She began to rock up and down atop Jamal's muscular body; her pretty face lit up like the fourth of July as she rode his giant cock. She quickly picked up the pace, bouncing faster and deeper on his girthy African schlong; performing perfectly formed squats atop his bulky brown frame, her slick pink pussy lips venturing further down the thick veiny shaft with each pass.
"Oh yeah," Emma panted, staring a hole through her dark-skinned co-star as she hopped up and down on his lengthy prong. "You like me riding your big black cock like that don't you?"
Jamal said nothing; the burly black youth concentrating fully on retaining the thick load of creamy African spunk brewing in his balls as his A-list co-star rode his dong like a bitch from hell. Emma reached behind to untie her bikini top; her perky tits jiggling delightfully as she hopped and bounced atop the oversized prick. By now Emma was riding Jamal's cock like a rodeo; the horny starlet guiding her slippery wet pussy lips right up to the head of his dick, only to drop back down to the base once more, her ripe peach of an ass clattering against his meaty thighs with each pass she took.
"Come on, big boy! Gimme that fat black cock!" Emma begged. "Fuck me with that big brown dong 'til I cum all over it!"
Jamal didn't need to be told twice. Without missing a beat, he wrapped his strong arms around her back; holding the actress in place atop his burly black frame as he drove his cock up into her.
"Yes! That's it!" Emma screamed. "Pound my tight white pussy with that big dark dick!"
Jamal was doing just that and more. He was going at Emma's pussy like a rutting stag; driving all ten of his thick, veiny inches into her sopping wet cunt, his big brown prickhead hitting her g-spot with each pass he took.
"Fuck! I'm gonna cum!" Emma mewled.
Hornball moved around to get a close up Emma's face as she was drilled out from below. Her body was pinned to Jamal's chiseled torso like a priceless heirloom; her head rested on his rock hard pecs and turned to the side, her brown eyes with a spellbound, cockdrunk glaze about them as she was fucked into next week by nearly a foot of fat African dick.
Jamal loosened his grip on Emma's slender white frame; reaching down to grip her ass as he pounded her ever harder. Emma planted her hands on the backrest, either side of her co-star's dreadlocked head; staring down at him like a woman possessed as he drilled her tight, warm snatch with his meaty prong.
"Yes! Yes! Fuck me!" Emma panted, her pussy tightening and gripping around Jamal's veiny schlong; her pink, vice-like twat threatening to drain every ounce of cum from his big black balls with its warmth, moisture and snugness.
"Shit! I'm gonna blow!" Jamal rumbled.
Indeed, the young black stud had been holding onto his ejaculate by little more than a thread for some time now, with Emma's skilled mouth and ultra-tight twat doing a stand up job of coaxing a thick, creamy load from his nuts. Jamal's deep, bassen words were music to Emma's ears. With the agility of an Olympic gymnast, the brunette leapt up from atop her co-star's muscled frame and dropped to her knees. Jamal was right behind her; rising to his feet and jerking his fat, twitching cock with a big black hand.
"Yeah, come on, stud," Emma grinned, reaching up to fondle his giant brown balls. "Shoot that thick black cum over my pretty white face."
That was the final incentive Jamal needed. One more stroke was all it took; a mighty spurt of creamy African seed jetted from the hole in his dick, the murky white issue splattering across Emma's face like spilled wall paint. It went everywhere; the first gout splashing across her lips and chin. As Jamal continued to beat his throbbing meat, a second off-white jet shot out; the thick warm jism leaving a trail across her nose, between her eyes and over her forehead, some of the hot sticky goo even streaking her shiny brown hair.
"Wow!" Emma exclaimed; her face a mess with creamy black spunk.
"So, Emma," said Hornball, his lens trained on her pretty, cum-streaked face, "that's what we in the industry call a 'facial'."
"I see," Emma replied; thick, sloppy jism oozing down her face as she spoke.
"So did you enjoy your first interracial experience?" asked Hornball.
"Mmhmm," Emma grinned, bringing a finger up to scoop up some of the cum. She slipped it between her lips and sucked it clean.
"Anything you'd like to say to the guys beating off at home?"
"Yeah," Emma began. "Hope you guys enjoyed the scene. Hope your dick went off like this one did," she added, lightly stroking Jamal's penis as it hung still rock-solid mere inches from here face. "And if you've got a big black cock, then come and find me. Byeeee!" she signed off, blowing a kiss to the camera with her cum-streaked lips.
"That was great, Emma!" Hornball exclaimed, lowering his camera and heading for the doorway. "I'm gonna get out of your hair and..."
"Hey!" Emma barked, stopping the smut director in his tracks. "Get back here, Hornball, and keep that camera rolling," she said, gripping Jamal's cock, and licking the last drops of cum from the open tip. "I want this in my ass now!"
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Ricky Hornball peered through the viewfinder of his state of the art HD video camera; the smut peddler gawking listlessly at the deep, cavernous cleavage projected through the small, crystal clear screen.
"What a fantastic set of big, full breasts I have in front of my camera today," he declared.
There was a cute feminine giggle from just out of frame.
"And to whom do these huge titties belong?" he asked, panning out to get the pretty face of buxom starlet Hayley Atwell in the shot, being sure to keep her epic rack at the bottom of the frame.
The upper body close up revealed her to be wearing a Giving Black crop top; the tight fitting garment stretched obscenely across her ample bosom, her stiff pink nipples poking through the thin fabric like they were plotting an escape. Her cute face was heavily made up; her thick pouty lips glossed a shiny shade of pink, while all manner of expensive shadows and mascaras brought out the rich chestnut browns of her eyes. Her shoulder length hair had been dip dyed blonde; the shiny brown locks carefully slicked back with what appeared to be a shelf's worth of costly hair product.
"They belong to me," she said, grinning down at the camera lens.
"They sure do," Hornball replied. "Why don't you introduce yourself, for those who don't already know?"
"Hey, guys," the actress began. "I'm Hayley Atwell, and if you don't know me already, you sure will after today," she added, reaching up and giving her big, bulging boobs a playful jiggle.
"They will indeed," Hornball agreed. "And just what is it you're going to be doing for us today?"
"I think I'm gonna be getting a young black man off with these big tits of mine," Hayley replied.
"Mmhmm," Hornball murmured. "That's the plan. You gotten a lot of guys off with these titties, Hayley?"
"A few," she smirked, coyly.
"But no black ones?" Hornball asked.
"No black ones," Hayley confirmed.
"So what size are these juggies, anyhow?" Hornball enquired.
"36DD."
"Wowee!" Hornball exclaimed. "And all natural I assume?"
Hayley put a hand to her ample chest in a mock gesture of offense. "Of course!" she replied.
"Yeah, I thought as much," Hornball declared. "You spend as long looking at tits as I do every day and you start to get a feel for these things."
Hayley giggled. "I'm sure."
"Speaking of which," Hornball continued, "do you think we could see these big, bountiful breasts now?"
"I think so," Hayley consented. "Since you asked so nicely."
In a single swift motion, the busty actress pulled her Giving Black crop top up over her head; her gigantic DD chest mounds spilling free like melons from a grocery bag.
"Mmm!" Hornball murmured, staring through the viewfinder at the big freed breasts. "These really are an awesome set of tits."
"Oh, I know," Hayley replied, cupping her chest and squeezing her epic breasts with her hands.
"Oh my God!" Hornball declared, watching absentmindedly as the busty actress groped her giant bust.
"They're very doughy," Hayley grinned, kneading her bulging tits like cookie mixture.
"They sure are," Hornball agreed. "You could bake a loaf of bread with these things, huh?"
Hayley laughed. "It would be a big loaf of bread!"
"Right. You could sustain half of Africa with those puppies!"
"Isn't that what we're doing today?" Hayley quipped.
"You could say that," Hornball replied. "But first I wanna see what these titties can do. Can you make them clap for us?"
"I think I can manage that," Hayley grinned.
She hopped up and down slightly in her seat; her big, bulging breasts clapping together like a performing seal.
"Lift them up and let them drop back down," Hornball directed. "I wanna see how perky these things are."
Hayley did as instructed. She squeezed her puffy pink nipples lightly between her manicured fingers; lifting up her tits, before letting them go; the whopping great pair dropping back down little more than an inch as she released them.
"Wow!" Hornball exclaimed. "Those things don't droop at all, huh?"
"Uh uh," Hayley smirked, repeating the procedure once more for good measure.
"How do you keep these titties so perky, huh Hayley?" Hornball enquired.
"Exercise!" Hayley declared, striking a playful strong woman pose and showing off her layers of feminine muscle tone as she did so.
"So I see," Hornball replied. "So can you suck on your own titties?"
"Mmhmm," Hayley murmured in response, angling one of her big, full boobs up towards her mouth to demonstrate.
She craned her neck, wrapping her thick, puffy lips around her nipple; the stacked starlet sucking on her own bulging milktank like a hungry infant.
"Impressive. So I think it's time we greased those puppies up," Hornball suggested. "What do you say?"
Hayley released her breast from her suction-heavy mouth and grinned naughtily at the camera lens. "Good idea."
She picked up a bottle of baby oil, popping open the top with the flick of a manicured thumb. She turned the bottle upside down, squeezing a hearty dose of the clear slick grease over her big ripe melons. Hornball moved in for a close up of her epic chest; the tighter angle showing the shiny wet oil dripping down her creamy white titflesh. Then, Hayley placed the bottle down and cupped her breasts with both hands. She massaged her massive tits; smearing the slippery oil all over her smooth, fragrant skin.
"Why don't you put a little more on there," Hornball said. "Get those tits nice and slick for that big black cock."
Hayley picked up the oil once more, dousing her magnificent mammaries a second time in the slithery wet grease; rubbing and massaging it into her bulging funbags until they shone like polished brassware.
"Right, I think those titties are ready to have a dick between 'em," Hornball declared. "What do you think, Hayley?"
"I think so too," Hayley agreed.
"OK, let's get to it."
*
The third scene on CelebsGoBlack.com was shot in a POV style, much like the first. An anonymous black stud was perched on the end of a king size bed, the director Ricky Hornball shooting over his shoulder as Hayley Atwell, wearing nothing but a pair of tight red hotpants, crawled between his spread thighs. He wore a pair of baggy grey sweatpants and no shirt; the well-defined grooves of his cobblestone abs visible in the bottom of the frame.
Hayley gazed up lustily at the dark-skinned hunk. Her dainty hands roamed up and down his muscular thighs; one of the soft, lotioned mits stroking the thick, tubular bulge of his 12 inch dick through the fabric of his sweats.
"Oooh, wow!" Hayley exclaimed, feeling the unfathomable girth of the long covered cock as it extended down almost to his knee.
She leaned over the hulking black man and rubbed her big, heavy tits teasingly up and down his shaft; feeling the girthy dark wang throb and twitch through his sweats as she went. Then, she slid her fingers under the waistband of his pants, looking lasciviously up at the African stud as she began to inch them down.
Hayley's eyes bulged nearly clean from their sockets as she caught sight of her co-star's dick; the thick black schlong revealing itself inch by inch as she tugged down his baggy sweats. First came the base; a veiny brown behemoth that stemmed from a neatly trimmed bush of wiry, afro-like pubes like the trunk of a mighty oak. The first thing that struck her was the girth. It was ungodly; thicker than a baseball bat by her estimations.
She carried on; pulling down the black stud's loose grey sweats and revealing inch after inch of fat dark schlong along the way. Thick, pulsing veins protruded from the shaft; crossing, interweaving and intertwining up and down his immense length. There seemed no end to the span of his cock; inches upon inches of girthy black meat uncovering itself as she tugged down his pants.
Finally, and with the waistband of her co-star's baggy pants nearly down to his knees, Hayley reached the summit; the well-defined partition of his thick, swollen head coming into view as she inched them down. One final tug was all it took; the black youth's long, hard cock springing forth like an arrow from a bow.
"Good Lord!" Hayley proclaimed; staring with bewilderment at the huge black schlong standing to attention before her.
The buxom starlet cupped one of her breasts from underneath and gripped her co-star's cock with her other hand. She rubbed the bulging head against her nipple, encircling the areola with the wide open tip; leaving a trail of sticky clear prespunk ringing her stiffened teat.
"That's a real clash of the titans, huh?" quipped Hornball, as Hayley's heaving bosom came in contact with her co-star's wang.
"Mmhmm," Hayley giggled, smiling naughtily at the camera as she slapped the girthy cock against big, oil slicked tit.
"You think your tits are gonna be able to handle this big cock, Hayley?" Hornball asked.
"Hmm, I'll guess we'll just have to see, won't we?" Hayley grinned, cupping her epic breasts with her smooth, dainty hands and wrapping them around the base of the cock.
Large though they were, Hayley's boobs were no match for her co-star's dick. Her bulging cans wrapped nicely around his girth; engulfing the cock like big, doughy buns around a thick, succulent bratwurst. However, the problems stemmed from the length. Even with her tits squished together and elongated around the stud's big black schlong; the colossal chest mounds still only covered about half of its immense span, leaving a good six inches of veiny black meat poking out from within.
"Hmm," Hornball murmured, pondering the size disparity between the two large glands. "Looks like you're gonna have to use your mouth too, huh Hayley?"
"Mmhmm. It appears so," Hayley replied, dipping her pretty head as she began to guide her heaving breasts up and down her co-star's dick.
She stuck out her tongue and licked at the tip; hungrily lapping up his rich, diluted precum as it oozed from the open slit.
"Mmm," she groaned, delighting in the taste of his juice as she worked her tits up and down the length of his cock.
Then, she parted her lips and wrapped them around his head; sucking at the big, swollen dickhelmet as she worked the shaft with her cans. It really was a sight to behold; Hayley's huge, jiggling juggies engulfing the shaft of her co-star's long dark wang, her rosy red cheeks hollowed out, her already thick, pouty lips puckered up like they'd been shot full of Botox as she feasted on the fat, bulbous head.
Hayley sucked and slurped at the bulging prickcrown; coaxing yet more watery prespunk out through the urethra as she fucked the young black stud with her chest. Her titties ventured up and down his fat dark rod like a glass elevator, rising and falling, rising and falling; caressing every nerve and fibre along the way. Hayley could feel his dick twitch and throb between her heaving fuckjugs and his balls responded accordingly; the swollen black orbs releasing globules of precum which oozed from his prickhole and into her waiting mouth.
Then, Hayley came up for air; the chesty starlet releasing the oversized dickhelmet from her mouth with a loud *POP*, cradling her hands and arms tighter around her bust as she bounced her massive milkmounds faster than ever up and down the length of the schlong. *PLAP* *SLAP* *FWAP* came the sounds of the greasy wet undersides slapping against her co-star's pelvis as she jerked him off with her tits. Hayley worked her big, hefty bosoms up and down the length of his wang, from tip to base and back again; making the girthy member shine and glisten with baby oil as she went.
"You're making a bit of a mess of that cock there, Hayley," Hornball declared.
"Mmhmm," Hayley grinned at the camera, "sure am!"
"Maybe it's time you gave it a clean up," Hornball suggested, "what do you think?"
"Mmm, I agree," Hayley replied, releasing the dick from the depths of her cleavage and wrapping her pouty pink lips around the head.
Hayley gripped the cock at the base and ran her full set of plump, pillowy lips up and down the shaft; sucking and slurping greedily as she went, her drooling, slobbering mouth polishing the greased up wang like priceless silverware. She reached down to fondle her co-star's balls while she blew him; her other hand stroking his girthy shaft as she did so. She guided her thick pink dicksucker lips up and down his meaty prong; sucking hard at the fat, veiny shaft as she went, feeling it pulse and throb in her skilled, wet mouth.
As she drew nearer to the base of his cock, Hayley placed her hands on his muscular thighs; bobbing her head wildly as she went in for the kill. One final push was all it took; the stacked starlet's cute little nose nestling in her co-star's batch of neatly sheared pubes as she wrapped her pouty, plump lips around the base. She kept the big 12 inch dong inside her mouth for some time, drooling and slurping at the girthy shaft before finally coming up for air; her shiny pink lips leaving behind them thick trails of spit as she released the cock from her mouth.
"Wow, Hayley!" Hornball exclaimed. "You made that cock vanish, huh?"
"Uh huh," Hayley grinned, spitting a thick jet of saliva across the shaft and jerking the mammoth dong with her silky smooth hands.
"OK, I think it's time he fucked those titties some more and blew his load all over them," Hornball declared. "What do you say?"
"Mmhmm," Hayley murmured eagerly as her dark-skinned counterpart rose to his feet.
Hayley placed her hands on his thighs as he loomed over her; using her feminine, bicep laden arms to sculpt her titanic DD titties into the perfect lubed up, milky white flesh tunnel. Her co-star gripped his cock at the base; slapping his big, swollen dickhead against her jugs once more before sliding in between them.
He began to thrust back and forth; the tall black stud pulling his dick right back until the head disappeared into Hayley's cleavage, only to drive forward once more, six inches of his meaty brown prong emerging from the depths of her bust with each stroke. His dick was so long that Hayley could suck it from between her tits. And that's exactly what she did; the stacked starlet catching the thick, bulging head between her lips every time it poked out from within.
Before long, the black youth decided to take full control. He reached down and gripped Hayley's tits; squeezing and kneading the giant pair as he drilled his cock between them. The actress cooed and groaned; feeling the oversized dick throb and pulse between her epic fuckjugs, her lips catching the swollen head each time it emerged from the creamy white depths like a game of Whac-A-Mole.
"Why don't you grease those titties up a little more," Hornball suggested. "They're getting a little dry there."
Hayley reached for the bottle of baby oil; squeezing a fresh layer of shiny slick grease over her heaving tits. Her co-star ploughed her slippery wet breasts as she continued to pour; his hands beginning to slip across her greased up funbags like Bambi on ice. He squeezed her oil-slicked milk mounds as best he could; drilling his dick up between them like there was no tomorrow. His biceps rippled; the Nubian stud using every ounce of might in his chiselled young frame to keep her oiled up titties squished together.
"Yes! Come on, fuck my tits!" Hayley encouraged, staring a hole through the burly young stud as he pounded her bulging rack.
The dark-skinned youth thrusted back and forth like there was no tomorrow; sawing his big black tool between Hayley's milky white juggies like a master craftsman. Stretches of shiny slick titflesh bulged through his dark fingers as squeezed her breasts together; his dick twitching and throbbing with every pass he took through her tight, lubed up tit tunnel. Hayley could feel his dick pulsing between her cans and as she reached to fondle his balls she detected a churning, brewing spunkwad just begging to be released.
"Oooh, yeah!" she exclaimed. "Cum for me, baby! Shoot that thick black load all over my big white titties!"
And that was that. Hayley's purred words of lewd encouragement were the final incentive he needed. He pulled his cock from the slippery depths of her epc rack and jerked himself wildly; his hand running up and down his shaft at a staggering rate, due to the coating of baby oil lubing the big black beast from tip to base. Hayley grasped her titties from beneath; the chesty starlet holding them aloft in wait of his hot, thick load.
The black youth pounded his throbbing meat; his dickhole winking lewdly, his bulging head twitching like an epileptic at a disco, until a thick jet of creamy, off-white seed shot out from within. The spunky blast splattered across Hayley's breasts; bathing her milky white titflesh in ropes of hot semen. The cum oozed down her rack; dripping from her nipples and onto the floor below.
"Mmm!" Hayley murmured; feeling the thick, warm spunk trickling down her chest. "Now that's how you give a tittyfuck!"
"Mmhmm," Hornball agreed. "You drained those balls good, huh Hayley?"
"Oh yeah," she smirked, putting her mouth to one of her breasts and slurping up a thick dollop of cum.
"Well we enjoyed having you today," Hornball declared. "Feel free to come back anytime. You're always welcome here at CelebsGoBlack."
"Thanks," Hayley replied. "Keep these big dicks comin' and I might just have to," she added, stroking her co-star's big sensitive cock once more.
Hornball panned down from her face to breasts; getting one final shot of her epic mammary glands dripping with African seed.
Fuck! Thought Hornball as he stopped the recording and lowered his camera. I have the best job in the world!
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American Airlines flight 292 from LAX to JFK had barely left California airspace when the announcement was made. The pilot kept it nice and vague. Engine trouble. The flight would be making an emergency landing at Phoenix International. Kiernan Shipka had long wondered what the reaction to such an announcement might be. She thought it would be just like in the movies. People punching out desperate text messages to loved ones, scribbling their last will and testament on an unused puke bag. She half expected someone to leap up from their seat screaming 'we're all going to die!' and a chorus of eardrum-piercing shrieks to carry through the cabin in response. Well, she was wrong. There were tuts. Tuts and a few groans. That was about it.
Kiernan and her fellow passengers waited for hours in the arrival lounge at PHX's Terminal 4 until finally, a little after midnight, they learned of their fate. The connecting flight to JFK would take off at 8AM...the following day. 30 hours later. There was a run through of excuses. Lack of jets, busy runways. The usual stuff. Please accept our sincerest apologies. More tuts. More groans. A lot of what the fuck are we gonna do now's. Kiernan suspected that, to some, a nose dive into the Rocky Mountains would have actually been preferable.
Once the crowds had dispersed, Kiernan approached the nearest desk and got the lowdown from the poor airport employee who had been left to face the firing squad. She informed the actress of her alternative options amongst a slew of I'm afraid's and I'm sorry, ma'am's. The next Greyhound left at 7AM, the next train at 8. Kiernan didn't want to go all 'celebrity' on this poor woman (she'd never once uttered the phrase 'don't you know who I am?!' and wasn't about to start now), but if she should recognise her from her TV or film work and squeeze her onto an earlier flight as a result, the young starlet certainly wouldn't object. But it wasn't to be. All the intervening flights were fully booked, but there were a number of nice hotels in the area. So on and so forth.
Several hours of Internet research and countless phone calls later, Kiernan booked herself on the 17.00 from DEN to JFK. Now all she had to do was get to Denver in under 12 hours for check in. With the buses and trains not leaving until sunup, and the nearby Hertz booth closed until morning, she saw no other option. Kiernan Shipka was going to hitchhike.
*
Kiernan wheeled her small designer suitcase along the side of the floodlit Arizona highway, thrusting up a manicured thumb at any and every vehicle that passed. At this time of night it was almost exclusively trucks, and though she realised the chances of her becoming an entry on the Wikipedia page of the Phoenix Strangler were nearly sky high, the blonde starlet threw caution to the wind.
The first few went on by; some offering a sound of their loud, droning horns as they sped past. But Kiernan was nothing if not persistent, and she kept at it, thumbing at ever passing truck, no matter how large and imposing it appeared, until, finally, one pulled up beside her. The passenger door opened to reveal the hopefully non murderous man perched in the driver's seat. The actress was still unsure of his status as a serial killer, but as a truck driver he certainly fit the bill. Thick brown moustache. Mesh hat. Ankle high leather boots. Flannel shirt tucked into a pair of stone washed Levis. The whole nine yards. Kiernan wasn't one to stereotype, but if there was such a thing as a cliche of a truck driver, this guy was definitely it.
"Where you headed to, missy?" he asked in his predictably gruff voice.
"Denver," Kiernan replied.
"Well then, little lady," the trucker grinned, "this looks like your lucky night. Hop on in."
Kiernan set her suitcase down on the floor in the centre of the cab and climbed inside. She fastened her safe belt, closed the door and the truck pulled away.
"So you're going to Denver, too?" asked Kiernan.
"Actually, no," the trucker replied. Kiernan's heart skipped a beat. She'd seen plenty of horror movies in her time, and that line was never a good one. "Kansas City. But I'm sure I could take a detour for a pretty little thing like you."
That soothed her nerves a touch. Hell, she even blushed slightly. Though it did sound remarkably like something a serial killer might say. But, co-ed strangler or not, the trucker certainly wasn't wrong in his description. In fact, Kiernan looked simply incredible in her thin summer dress; the hem of which barely extended past the peachy, round spheres of her ass, her stiff, teenage nipples poking through the thin fabric like they were plotting an escape. Her shiny golden hair blew gracefully across her pretty face as the truck sped down the open freeway.
"Thanks. I'm Kiernan, by the way," she said, offering the trucker her hand.
"Hank," he replied, keeping one hand on the steering wheel and his eyes on the road as he shook her dainty paw.
Kiernan did her best to stifle a grin. Hank. Of course.
"So what's in Denver?" asked Hank, returning his hand to the wheel.
"Legal weed, school shooters and a whole bunch of mountains?" Kiernan quipped. "And an airport."
"So, you're flyin'? Where you flyin' to? If you don't mind my askin'."
"New York. I've got a friend at NYU. I'm going to spend the weekend with her."
"Sounds fun. God, I miss bein' young," Hank sighed. "Enjoy your youth while you got it, sweetheart, 'cause it goes by like that." He clicked his fingers.
Kiernan couldn't pinpoint Hank's exact age, but she figured he must have been twice her age and then some. But, old enough to be her dad or not, he was a handsome guy, even with that greying broomhead clinging to his upper lip. He had slightly overgrown thick brown hair and deep chestnut eyes, his chiseled facial features marked by a week's worth of salt and pepper beard stubble. Kiernan had always had something of a thing for older men; an infatuation that had begun with a crush on her onscreen father, Jon Hamm, and gained steam from there. Daddy issues, a shrink might have said.
"You at college yourself, Kiernan?" Hank asked.
"No," she replied. "Actually, I'm an actress."
"Well, how 'bout that? Would I have seen you in anythin'? Barin' in mind that if it ain't on in the middle of the day and accessible on a motel TV then it probably passed me by."
Kiernan laughed. "Probably not then. So, are you married, Hank?" She couldn't see a ring on his finger but if his trucker's stereotype extended to the realm of fidelity then that probably didn't mean a lot.
"I was," he replied. "Few years back."
"What happened? If you don't mind my askin'," she grinned, imitating his gruff voice as best she could.
Hank laughed. "Cute." Serial killer probability: 10% and dropping. "Word of advice, little lady. Doubt you'll get a lot from it yourself, but maybe you can pass it on sometime. Don't spend days on end away from home if your younger brother's lodgin' with you. And definitely don't give your wife another shot if she ensures you it won't happen again. It will."
"Oh, Hank," said Kiernan, touching his arm and feeling the strong bicep pulsing under his checkered sleeve, "that's horrible."
"Sure is, honey. Sure is."
"Well, it's her loss. She was a fool to do that to you." She smiled. "Oh, by the way, what do I owe you for this ride?"
She slipped her purse from her designer clutch bag and opened it. It was empty. So empty, in fact, Kiernan half expected to see a moth flutter out when she popped it open.
"Ah..." she said, remembering that she'd spent the last of her cash on food at the airport.
"Heh," Hank chuckled. "Well I'd tell you to put your money away, but..."
"Shh!" Kiernan replied with a grin.
"I thought you Hollywood types were s'posed to be rich. But, seriously, company of a pretty girl like you's all the payment I need."
"Aww, well, ain't you sweet?" said Keirnan. "But there must be something I can do for you. Maybe I could..." she went on, placing a hand on his knee and running it slowly up his thigh, "work the gear shift." Her soft fingers roamed over the outline of his cock as it grew and stiffened in his pants. "Looks like you use some help with that. It feels a little stiff."
A loud gulp escaped Hank's dry throat; the middle aged man powerless to resist as the 19 year old actress felt him up through his jeans.
"Come on, Hanky," Kiernan purred. "Let me take your mind off that bitch ex-wife of yours."
She unbuckled his faded leather belt and unbuttoned his jeans and boxers; the teenage starlet reaching in and gripping his cock around the base. She pulled it free; her light brown eyes bulging as the cock emerged from his pants like a snake from a basket. It was simply huge; 10 inches long with girth to match, the thick, veiny shaft stretching down to where a thick bush of pubes plumed at the base. Ungroomed, natural. How a man was supposed to be. Not like those back, sack and cracked douchebags back in LA.
"Oh my goodness!" Kiernan exclaimed, Hank's girthy dong clasped in her dainty hand. "I can't believe your wife was willing to give this thing up!"
"Well, if you're always on the road," Hank replied, an audible strain evident in his voice as Kiernan started to stroke his wang, "it doesn't really matter how big your cock is."
"Pfft!" Kiernan razzed. "If my man had a dick like this I'd never let him out of my sight!"
And with that she plunged down at his crotch, Hank's eyes popping nearly clean from his skull as she wrapped her rosy red lips around his junk. Kiernan bobbed her head; her glossy blonde hair rising and falling at a frankly alarming rate as she sucked him off. Her lips roamed up and down his veiny shaft like a glass elevator; the plump red pair venturing further down his prong with each pass she took.
"Oh, fuck! Kiernan, girl, you gotta stop that," Hank protested. I'm...oh, Jesus!"
Kiernan came up for air, stroking Hank's wang with her hand as she argued her case.
"Oh, come on, Hank," she grinned. "I know what you truckers are like with your hookers! You must have gotten your dick sucked on the freeway before."
"Yeah, but never like this. I'm gonna plow us straight into traffic if you keep sucking like that."
"Well then you'll just have to be extra careful, won't ya?" said Kiernan, kissing Hank on his stubbly cheek before getting back to work.
She dipped back down to his crotch once more; the teenage actress sucking even harder and more ferociously than before as she returned his dick between her lips. Hank could scarcely believe what she was seeing; this petite, little blonde, so sweet and innocent looking she seemed like she'd never seen a penis in her life, was working his wang like a seasoned pro. She sucked and slurped, drooled and slobbered, her soft red lips leaving behind thick trails of spittle as she ate his dong for dinner.
Hank clung to the steering wheel for dear life; the handsome trucker damn near pulling it straight from its socket as he was sucked six ways from Sunday by the randy starlet. Indeed, Kiernan was going at his girthy prong like her life depended on it; the actress displaying an oral prowess that Hank's ex-wife, who had been giving head longer than this blonde beauty had been alive, could only dream of. She sucked down his dick with considerable aplomb; the teen starlet feeding inch after inch of his lengthy rod into her pretty mouth like an expert sword swallower. Before long, the entire thing had vanished; Kiernan's cute little nose nestling in Hank's pubic batch as she sucked his dick down to the hilt.
"Oh, FUCK!!" Hank exclaimed, pulling desperately at the steering wheel as his rig began to drift into the next lane, a passing truck honking furiously as it sped past.
But, even in spite of this near miss, Kiernan continued to show her opposite number little mercy. Indeed, the young actress was bobbing and dipping at his crotch like there was no tomorrow as she sucked his girthy wang. By now, Hank was veering every which way across the thankfully almost deserted highway as Kiernan went at this lengthy prong; the gorgeous teen working her strawberry-red lips from the head to the base with each pass she took.
And she didn't stop there. In fact, Kiernan reeled off damn near every trick in the blowjob handbook as she worked him over; the blonde starlet pulling off tricks and techniques no girl her age had business knowing, much less putting to use on a dick so long and girthy. She tongued at his dickhole, encircled his head, slapped his crown against her tongue and lapped at his shaft; the fair-haired beauty performing each and every one of the impressive tricks with the skill and expertise of an experienced pornstar.
By this stage, Hank was driving as slowly as he could manage; his truck going at a pace that would give a hearse in a funeral procession a run for its money. Overtaking drivers honked angrily at him; flipping him the bird and hurling barely audible abuse at him as they passed, but it didn't bother him. In fact, he didn't think there were any words in the English language slung his way that could have distracted him from the A-list teen and her world class suckjob.
By now, his dick was twitching uncontrollably in Kiernan's mouth; the oversized dong throbbing like an athlete's ticker as she worked him over. Hank was clinging to his load by a thread; his balls churning with a thick wad of creamy hot spunk that threatened to let loose with every pass of her skilled, wet maw. He held off until he could no longer; every motion of her slick, drooling mouth up and down his pole making him tremble like a leaf in the driver's seat of his truck.
"Oh, fuck! I'm gonna blow!" he blurted out, his words met a muffled groan of excitement from his teenage counterpart as she sucked harder and more greedily than ever before in anticipation of his load.
"UUUGGGHHH!! FUUUCCCKKK!!" Hank bellowed as his dick went off like a rocket; the middle-aged man blasting a torrent of gloopy, piping hot seed straight down Kiernan's throat as she drained his balls with her mouth.
"Oh, sweet Jesus!" Hank panted as Kiernan retrieved his dick from her mouth.
"Did you like that, Hanky?" she asked, the teenage starlet wiping her mouth with the back of her hand as she returned to her upright position.
"Fuck, Kiernan!" he exclaimed. "That was incredible!"
She wrapped her arms around his muscular bicep and rested her head on his shoulder as Hank finally put the pedal to the metal and sped down the Arizona freeway.
"Well let me know if you want another one, baby," she said, kissing the older man on the cheek. "It's a long way to Colorado!"



        Taylor's Southern Soirée Ch. 03

        Taylor and friends give a bellboy a tip he'll never forget.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/taylors-southern-soiree-ch-03

Title: Taylor's Southern Soirée Ch. 03

Author: DarkSwordsmanReturns

Category: Celebrities & Fan Fiction

Description: Taylor and friends give a bellboy a tip he'll never forget.

Tags: elle fanning, chloe moretz, cassadee pope, miley cyrus, jana kramer, taylor swift, selena gomez, hailee steinfeld, maren morris

Series: Taylor's Southern Soirée


45 MINUTES EARLIER
Taylor Swift and her A-list chums were gathered at the marble reception desk in the plush lobby of their 5-Star Nashville hotel, as a blonde receptionist named Jessica checked them into the penthouse suite.
"OK, ladies, you're all checked in," Jessica announced; her manicured fingers clicking away at an iMac keyboard. "Here are your key cards," she added, laying out the plastic cards across the shiny reception desk. "Your suite is on the top floor. If you'd like to head up, I'll have your luggage sent for right away. I'd like to take this opportunity to thank you ladies for booking with us, and if there's anything we can do to make your stay more enjoyable, please don't hesitate to ask."
The girls smiled warmly at the pretty receptionist. "Thank you, sweetie," said Taylor, gathering her key card from the desk. "We'll be sure to do that."
The ladies departed, crossing the vast hotel lobby and heading for the elevator. As they filed inside, a handsome young bellboy by the name of Kyle strolled past the reception desk.
"Kyle," Jessica called to him as he passed, "could you collect Miss Swift's luggage from the limo outside and take them up to the penthouse suite?"
"Sure, Jess," he replied as he headed for the entrance.
A shiny white limo sat parked up across the wide hotel doorway; a smartly dressed chauffeur stood by the open trunk.
"Allow me, sir," Kyle announced, reaching into the trunk and gripping one of the designer suitcases by the handle.
"I think you're gonna want a hand with that, young'un," said the 40 year old driver, stubbing out a cigarette with his freshly polished brogue.
"That's OK, sir," the porter replied. "I've got this."
Kyle strained to lift the suitcase, the young hotel employee immediately balking at the sheer weight of the expensive luggage.
"Jesus!" he groaned, the mass of the designer suitcase too much for even his considerable musculature to handle.
"Told ya," grinned the driver, leaning into the open truck to give the young man a hand.
"Christ! What do they have in here?!" Kyle exclaimed, as the pair lifted the heavy suitcase from the back of the long white limo.
"I daren't imagine," the driver replied, returning to the trunk for the second piece of luggage.
The bellboy and driver piled the suitcases onto a tall steel trolley; the base of the cart creaking under the weight of the expensive baggage.
"Damn!" Kyle declared, looking up at the pile of suitcases; stacked up past the top of his head and beyond. "How long are they staying for?!"
"Just tonight, pal," the chauffeur replied. "I'm picking up Miss Swift and her friends tomorrow morning." One night?! Kyle exclaimed. There was enough luggage piled up on the steel trolley to last two large families for a fortnight. "And if the drive here was anything to go by," the driver smirked, "you could be in for quite the evening!"
Taylor Swift fed her key card into the slot by the entrance and turned the handle; opening the door to the illustrious penthouse quarters, and stepping inside. It occupied half of the top floor; the suite eight large rooms of pure unadulterated luxury. The lounge was fitted with cream shag carpeting, while all manner of expensive artworks lined the pristine white walls. At the centre of the room sat a plush five piece suite. Two black leather three seater sofas and matching reclining armchairs surrounded a gleaming glass coffee table- each of the comfy furniture items adorned with countless silken scatter cushions.
A 75 inch 4K UHD plasma screen sat opposite atop a sparkling glass stand; the state of the art television equipped with every satellite channel and streaming service imaginable, while a Blu-ray player, a PlayStation 4, an Xbox One and a host of other electronic devices stacked the shelves underneath. A set of surround speakers; each one capable of deafening a white rhino, sat in all four corners of the room.
A lengthy oak bar ran adjacently. The varnished surface was lined with every type and brand of liquor known to man; the luxury bar offering the alcoholic favourites of nigh on every country the world over. There was brandy, gin, whiskey, rum, tequila, vodka. Soju, pisco, mezcal, cachaca, baijiu and sake, to name but a few.
What's more, a row of mini fridges were lined up behind; each one stocked to the brim with bottles of French champagne and every brand of beer under the sun, while an opposing row of shelves were stacked with countless bottles of vintage wine; the finest reds and whites from Italy, Spain, the US, Argentina, Australia, South Africa and everywhere in between.
Across the way stood a pine table, the long counter stretching damn near the entire span of the vast living space. A set of antique china had been spread across the lacquered surface; every bowl overflowing and each plate stacked high with every luxury food item on God's green earth. There was a variety of seafood; shrimp, prawns, lobster, crayfish, oysters, scallops, mussels. Plate after plate of smoked salmon, caviar and enough sushi and sashimi to feed half of Tokyo.
And that was just the beginning. There were porcini mushrooms, truffles, quail eggs, Swiss cheese, Belgian chocolate, gourmet fudge, tubes of whipped cream and bottles of chocolate sauce. There were segments of melon, peach, mango, apricot and pineapple, not to mention bowls of freshly picked grapes, strawberries, raspberries, blueberries and passionfruit.
Beyond the lounge lay four large bedrooms; each one kitted out with a king size bed, sheets handsewn from the finest Egyptian cotton, thick sheepskin rugs, smooth silk drapes, polished oak vanities, more sparkling clean reflectors than a hall of mirrors, a giant plasma screen and enough closet space to put Elton John to shame.
What's more, there were no less than three bathrooms, each boasting a large walk in shower, a deep ceramic bath and a powerful jacuzzi; every faucet, basin and shower head gleaming like a 24-carat diamond. Every shelf and surface were lined with expensive shower gels, shampoos, moisturisers, lotions and perfumes, while Turkish cotton towels and robes hung from the backs of doors, the tops of radiators and the sides of bathtubs.
Put simply, the suite was the stuff of dreams; a vast set of living quarters fit for an empress, and as Taylor and her friends took the grand tour, stopping to graze from the buffet or pour a glass of wine at the bar, there was a loud knock at the penthouse door. Taylor crossed the room; glass of vintage white clutched in her dainty hand as she opened the heavy door.
Kyle was stood in the entranceway; the ladies' expensive luggage stacked on a large steel trolley behind him. He wore a navy double breasted jacket and a pair of matching pants; the snug-fitting uniform offering a tantalizing outline of the muscular young frame that lay beneath. Indeed, Kyle appeared to sport the build of an NFL quarterback; his bellboy's uniform clinging to a body so chiseled and sinewy it would turn Tom Brady green with envy.
What's more, the young hotel employee boasted the brand of good looks that would make even the most devout of Frisco bull dykes go weak the knees. He had bright, ocean-blue eyes, sparkling white teeth, neatly trimmed designer stubble and thick golden hair; his stylish 'do freshly barbed and sculpted into place with more hairwax than the state of New Jersey.
"Girls, our luggage has arrived," Taylor called out, grinning flirtatiously at the handsome porter, "and look what came along with it."
Elle Fanning and Chloe Moretz joined her in the open doorway.
"Oooh, yummy!" said Elle, looking the burly young man up and down. "I didn't realise we were getting room service already!"
The girls laughed.
"Come in, come in," said Taylor, shifting to the side to allow the bellboy past.
"Thank you, Miss Swift," he replied, stepping through the open doorway and wheeling the heavy cart in behind him.
Kyle reached to the peak of the luggage pile, gripping the suitcase at the top and hauling it down, trying his utmost not to strain as he did so.
"Oh, wow! Big strong man!" Chloe cooed, admiring the young man's biceps as he set the expensive suitcase on the floor.
Kyle grinned as he returned for the second item, laying it on the carpet beside the first. Selena Gomez and Hailee Steinfeld approached from across the room.
"Ooh, our luggage is here," Selena exclaimed.
"Good, then I can finally change out of these clothes!" Hailee declared.
"And not a moment to soon," the Latina quipped, squatting down to open her luggage.
"Fuck you, bitch!" replied the brunette. "You shouldn't have made me squirt so bad on the way here!"
The girls unzipped their suitcases and, as Kyle continued to retrieve designer items from the pile of luggage, he started to discern the sources of their immense weight. Indeed, each of the expensive items was stuffed to near bursting point, and as the ladies rooted through their packed suitcases for a change of clothes, all manner of exotic items came tumbling out.
There were sex toys of all kinds and varieties; double ended dildos, strap-ons, butt plugs, anal beads, vibrators, wands, Rampant Rabbits. Not forgetting plastic cocks of every shape, size and colour, and it didn't stop there. In fact, every one of the designer cases had been packed full with bongs, kilos of Colombian cocaine, blister packs and pill bottles filled to the top with colourful capsules and tablets. Not to mention more exotic green herbs than the Amazon and Congo rainforests combined.
And that was just beginning. Beyond the host of marital aids and expensive narcotics lay a bed of designer clothing; skimpy little tops, belt-thin skirts, denim short shorts and spindly high heels. Not forgetting costly French lingerie, tiny bikini tops, floss-like g-strings and an array of accessories and cosmetics. Designer watches, diamond rings, golden jewelry, flatirons, curling tongs, priceless perfume and more expensive beauty products than a Vegas drag queen.
Finally, and with half the contents of their luggage spread across the cream carpet, Hailee and Selena had picked out a change of clothes and, with Kyle still unloading from the tower of suitcases, the girls got to undressing. The young bellboy could scarcely believe his eyes and ears. Here he was surrounded by six of his favourite women in all of showbusiness; the A-list beauties sorting through dildos, discussing their sexual exploits and stripping down to their bare asses like he wasn't even there! In fact, the scene was remarkably similar to a wet dream he'd had a couple of years back and has he hoisted the final piece of luggage from the tall steel trolley, Kyle could feel his dick growing and stiffening under the fabric of his suit pants.
"OK, you're all unloaded, Miss Swift," Kyle announced; the designer suitcases laid out across the penthouse floor.
"Thank you, young man," Taylor replied.
There was an awkward pause as Kyle lingered in the open doorway, the popstar taking a moment or two before she realised why.
"Oh, I'm sorry!" she exclaimed. "You want your tip," she said, fetching her wallet from within her designer clutch bag. "Though you look like you've got a pretty big one already!" she quipped, spotting the outline of the bellboy's penis through his pants.
Taylor's friends laughed. Kyle blushed, making a lame attempt to cover his hardon with the hem of his jacket. Taylor opened her wallet and peered inside.
"Hmm, I've only got $50's in here," she declared, "and I think we're going to need them later," she giggled, tapping her dainty little nose and flashing the young porter a cheeky wink. "Do you accept...other forms of payment?" she purred, stepping toward him and reaching for his dick.
Kyle gulped. "Ermm, I'm sure we can work something out, Miss Swift."
Taylor grinned. By this point Elle Fanning and Chloe Moretz were positioned on either side, all three fixing the handsome bellboy in equally sultry stares; looks which only served to stiffen the young man's cock further.
"Hear that girls?" Taylor asked. "Looks like we've got work to do!"
*
Taylor Swift and her celebrity pals had only been checked into their Nashville hotel for 15 minutes and already they were up to no good. Hailee Steinfeld and Selena Gomez, in an effort to cleanse themselves of the sweat they'd worked up on the flight and connecting limo ride, had gone to take a shower together. Miley Cyrus was busying herself at the buffet; the bleach blonde singer nursing a glass of vintage white as she picked at the luxury spread.
That left Elle Fanning, Chloe Moretz and Taylor herself to deal with the problem of tipping their bellboy. Kyle had only been working at the 5-star establishment for four months, but the young porter had already amassed a small fortune in gratuity; with the hotel's wealthy patrons able and willing to tip handsomely for services rendered. On this occasion though, Kyle hadn't received but a single cent for his hard work and instead had accepted an alternative form of payment from the A-list guests.
The ladies were surrounding the handsome porter like a pack of wolves. An army of soft, dainty hands roamed across his chiseled young body; the horny trio delighting in his rippling biceps, rock hard pectorals and long, thick penis in equal measure. Elle placed a hand at the back of his head; her lengthy nailed fingers exploring his thick blonde hair as she guided him down for a kiss.
While Kyle made out with Elle, Taylor was busying herself with the cylindrical lump in his pants; the horny singer stroking the bellboy's cock through the thin fabric. Taylor and Chloe were making out and soon the young man joined them; the trio exchanging tongues like gifts on Christmas morn. The swarm of manicured hands continued to rove across his muscular frame; the scene bordering on molestation as the fair-haired threesome squeezed his firm ass cheeks and groped his swollen cock through his pants.
By now, Kyle and Chloe were Frenching; their tongues dancing a waltz in their conjoined mouths as Taylor unzipped his fly. The singer reached inside, gripping his dick with her silky smooth hand, and pulling it free like a rabbit from a hat. The girls looked down at Kyle's penis; cooing and awwing as their hungry eyes feasted upon the oversized member.
"Oh my goodness!" Elle exclaimed, her blue eyes bulging at the sight of Kyle's dick.
"It's huge!" Chloe added.
"Mmhmm," Taylor agreed. "We've lucked out here, girls."
They really had. Kyle's cock was truly enormous; ten inches long and girthy beyond belief. Thick, juicy veins ventured up and down the shaft, while the head swelled like a big pink mushroom top; a glob of precum pooling in the open tip.
"What do you girls say we take this dick somewhere a little more comfortable?" Taylor suggested, giving the dong a light stroke as she addressed her two friends.
"Lead the way, Taylor," Chloe replied.
The girls walked hand in hand toward the black leather sofas; Elle gripping Kyle by the cock and leading him behind like a dog on a leash. Taylor pushed Kyle down onto the couch, standing over him like a sexy mistress as the girls encircled him once more. Elle and Chloe climbed up onto the sofa and knelt either side of him; Fanning on his left, Moretz to his right, as Taylor knelt on the floor at his feet.
Chloe stroked his cock; her soft, velvety paw roaming up and down his dick in expertly timed strokes. Elle unbuckled his belt; the horny actress yanking the leather strap free from its fabric loops like a dominatrix with a whip. Kyle kicked off his shoes as Taylor tugged down his pants; the horny blonde pulling the garments down his muscular legs and past his feet before tossing them aside.
Kyle sat atop the comfy black couch, nude from the waist down. His dick stood tall and rigid like a skin skyscraper, his heavy, shaven balls draping down and trailing across the leather seat cover. Taylor reached out to fondle the bellboy's nuts; the naughty singer rolling the spunk-filled gonads around her fingers like big flesh marbles.
As Taylor played with the balls, her friends got to work on the cock, and no sooner had Kyle's pants been removed, had the fair-haired duo leaned over him; wrapping their glossy pink lips around his bulging dickhead. Chloe and Elle licked and sucked at the prickcrown like they were sharing a popsicle; their soft wet tongues flicking back and forth across one another as they lapped at the swollen head.
While her friends worked the dick, Taylor took care of the balls. She fed them into her mouth one by one; sucking on each of the big, cum-churning orbs like they'd been dipped in honey, slathering them in her spittle before moving onto the next. By now, Chloe and Elle had moved onto the shaft. Both ladies wrapped their lips around the base of the penis; their twin sets of plump, juicy dickpleasers pressing together with Kyle's giant wang sandwiched in between. The girls guided their mouths up and down the length of his shaft; their soft, pouty lips moving in perfect synchronicity as they teamed up on the lengthy cock.
Kyle was on cloud nine. He could scarcely believe what he was seeing. Three girls; world famous singers and film stars no less, were gathered at his crotch, sharing his dong like a vanilla malt. He thought he'd died and gone to heaven. The bellboy picked up his phone from the armrest and opened Snapchat. He held the phone aloft and shot a photo of the three A-list beauties tag-teaming his dick. He punched in the caption: how's your Saturday going? [followed by an aubergine and three girl emojis] and hit post.
As Chloe and Elle shared his penis, their asses stuck up in the air invitingly on either side. Kyle set down his phone and reached out and grabbed them; squeezing and caressing two handfuls of peachy round ass as he enjoyed the threeway suckjob. By now, Chloe and Elle were making out; Moretz stroking the girthy cock as they locked their luscious lips. With his dick now free, Taylor released Kyle's balls from her mouth; gripping the oversized dong firmly at the base and wrapping her lips around the swollen head. Chloe and Elle broke from their kiss; the girls impressed by their friend's ferocity, as she took hold of that thick, meaty prong and made it hers.
"Ooh yeah, you get that dick, Taylor!" Chloe exclaimed.
"Show that cock who's boss, girl!" Elle added, both girls grinning from ear to ear as their celebrity pal sucked down the lengthy fleshpole.
Indeed, Taylor was doing just that and more. The randy popstar held the girthy prick at the base- her head little more than a pretty blonde blur as she worked her pouty lips up and down the shaft. Chloe and Elle could do little more than watch on; the fair-haired duo gawking listlessly as their girlfriend feasted on the fat, long cock like it was her last meal.
Taylor was going at Kyle's dick like a seasoned pornstar. She slurped and sucked, drooled and slobbered; coating the oversized member in volumes upon volumes of slick, wet saliva along the way. Kyle cooed and groaned; his eyes glazing over as he was sucked almost unconscious by the lusty singer. Finally, Taylor came up for a breather; leaving the lengthy dong twitching, throbbing and dripping with spit in her wake.
"Wow, Taylor!" Chloe gushed. "You sucked the hell outta that dick!"
"Mmhmm," Taylor agreed, wiping a mess of saliva from her skilled mouth. "Now I wanna suck something else out of this dick," she added with a smirk. "Here, why don't you girls help me?"
She wrapped her dainty hand around the base once more, angling the girthy penis in Chloe's direction. The young actress didn't need a second invitation. She enveloped the big, bulging head with her lips, guiding the glossy pink pair up and down the shaft; bobbing her head and sucking the giant dong with equal gusto to that of her popstar counterpart.



Kyle was amazed. There seemed no end to the oral talents this trio of A-list beauties possessed. There was simply no way for the young porter to determine which of the three worked his dick the best and as his girthy cock was passed onto Elle, the handsome bellboy was almost overwhelmed by the sheer wealth of skills and tricks performed by the trio of all-star sucksluts!
They tongued at his dickhole, encircled his head with their tongues, lapped at the underside and licked up and down the shaft from base to tip. They spat, slathered and drooled, sucked, slurped, stroked, jerked and sucked some more; the girls reeling off more oral techniques than a band of Times Square hookers. And it didn't stop there. Still the girls continued to hand the dick back and forth, from Taylor, to Chloe, to Elle and back again; each of the randy celebs taking the opportunity to suck the big, long cock right down to the balls before it was passed onto the next.
But regardless of the volume of pornstar-grade tricks bestowed upon his lengthy penis, Kyle held strong. In fact, he'd undergone enough impressive oral techniques from the blonde-haired beauties to have even the most devout of homosexuals spewing their spunk, but the young man had made it through unscathed. However, the girls weren't finished yet and as the bellboy sat atop the plush leather couch, recovering from the latest spell of ruthless cock slurping, Taylor pointed at him with a lengthy nailed finger; letting the chiseled youth know how she wanted him next.
"You," she said, with the authoritative tone of a sexy school teacher, "stand up."
Kyle did as he was told lest he face the consequences (and Lord only knew what they might be!), and rose to his feet before the horny celebs. The ladies gathered around him; a trio of A-list sluts kneeling at his feet. Three sets of pretty eyes ranging from emerald green to sapphire blue gazed up at him as they prepared for the final act of their world class blowjob.
"Come on, girls," Taylor smirked. "Let's make this dick explode!"
Taylor positioned herself directly in front of Kyle, with Elle on her right and Chloe to her left. Taylor engulfed the porter's swollen dickhead with her shiny pink lips and looked up at him; the randy songstress staring a hole through his well-muscled frame as she sucked his giant rod. While Taylor handled the crown, Chloe and Elle took care of the shaft. The horny duo wrapped their soft, pouty lips around the base of Kyle's dong and worked them back and forth along the length of his wand.
Kyle picked up his phone and snapped a second picture of the girls going threes up on his cock; Taylor's stark blue eyes staring straight down the camera lens as she serviced him. He posted the image on Snapchat with the caption: still going strong [followed by two bicep emojis] and tossed his phone back onto the couch.
By now, the ladies were covering every inch of his lengthy penis. Taylor was bobbing her head at a frankly alarming rate of knots; the lusty singer sucking the dick right down to around mid-shaft, while her two young girlfriends took care of the rest. Elle reached up to fondle Kyle's balls; feeling a big, thick cumwad brewing in the spit-slicked orbs as she and Chloe shared his throbbing cock.
Kyle started to tremble from head to toe. He'd more than held his own throughout the duration of the epic suck sesh. Indeed, the young porter had stood strong amid a vicious onslaught from not one, not two, but three showbiz sluts; retaining his seed throughout countless tag team tonguings and shared threeway sucklings that would have seen lesser mortals blowing their beans in a matter of seconds. But now, after 30 solid minutes of world class oral from a trio of randy celebs, Kyle could hold back no longer.
"I'm gonna cum!" he panted by way of warning.
Taylor removed the long, twitching cock from her mouth, jerking the spit-slathered shaft as she addressed her A-list chums. "Ready, girls?" she grinned. "Sounds like it's time for our reward!"
Chloe sucked on Kyle's balls; the randy blonde feeling the creamy spunk load churning away in the plum-sized gonads as she drenched them in her spittle. Elle was spitting and drooling over the bellboy's cock; adding yet more lubricant to the dripping wet shaft as Taylor beat him off.
"Come on, big boy," Taylor purred, pausing to lick at the porter's winking dickhole, "blow that load! Give us all that hot fucking cum!"
Kyle could feel his dong pulsing in Taylor's hand. He breathed heavily, his burly chest rising and falling rhythmically as every pass of her soft, manicured paw brought him closer and closer to the point of eruption. He clenched his fists, his balls brewing and churning, his cock throbbing, twitching, pulsing until...
"UUUGH!! FUUUUUCK!!" he bellowed, his dick going off like a fireman's hose; the lengthy member expelling enough fluid to extinguish the Boston Fire.
Taylor parted her pouty lips; catching the flying cumwad in her mouth like a performing seal. It was a load of almost unfathomable volume; the copious wad of semen damn near filling her pretty pink mouth to the brim.
"Oh my goodness!" Elle gasped. "That's a lot of cum!"
"Gimme that load, Taylor!" Chloe demanded to the singer's left. "I want to taste that creamy spunk!"
Chloe assumed the position; her head tipped back, lips agape in wait of the hot load. Taylor leaned over, pursing her lips as she spat the thick, off white jizzwad straight into her friend's mouth. And that was merely the beginning. Indeed, the girls spent a good few minutes passing the cum back and forth like some kind of precious liquid; spitting it out and catching it in their mouths like a dog with a frisbee.
Kyle watched on; the handsome bellboy panting like he'd swam the English Channel, as the showbiz trio swapped his spunk back and forth like Pass the Liquid Parcel. He gathered his phone once more. The young porter snapped one final picture of Taylor and Chloe making out; a thick drop of spunk slopping out from between their conjoined lips and landing in Elle's waiting mouth. He posted it with the tag: and I'm spent [followed by three splashing emojis], and pulled on his boxers.
Kyle was tugging on his jeans, the girls still passing his cum back and forth when the penthouse door swung open. Stood in the doorway were Carrie Underwood and her country and western pals; each of them wearing equally sultry grins as they looked on at the scene before them.
"Well, well," said Carrie, wheeling her designer suitcase behind her as she strolled into the luxury suite, "looks like you sluts got started without us!"
*
The penthouse suite on the top floor of the Windsor Park hotel in downtown Nashville was abuzz with excited chatter and the clinking of glasses as Taylor Swift, Carrie Underwood and their respective bands of glamorous showbiz friends mingled in the spacious lounge. Both celebrity troops had travelled to the luxury 5-star hotel in the backs of stretch limos and the cabins of private jets. They'd eaten and drank, smoked and snorted for damn near the entire journey; sucking or jerking off any handsome pilot, limo driver or hotel employee that got in their way.
Finally, and the better part of two hours behind schedule, they'd reached their destination; the girls convening in the plush penthouse living quarters as the party got underway. The ladies were gathered at the lavish buffet and overstocked bar; chatting and laughing, talking and gossiping; discussing everything from managers to manicures and knocking back seafood hors d'oeuvres and glasses of French champagne as they went.
Taylor had put Kyle, the young bellboy, back to work, moving her friends' designer suitcases into the bedrooms; a task which, due to the expensive luggage's considerable weight, looked like it make take him a while to complete. As he got to it, Taylor and her A-list pals moved to the couches; taking countless bottles of liquor and pound after pound of weed and cocaine with them as they took to the three seater sofas. The girls sat around a long glass coffee table; the gleaming surface covered with champagne glasses, cocktail glasses, lowball, highball and shot glasses, lush green herbs and dozens of multicoloured pills.
They rolled joints and cut up mounds of coke with golden credit cards, downing champagne, cocktails and shooters as they went; working their way through every long and short drink known to man along the way. Pina Coladas, Singapore Slings, Mojitos, Screwdrivers. Applejacks, G&Ts, rum and cokes, vodka Red Bulls, Irish Monsters. They drank them all and more; punctuating each beverage with a shot of tequila or bourbon for good measure.
As the liquor flowed, the conversation moved into more risque territory, and it wasn't long before the ladies' sexual exploits were the main topic of discussion. The music blaring from all four corners of the room drowned out much of what the girls were saying, but Kyle did pick up the odd half-sentence here and there, and as he heaved the designer luggage across the luxury suite, Taylor and her celebrity chums exchanged X-rated tales like pornstars at a dinner party.
"...and I gotta tell you ladies, he was hung like a bison!" said one girl.
"...next thing I knew he was pounding my asshole like a jackhammer!" declared another.
"...her bedsheets were soaked by the time we were done. It was her own fault, I told her I was a squirter!"
"...it was thicker than a baseball bat!"
"...we were swapping cum like birthday presents!"
"...one in my pussy, one in my ass and another balls deep in my mouth!"
And on and on; each and every anecdote met with hysterical laughter and loud whoops and cheers from the surrounding starlets. After a solid hour of alcohol, cocaine and marijuana consumption, things started to get a little wild. One by one, the girls climbed up onto the coffee table; taking their turns to take centre stage as they danced for their encircled friends. The ladies pranced across the long, glass table; their stiletto heels and expensive high top sneakers knocking tumblers both empty and full to the floor in the process.
They twerked, ground and gyrated like strippers; moving to the beat and shedding their designer clothes as they went. Some even hopped down and leant over the coffee table; thrusting their supple round asses into the air and shaking them frantically for those watching. Kyle couldn't believe what he was seeing. The young porter had long since finished his task but had stuck around to watch the show. After all, who in their right mind wouldn't?
By this point the girls were giving each other lapdances; squeezing each others tits and slapping one another on the butt. Someone had gathered a bowl of halved strawberries and a tube of whipped cream from the buffet table, and everywhere Kyle looked, pop and country singers alike were putting the erotic food items to use. Jana Kramer and Hailee Steinfeld were sharing strawberries; the brunette duo sucking down the freshly picked fruit until their lips pressed together, then making out as they savoured the succulent red flesh.
Miley Cyrus squirted two neatly coiled pyramids of whipped cream atop Maren Morris' stiff pink nipples, before licking and sucking them clean; the sweet white goo smearing suggestively across her full, pouty lips as she did so. Elsewhere, Selena Gomez and Cassadee Pope placed strawberry halves into glasses of champagne; intertwining their toned, beach tanned arms as they chugged the expensive booze.
Girls were making out and feeding one another strawberries left, right and centre. Taylor Swift and Jana Kramer. Elle Fanning and Carrie Underwood. While those not kissing were tonguing up globs of whipped cream from any stretch of fragrant, moisturised flesh that took their fancy. Kyle didn't know where to look; the bellboy's big, tender penis swelling and stiffening in his pants once more as he watched the scene unfold.
Unsurprisingly, the ladies had no objections to Kyle sticking around to watch; some even shooting the young man flirty looks over their friends' shoulders as they made out passionately before him. Finally, after a lot more kissing and with the handsome porter pitching a fresh tepee in his navy suit pants, Carrie Underwood looked up from Chloe Moretz's beach bronzed chest, having just licked up half a tube of whipped cream from her perky B cup tits. She looked across at Kyle; lapping up the excess cream from her lips as she addressed him from across the room.
"Are you gonna stand over there all evening, sweetie?" she asked, her voice carrying a sultry, cat-like purr as she gazed longingly at the chiseled young hunk. "Or are you gonna come over here and make yourself useful?"
*
Kyle was sat atop a comfy three seater sofa, naked as the day he was born. His navy blue bellboy's uniform had been all but torn from his person by a pack of horny celebrities not five minutes before. Stradling the young man was Selena Gomez; her arms wrapped around his hulk-like shoulder blades, her pretty face lit up like a Christmas tree as she hopped and bounced atop his thick, lengthy cock.
The slick, bubblegum-pink lips of Selena's pussy journeyed up and down Kyle's girthy dong like a glass elevator; her snug little snatch leaving a glistening layer of sugary-sweet fluids coating the girthy shaft with each pass. A chorus of moans and groans escaped her soft, pouty lips as she rode his dick; the light, feminine coos synching perfectly with the *SLAP* *SLAP* *SLAP* of her peachy round ass as it clattered repeatedly with his thighs.
Women surrounded the young porter from all angles. A rotating cast of randy A-listers knelt at his thighs, gobbling at his swollen balls, while others took turns to prize his cock from the vice-like grip of Selena's twat; sucking the oversized member clean before returning it from whence it came.
Others knelt beside him on the plush leather couch or stood behind; reaching over the backrest and pawing at the musclebound stud like kids at a petting zoo. Smooth, dainty hands roamed up and down his arms and across his chest; squeezing and caressing his bulging biceps and hard, slab-like pectorals, while neatly manicured fingers explored his thick blonde locks, making a mess of his carefully styled hairdo. They licked Kyle's torso, kissed his neck and nippled on his earlobes; taking every available opportunity to make out with the chiseled hunk or lock lips with Selena as she bounced on his girthy cock.
Selena rode the handsome bellboy like a bitch from hell; guiding her moist pink pussy lips right up to the head with each pass, before dropping back down, burying all ten of his thick, veiny inches deep in the recesses of her cunt. She locked her hands around his neck or pressed down on his abs like she was completing a set of press ups; violently bucking and gyrating her hips as she tamed his giant prong.
Every so often, Kyle took control; gripping Selena's beach bronzed buttcheeks and driving his cock up into her. As he did so, the girls at his feet took turns to tongue at her asshole, making the lusty latina squeal in ecstasy as she was banged out from below. Selena's athletic body tensed from head to toe. Her pussy clenched Kyle's dick like she was trying to choke the life out of it. His cock throbbed uncontrollably in the darkest depths of her twat as she came time and again over the girthy fleshbeast.
"Yes! Yes! Fuck me!" she screamed. "Fuck me with that fat fucking cock!"
And fuck her he did. In fact, the burly young hunk was giving her all had; showing the randy A-lister little mercy as he ploughed her ballsdeep with his lengthy prick. Every thrust into the depths of her tight, piping hot snatch made his dick twitch and pulse, his spit slicked balls brewing with a fresh load of thick, creamy spunk in no time at all.
Before long, the feel of Selena's warm, velvet soft twat wrapping around his tender wang was too much for the well-muscled porter and every now and again he reached down to yank it free; grabbing the dripping schlong at the base and instructing any celebrity slut within spitting distance to suck it clean. And they did so with aplomb. In fact, damn near every sex-crazed starlet in the luxury suite guzzled at his cock like it had been glazed in jam; the coating of Selena's saccharine-sweet cunt juices only heightening their desire for his oversized dong.
At one point, Miley Cyrus was slurping so ruthlessly at his cock that Kyle nearly lost his load straight down her throat; the bellboy soon realising that the ladies' mouths were no safer an environment for his pulsing dong than Selena's pussy had been. As such, the young porter returned his dick to Selena's pussy; treating the horny popstar to one solitary thrust before prizing it free once more. He fed the sopping wet cock to anyone in eyeshot; allowing the chosen party one pass on his trembling fleshwand before returning it to the latina's pussy once more.
Lips and tongues roamed up and down Kyle's dong in their twos and threes everytime he pulled it from Selena's gash. Pop and country stars alike slurped at his girthy schlong or tongued at his prickhole, while a host of A-list beauties suckled on his big, spunk-churning balls. Once his cock had sufficiently settled, he returned it to Selena's twat; the horny songstress quickly picking up from where she left off.
"You like me bouncing on your cock like that, huh?" she purred, her long nails digging into his chest as she rode astride the supine stud.
Selena bucked and writhed atop the handsome bellboy like she was taming a bucking bronco; every muscle that made up her taut, toned midsection flexing and popping as she hopped up and down on his lengthy rod. Kyle began to tremble from head to toe; the popstar's ultra-tight, burning hot pussy nigh on milking his oversized cock like a seasoned farmhand.
He attempted to pull his dick free, hoping to employ the same trick as before so he could retain his brewing load for a few more precious minutes. This time, however, Selena was having none of it, and the randy singer sat atop the young man's lap with a mother bird; clamping down so tightly on his hips with her muscular thighs that it would take the strength of an Olympic weightlifter to prize her off.
Selena's friends whooped and cheered in encouragement as the latina ground and squirmed on Kyle's lap like a woman possessed; his dick throbbing and pulsing inside her like it could blow at any second. Horny starlets stroked and carressed him left, right and centre; every plump set of lips planting kisses on his neck, every moist tongue licking across his chest, every lap and suck of his low hanging ballsack bringing him closer and closer to the point of eruption.
"Fuck!" Kyle gasped. "I'm gonna blow!"
He leapt up from the couch, taking Selena with him; the pintsized popstar cradling the bellboy's athletic frame as he hoisted her into the air. He set her down on her knees atop the fluffy shag carpeting; Hailee Steinfeld and Maren Morris quickly flanking the Latin singer on both sides as Kyle jerked his twitching cock.
"Mmm, yes!" Selena cooed, fondling the young porter's oversized balls as he vigorously tugged at his throbbing prick. "Shoot that creamy spunk all over us!"
The ladies encircled Kyle like a pride of hungry lionesses; stroking and caressing nigh on every inch of his sinewy body as he pulled himself off. Jana Kramer and Elle Fanning were stood behind him; kissing his neck as their soft, lotioned hands roamed across his burly chest. Taylor Swift and Cassadee Pope squatted at his side and squeezed his muscular thighs; their expertly filed fingernails digging into the bicep-laden flesh as they did so.
Before him, Selena and Maren were making out; their slick red tongues brushing back and forth across one another as they gazed up at the musclebound stud. Beside them, Hailee was spitting and slobbering over his cock, taking breaks to tongue at his oozing dickhole as she slathered his dong in saliva. *SCHLICK* *SCHLOCK* *SCHLICK* came the sounds from Kyle's dexterous hands as he spanked his spit-slicked plank; his gaping dickhole winking with every stroke, his balls bulging with what felt like a week's worth of semen brewing inside and begging to be released.



Without further ado, he did just that; a loud "UUUUGGHHHH!!" escaping Kyle's mouth as a thick jet of off-white jism blasted from the tip of his dong. He aimed his spewing cock at every all-star slut in a three foot radius; painting no less than three pretty faces with ropes of his hot seed. A thick splodge had splattered against Hailee's cheek and across her nose, a second splashed across Maren's lips and chin, while a third hit Selena full in the face; a long streak of creamy spunk that trailed from her forehead, between her eyes, across her nose and right down to her mouth.
Loud whoops and hollers went up from all around him; every A-list spectator throughout the luxury suite cheering and awwing as the bellboy shot his epic load. And they didn't stop there. No- in a matter of seconds, half of the celebrity onlookers were on their knees; greedily lapping up the cum from their friends' faces and kissing them with their mouths covered in semen. They weren't done with Kyle yet either, not by a long shot. In fact, no sooner had the handsome porter blown his wad, were the ladies back on him; pushing him back onto the couch so the next horny starlet could take her turn.
Over the course of the next hour, every randy celeb within the penthouse walls had a go on the young stud; bucking, hopping and bouncing atop his person before handing him onto the next. Some assumed the cowgirl position; their perky tits jiggling in his face as they rode his giant rod. Others opted for the reverse variation and Kyle got to watch their shapely, round bubble butts rise and fall as they squatted on his dick. But regardless of their chosen stance, each and every one of the celebrity sluts bounced their tight slick vaginas up and down his dong like seasoned pros, cumming over the long, thick fleshwand before passing it on.
Every so often Kyle jumped up from the couch, violently stroking his massive cock and shooting a thick, creamy load in any waiting mouth or on any pretty face that took his fancy, only to be shoved straight back down and ridden into oblivion once more. And while one girl took her go on his cock, the supporting cast kept themselves busy elsewhere. They stroked and licked his chest or gobbled at his balls; some even laying down beside him and frigging themselves off as they waited for their turn.
The scene was like nothing Kyle had witnessed before. Even the dirtiest of porno movies he'd seen didn't boast but a fraction of the depravity and debauchery of this all-star orgy, and the young porter felt it only right he share his experience with the world. He whipped out his phone once more; shooting a fourth image of the A-list beauties gathered around his crotch.
Carrie Underwood's supple, beach bronzed ass was thrust out behind her; Kyle's fat, glistening cock half submerged in her tight, wet snatch as she squatted atop his sinewy frame. Chloe Moretz and Miley Cyrus were clawing at his chest; both women staring straight up at the handsome bellboy and into the camera lens, their twin sets of long, manicured nails digging into his flesh like they were scaling a cliff face.
Yet more hands roamed up and down his arms from over his shoulders, while various famous starlets could be spotted in the background; taking a break to hoover up lines of cocaine or sink a few shots before wading back into the fray. Kyle posted the image to Snapchat with the tag: no caption required [followed by two zip mouth emojis] and hit send.
Countless orgasms and numerous X-rated Snapchats later, came the turn of Jana Kramer; the singer climbing atop Kyle's dick and riding it like a cowgirl at a rodeo. She hopped and bounced on that giant wang, the lengthy member venturing deeper inside her than any that had gone before; the bulbous, golf ball-sized head touching places she hadn't thought possible and making scream out in ecstasy with each pass. Below her, Cassadee Pope was guzzling at Kyle's big, shaven balls; the randy brunette given quite a shock when her fellow country star climbed off the bellboy's cock, spraying a powerful torrent of squirt juices straight into her face as she did so.
"Uhhh! You BITCH!!" she screamed, her face drenched by her girlfriend's ladyload; the clear fluids dripping from her chin and soaking her carefully styled hair.
It had been an accident, of course, but Jana was seemingly overjoyed by her friend's misfortune; the brown-haired babe laughing raucously as her galpal sat utterly drenched at the foot of the sofa.
"Oh, I'm gonna get you for that one, slut! Come here!" Cassadee smirked, leaping up from the sodden carpet and chasing her giggling friend across the luxury suite. "Pin this bitch down!" she yelled to anyone in earshot. "I'm gonna make her pay for that shit!"
Chloe Moretz lunged at Jana as she sprinted past; gripping the singer in a bear hug and wrestling her to the carpet. The others were on her an instant; the ladies laughing and giggling like teens at a sleepover as they held her arms and legs to the floor, pinning the brunette beauty down like schoolyard bullies. The girls cleared a path for Cassadee; the country starlet standing over her girlfriend's midriff. She frigged herself wildly, shooting a fountain of girlcum into the air; the clear liquids raining down over Jana's body like an effeminate monsoon.
More girls stepped up, standing over Jana's pretty head one by one and spraying further dousings of lady liquids over her hot nude frame. Jana wriggled and writhed on the floor, screaming and laughing hysterically as a waterfall of feminine fluids lashed down on her from above.
"Yeah, you like that, bitch? Huh?" grinned Cassadee, strumming her clit and sending yet another geyser of squirt fluids pouring down over her helpless friend.
The ladies laughed and joked, playfully teasing their supine girlfriend as they sprayed her with load after load; soaking every inch of her taut, toned body along the way.
"Ladies, ladies," called a voice from behind the baying mob; it's loud, shrill tone bringing the frenzied laughter and high-pitched shrieking to an abrupt halt as the girls turned to determine its source.
"There's only one way to settle this," came Taylor Swift's voice from one of the luxury bedrooms. She marched back into the vast living space; a giant vibrating wand clutched in one hand, a long black strap-on in the other. She grinned at her gathered friends, holding the sex toys aloft like a set of trophies. "How about a squirt off?"
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30 MINUTES EARLIER
A black BMW Z4 convertible pulled up to the entrance of the Windsor Park hotel in downtown Nashville. The driver's door opened and a pair of red Converse All Stars planted themselves on the sidewalk as Hayley Williams climbed out of the luxury vehicle. She spotted a handsome young hotel employee named Jordan wandering out through the vast entrance and called him over; the southern songstress grinning coquettishly at him as she approached.
"Can I help you, Miss Williams?" he asked.
"You sure can," she replied. "I need a big, strong man to fetch my luggage from the trunk," she explained, pointing at her shiny black Beemer. "Reckon you could do that for me?"
"Right away, Miss Williams," Jordan replied, gathering the keys from the pretty punk singer as he strolled around to the rear of the vehicle.
He popped the trunk and fetched Hayley's hefty designer luggage from within, setting it down on the sidewalk as he offered the redheaded beauty further assistance.
"Would you like me to escort your luggage to your room, Miss Williams?" the young man offered, hopeful of receiving one of the 'tips' he'd seen on his buddy Kyle's Snapchat earlier that afternoon.
"That's OK," Hayley replied. "I think I'll manage. That car ain't gonna park itself though," she added, heading for the hotel entrance.
"Oh...uh...certainly, Miss Williams," said Jordan. "Leave it with me."
"And no scratches, OK?" she called back from the open doorway.
"Uh...yeah...yes, of course."
"Thank you, handsome," said Hayley, flashing the young man a teasing wink as she disappeared inside.
Jordan stared down dejectedly at the keys to the BMW; its sexy A-list owner already halfway to the reception desk, without giving him as much as a kiss on the cheek for his hard work and diligence. "Fuck," he sighed.
Hayley crossed the lobby of the lavish 5-star hotel; Jessica, the pretty young receptionist, smiling warmly in her direction as she made her approach.
"Afternoon, Miss Williams," she said. "Welcome to Windsor Park hotel. Are you with Miss Swift's party, may I ask?"
"Yes, honey," Hayley replied, leaning on the gleaming marble reception desk. "Sure am."
"Wonderful," Jessica smiled. "Miss Swift has already checked in. Let me just fetch your key card and you can go right on up."
"Thank you."
Jessica turned and fetched a keycard to the penthouse suite.
"OK, Miss Williams here's your keycard," said Jessica, placing the card on the desk. "I'm afraid our porter, Kyle, is a little tied up at the moment..."
"I'm sure he is," Hayley smirked.
The receptionist laughed nervously. "But maybe Marvin here could help you with your bags," she went on, gesturing towards a handsome black lift operator stood across the lobby beside the elevator door. "Marvin," she called, "could you show Miss Williams to the penthouse suite, please?"
"Sure, Jess," said Marvin as he approached. "Good evening, Miss Williams."
"Hi, there," Hayley replied, grinning flirtatiously at the ebony-skinned man as he strolled up to the reception desk.
She was instantly attracted to the young elevator operator; the punky redhead delighting in his dark chocolate skin, soulful brown eyes, pearly white teeth and carefully trimmed afro haircut, not to mention the chiseled athlete's frame his navy blue hotel garb was doing little to conceal. Indeed, the uniform clung to him like an overbearing parent; offering a teasing glance of the musclebound NBA power forward's body that lay within.
And Hayley wasn't the only one liking what she was seeing. Marvin, too, was in awe of the southern belle's breathtaking beauty and alluring physique; the dark-skinned hunk eyeing her hot little body like a piece of meat in a butcher's shop window. She wore a tight-fitting red and black plaid shirt and a cropped Ramones T-shirt; the skimpy outfit showing off her long, slender legs, flat, toned midriff and luscious B-cup chest in equal measure.
What's more, she was dolled up in countless dollars worth of designer cosmetics; the singer's carefully applied makeup complimenting her natural good looks and edgy rock chick style to a tee. Her hair had been freshly dyed a strong, vibrant red, her lips coated a bright shade of pink, while all manner of cherry-red shadows and black liners and mascaras brought out the emerald greens of her eyes.
"Allow me, Miss Williams," Marvin grinned, stepping forward and taking the handle of her expensive luggage in a large black mit.
"Thank you," Hayley smirked back, eyeing the young man hungrily as he started toward the plush elevator.
"Right this way."
Marvin called for the elevator and the doors slid open.
"After you," said the lift operator as he ushered Hayley inside.
He spotted the bottoms of the sexy singer's supple, round ass spheres sticking out below the hem of her plaid mini skirt as she entered; the ebony stud biting his thick lips in appreciation.
"Damn," he muttered as he followed in behind her.
Marvin pushed the button for the top floor; hotel employee and A-list songstress alike standing side by side, smirking with sexual tension as the door rolled shut.
"Going up."
*
Hayley Williams stood before Marvin's hulking, chiseled frame; her soft, dainty hands roaming across his burly chest, as the plush elevator began its ascent to the top floor of the Windsor Park hotel. Marvin had his hands on her hips; the handsome lift operator delighting in her alluring curvature as he lent in for a kiss. The pair made out passionately; their tongues encircling wildly as they locked lips with one another.
Hayley unbuttoned Marvin's double breasted jacket; the young black man sliding it down his arms as they made out. She ran a hand up his left arm; the singer squeezing and caressing the toned appendage, enjoying the layers upon layers of rock-hard muscle that made up his bulging biceps. Marvin reciprocated; the dark-skinned hunk sliding his hands under the hem of her teeny plaid skirt, kneading and caressing the pert cheeks of her shapely round ass.
The pair broke from their kiss; Hayley moving down to kiss her lover's neck as she unbuttoned his white dress shirt. Marvin followed suit; undoing the hook of her skimpy little skirt and sliding it down her slender legs. Hayley threw Marvin's unbuttoned shirt open like curtains on a summer's morn; revealling the stud's dark chest in all it's rippling, well-muscled glory.
She gasped at the sight of his torso. The young lift operator had the body of a Voodoo god; pecs as hard as boulders, abs carved from ebony cobblestone and arms so thick and bicep-laden they'd put most heavyweight boxers to shame. Hayley ran a paw across his upper body; the black painted tips of her fingers tracing every groove and crevice along the way. Her other hand went excitedly for his groin; her green eyes bulging as she felt the hard, impossibly large lump snaking down his muscular thigh.
"Oh my!" Hayley purred, gazing up at Marvin with a thoroughly unconvincing look of butter-wouldn't-melt innocence as she stroked his cock through his pants.
"You like that, girl?" he asked, his deep, soulful voice sending shivers through her spine as she felt him up.
"Mmhmm," she grinned, kissing the black stud once more as she rubbed his giant prick.
Marvin reached down to her crotch; the musclebound hunk sliding a finger tantalisingly across the slit of her pussy, feeling the warm, slick moisture as it oozed from her womanhood and soaked her white cotton panties. Hayley closed her eyes, groaning with lust as the burly black stud teased her sodden gash.
"Sure feels like you like it," Marvin quipped, reaching up to pull her cropped Ramones t-shirt up over her pretty head.
He dipped down to get at her breasts; fondling one of the milky white chest mounds with his dextrous hand while he tongued greedily at the other. Hayley moaned; the randy singer tilting her head back as the chiseled youth lapped eagerly at her stiff pink nipple. One hand was placed at the back of his head; her black-tipped fingers exploring his freshly barbed afro, while the other stroked his dick through his pants; feeling the oversized member grow and stiffen with each pass of her smooth, lotioned paw.
As Marvin moved onto the other breast, Hayley began to remove his pants; the horny redhead unbuckling his belt as he licked at her swollen teets. She was on cloud nine; growing wetter by the second as she unzipped Marvin's fly; her dark-skinned lover sucking on her tits like a hungry newborn.
Hayley dropped to her knees and slid her fingers under the hem of Marvin's underwear. She whipped down both his navy suit pants and checkered boxers in one swift motion. His cock shot out and flopped up and down mere inches from her face; Hayley's luscious pink lips forming a perfect O shape as she stared in amazement at the large African schlong before her.
Marvin's cock really did defy belief and seemed to extend beyond the capacity of the mere mortal. It was eleven inches in length with girth to match, veinier than a weightlifter's bicep and as black as the ace of spades. A neatly-trimmed bush of dark Afro pubes grew from the base, while a giant set of jet black balls dangled pendulously between his thighs like big flesh wrecking balls.
Hayley licked her lips upon sight of the long dark rod, gripping the oversized penis at the base and tonguing at the tip; the punk singer quickly taking care of the puddle of precum that had formed in the open slit. She wrapped her lips around Marvin's swollen dickhead; her dainty hands beginning to roam up and down the girthy shaft, the randy songstress looking up at the young lift operator as she sucked his monster cock.
"Yeah, get that dick, white girl," Marvin cooed, his thick African lips puckering in delight as Hayley worked him over.
By now, Hayley's lips were venturing up and down his shaft in smooth, rhythmic passes; the horny redhead drooling and slobbering over every fat black inch along the way. Thick, wet strands of spittle smeared across the underside of Marvin's dong and dripped onto the floor; a puddle of the singer's saliva pooling by her knees as she sucked the oversized dick.
Hayley was having the time of her life; the pop-punker slurping and sucking at the thick dark schlong like a dog with a bone, spitting and drooling lovingling over every veiny, coal-black inch as she went. Marvin, too, was receiving more than his fair share of pleasure from the interracial suckjob. Hayley's expert mouth and soft, lotioned hands caressed every nerve in his long chocolate dong, his girthy prick twitching and throbbing wildly as she blew him.
"Uhh!" Marvin groaned. "Yeah, baby! Suck that big black dick!"
Hayley, it turned out, needed little encouragement in that department. Indeed, she was already going at Marvin's cock like her existence depended on it; the lusty singer sucking and slurping at the thick African meat like the cure to some kind of life-threatening illness was contained within. She stroked and jerked, drooled and slobbered; her hands, lips and tongue caressing damn near every inch of the thick schlong as she sucked the big black member inside out.
She lapped at the underside with her tongue, licked at the drooling slit, stroked the shaft and fondled the balls; Marvin's huge ebony dong twitching and pulsing in her hands as she serviced him. Marvin quivered from head to toe. Hayley had only been going at his giant black cock for a matter of minutes, but her supreme sucking skills had the dark-skinned stud teetering on the edge of eruption already.
"Shit! I'mma bust a nut!" he declared; his voice soft and breathy as he was sucked six ways from Sunday by the horny white girl.
His words were music to Hayley's ears and the randy singer retrieved Marvin's fat chocolate penis from the confines of her mouth; gazing up at him as she violently jerked the thick, spit-shined wang.
"Oooh, yeah baby!" she cooed in delight. "Gimme that thick black spunk!"
Hayley looked up at Marvin, staring a hole through the chiseled black stud as she furiously beat his long dark meat. Her mouth was agape in wait of his cum; his swollen dickhead nestled between her soft red lips, the tip of her tongue lapping at the prickhole as his giant ebony schlong pulsed and throbbed in her silken hands.
Hayley's tugjob technique was nothing short of phenomenal. Her hands roamed up and down the big dark cock in expertly timed passes; the southern songstress beating the oversized wang into submission with her smooth, lotioned mits. Marvin's sinewy black body was trembling like a California earthquake. His legs had turned to jelly; so much so that the young lift operator thought they may buckle from underneath him as he was stroked almost senseless by the lusty singer.
"Fuck!" he groaned. "Here it comes, baby! Here it...FUUUCCCKKK!!"
*
Eric closed the door to his hotel suite and crossed the pristine white hallway; his wife, son and daughter following behind as he headed for the elevator door. All four were kitted out from head to toe in Minnesota Wild merchandise as they headed off to their team's early evening face off with the Nashville Predators.
"Who's excited?" asked Eric as he called for the elevator with the push of a button.
"I am! I am!" replied his two young children in perfect unison, leaping with joy at the prospect of a vital win on the road for their beloved club.
"Me too," Eric replied, as the lift stopped with a loud ding. "We're gonna smash those damn Pred..." he went on, trailing off as the door slid slowly open, his jaw falling slack as the scene from within the plush elevator unveiled itself before his waiting family.
A well-muscled black man stood tall in the luxury elevator; utterly nude save for his polished brogues and the navy blue pants pooled around his ankles. Squatted before the ebony stud was a pretty young redhead; instantly recognisable to Eric's daughter as singer Hayley Williams. She was almost as scantily clad as her dark-skinned counterpart; wearing little more than a pair of white panties, the outline of her hungry, cotton-devouring cameltoe clearly visible through the sodden undergarments.
Clutched in Hayley's smooth, dainty hands was the black man's long chocolate cock. The randy songstress squeezed out the last few drops of semen from the wide open tip, her gaping mouth already filled near to the brim with what looked to be a week's build up of thick African seed. The pair looked across at the gawking family; Marvin panting heavily as he recovered from his thunderous ejaculation. Hayley closed her lips; winking cheekily at Eric's young daughter as she swallowed the creamy load of rich black spunk in a single mouthful.
"Ugh...we'll take the stairs," said Eric, grabbing his two children and leading them hastily away from the unexpected interracial peep show.
Eric's wife remained rooted to the spot; the pretty blonde MILF staring listlessly at the giant ebony penis clasped in Hayley's soft, lotioned hands.
"Come on, Amanda!" Eric snapped, gripping his wife by the arm and hauling her away as the elevator door slid shut.
The door closed and the lift continued up to the penthouse suite.
"Damn, girl," Marvin exclaimed, reaching down to pull up his navy suit pants, "you sucked the hell out of my dick!"
"Mmhmm," Hayley agreed, "I sure did. But I hope you're not wanted downstairs anytime soon," she went on, "'cause I ain't done with you yet!"
*
The thin wooden door did little to quell the noise coming from the maintenance room on the top floor of the Windsor Park hotel, and the series of orgasmic moans and groans emanating from within could be clearly discerned by any passerby. Once the elevator had reached the top floor of the luxury hotel, Hayley Williams tugged on her discarded clothing and grabbed the young lift operator Marvin by the shaft of his long black penis. She led him out into the hallway, quickly finding the nearest room that wasn't locked and slipping inside.
Inside the top floor maintenance room, Hayley was laid back atop a small table. Her short plaid skirt had been hiked up around her flat, toned midriff, her cropped Ramones t-shirt had been pulled up, exposing her creamy white B-cup tits. Her legs were spread; her white cotton panties dangling precariously from the collar of a red Converse All-Star. Her pretty face was lit up like the Fourth of July, a small, dainty hand placed atop Marvin's head; her black-tipped fingers digging into the tightly curled buds of his neatly trimmed afro as the dark-skinned hunk busied himself between her thighs.
Hayley was in seventh heaven; a series of loud, impassioned coos and light, breathy cuss words escaping her soft pink lips as her pussy was eaten out like never before. Indeed, Marvin was doing quite the job between her legs; the black stud putting every man that went before to shame as he tongued expertly at her pulsing clit. In fact, his cunilingual prowess seemed to extend beyond those of Taylor Swift and Hayley's other celebrity pals; a gang of sex-crazed sluts whose epic rug-munching skills made even the most experienced of girl-girl only pornstars look like rank amateurs in comparison.
Marvin's thick African lips were pursed around Hayley's clit, his skilled tongue flicking back and forth masterfully across the stiff red flesh; every brush of his long, moist pussy pleaser sending jolts of pleasure through her tight, toned frame. Two fingers probed her gash; the dextrous brown digits venturing deep into her nether regions, the tips bothering her g-spot with every pass he took. Hayley was horny beyond belief; the punk singer oozing her womanly secretions like sap from a conifer. Indeed, her pussy juices were going everywhere by this stage; the saccharine-sweet fluids coating her thighs, Marvin's lips and his long, skilled fingers as he went to town on her dripping twat.
"Yes, baby!" Hayley groaned. "Eat that fucking pussy!"
Her words, of course, fell on deaf ears. Marvin had been munching on her gash like it was his last meal for the better part of fifteen minutes and was clearly in little need of encouragement; the ebony youth showing no signs of letting up as he probed her deeper with his dextrous digits and tongued harder and faster at her throbbing clit.
"Fuck, you're gonna make me cum like that!" Hayley cooed, pawing at her perky breasts as she was eaten into ecstasy by the well-built black man.
She reached down to grab Marvin's head; the southern songstress holding him so firmly between her thighs that the young stud couldn't escape if he wanted to. He scoffed greedily at her dripping cunt; her sweet, sugary girlcum dripping down his chin as he did so. Hayley closed her eyes. Her slender body quivered from head to toe, a steady stream of mewls and groans passing her pretty pink lips as she was tongued to orgasm by the dark-skinned hunk.
"Mmm," she murmured, "I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna...FUUUCCCKKK!" she screamed, her body trembling, her cute face contorting in all kinds of unseemly ways as a wave of intense orgasmic pleasure tore through her.
Hayley breathed heavily; the pop-punker overwhelmed by the sheer wealth of ecstasy her ebony counterpart was capable of administering with his tongue alone. Marvin rose to his feet, his lips coated with Hayley's lady liquids; the randy singer strumming her throbbing clit as the black stud unzipped his navy pants. He reached inside and produced his cock once more; Hayley gasping with delight upon fresh sight of the flesh behemoth.
The southern belle had had more than her fair share of run-ins with oversized genitalia in her time, but a cock this big came as a shock even to her. In fact, Hayley surmised that, even if she saw the fat ebony penis on a daily basis, she still wouldn't have grown fully accustomed to it's sheer magnitude. It's immense length and unfathomable girth, it's network of thick, juicy veins, the size and weight of his giant black balls, not to mention the volume and density of the rich African spunk contained within; the sheer, almost impossible blackness of the thing. It made the guys in the pornos she watched look like they were packing the phallus of a prepubescent boy by way of comparison, and had her tight white pussy oozing and quaking for more.



"You ready for this dick, girl?" Marvin asked, holding the long black cock in his hands the way a snake handler might grasp a particularly venomous cobra.
Hayley's eyes lit up at the promise of his cock. "Yes!" she exclaimed. "Get that fucking dick inside me right now!"
Marvin didn't have to be told twice. He stepped up; rubbing the leaking tip of his thick African dong against the slick folds of her twat, teasing the horny singer briefly before pushing it inside.
"Uhhh!" Hayley groaned, her green eyes bulging as the girthy round head invaded her hot, wet cunt.
Marvin began to rock slowly, guiding his long black dick back and forth; the veiny, chocolate shaft glistening with Hayley's fluids as he worked it to and fro.
"Yeah, that's it," Hayley encouraged. "Fuck me! Fuck me with that big black cock!"
And fuck her he did. Marvin started to pick up the pace; driving his ebony penis harder and deeper into Hayley's twat with each passing stroke. Before long, his swollen brown dickhead was hitting her g-spot each time, not to mention stretching out her tight pink pussy for all it was worth; his immense length and unfathomable girth making the randy singer cry out in ecstasy on every pass.
"Yes! Yes! Fuck my pussy!" Hayley cried, reaching up to grip at Marvin's barrel chest; his unbuttoned shirt revealling his pecs in all their chiselled, sweat-shined glory.
His pants were pooled around his ankles, his bare musclebound ass going like a jackhammer as he drove all eleven of his thick, girthy inches into the deepest recesses of her cunt. By now, Hayley was cumming over and over, her effeminate fluids oozing from her gash at a frankly alarming rate; smearing across her thighs and coating Marvin's long black cock from tip to base. And still he didn't let up; the lift operator pounding her pink pussy with all he had, making the horny songstress scream and beg for more.
Before long, the duo changed up positions. Marvin gripped Hayley by the ass and hoisted her up; the burly stud lifting her into the air like she weighed but the mass of a newborn babe. His dark fingers dug into the supple white cheeks of her butt as he held her aloft. Hayley threw her arms around Marvin's hulk-like shoulder blades; her dainty hands exploring his nappy hair as he bounced her up and down on his cock.
"Oh, fuck! Yes! Yes! Yes!" Hayley gasped; the big black stud guiding her petite white body up and down his dong.
He lifted her up so high that the slick pink lips of her tight, warm pussy slid all the way to the top; so far up his gargantuan fuckstick that only the big, swollen head remained inside, before dropping her down, all the way down to the hilt; impaling the randy singer on his African cock like a head on a spike.
Hayley was on cloud nine. She was no stranger to a large penis by any means, but Marvin had, without a doubt, the biggest, thickest cock she had ever come across. Every time the dark-skinned hunk speared her on his long, oversized dick, it touched places she hadn't thought possible, making her cum over and over; each venture into the depths of her hot pink twat seeming to ignite a fresh orgasm from within the lusty singer.
Then, Marvin held Hayley still; the black stud bucking his hips wildly as he drove his cock up into her. He showed her little mercy; pounding his cock deep into her snatch, giving the pop-punker all he had and more, while she clung to his muscular torso for dear life. Hayley threw her head back; gazing up at the ceiling, her fingers interlocked around Marvin's neck. She cried out in tumultuous ecstasy as yet another thunderous orgasm tore through her slender body.
"Lay down," Hayley panted, her voice light and breathy as she came down from what must have been her tenth straight orgasm of the afternoon.
"Hmm?" Marvin replied, the young lift operator scarcely able to hear his light-skinned counterpart over the slapping together of their tight, toned bodies.
"Lay down," the singer repeated. "I want to ride your cock like a fucking rodeo!"
Marvin did as instructed; sitting down atop the wooden table and taking Hayley with him; his thick African dong still embedded within the depths of her pussy. He lay back and Hayley got into position. She planted her Converse on the surface of the table; leaning back in an impressive crab-like stance, her hands either side of his legs. She began to rock up and down on his dick, feeling it pulse and throb inside her with every pass she took.
"Oh, shit!" Marvin exclaimed, impressed by the singer's grace and agility as she rode his monstrous cock.
Though Hayley's poise and dexterity weren't the only things to have caught the young man's eye through the duration of their interracial fuck session. In fact, there seemed no end to the redheaded starlet's abilities in the bedroom and she had exhibited more skills in the art of dick-taking than even than a Times Square hooker. She gave lead like a seasoned pro and had the endurance and stamina to go toe to toe with even the most well-built of horse-hung muscle studs.
Many a wealthy hotel patron had tried in vain to tame Marvin and his long dark penis, most baulking upon first invasion of the black behemoth; running back to their needle-dicked husbands with their tails between their legs after little more than the head of his giant African schlong had entered them. Hayley, though, had done nothing of the sort; the horny singer taking his dick from all angles like a champ, cumming on it, cumming again and then cumming some more, all the while screaming and begging for more like a woman possessed.
Hayley hopped and bounced atop Marvin's cock; the randy redhead performing perfectly formed squats atop his muscular frame, guiding her tight pink twat right down to the base and back again; her pussy oozing its slick warm fluids over every inch of the oversized fucktool as she went.
"God damn!" Marvin sighed; the young man cooing like a wounded animal as Hayley's snug, wet pussy clenched and squeezed his cock like a soft pink vice.
"Yeah, you like that pussy, huh?" Hayley grinned back devilishly; leaning forward into the cowgirl position and bouncing on Marvin's dick like a bucking bronco.
He did like that pussy. He liked it a lot. Hayley's vagina was tight, soft and moist, not to mention burning hot like a furnace. Everything a good pussy should be, and as Hayley bucked and writhed atop his chiseled frame, Marvin could feel her slick, ultra tight twat gripping his dick like a clamp; the hot pink hole threatening to milk every ounce of semen from his big black balls at a moment's notice.
"Oh, fuck!" Marvin panted. "I'm gonna cum!"
His words were music to Hayley's ears, and she bounced faster and harder atop his oversized dick; the lusty songstress hell bent on coaxing another thick, creamy load from his nuts. Marvin could feel her doing just that. His dick was throbbing and pulsing, his balls churning with a second helping of rich, virile semen. Without warning, he leapt up from his supine position, taking his white counterpart with him and lowering her quickly to the floor
Hayley dropped to her knees as Marvin stroked his pounding cock. She reached out to fondle his balls; feeling the second creamy spunkwad brewing in the giant black orbs as she looked up at him, her pretty face screwed with want and desire.
"Yeah, cum for me, baby!" she encouraged. "Shoot that thick load over my face!"
Marvin's dick quivered and quaked as Hayley squeezed and kneaded his balls. His hand was little more than a black blur as he beat his pounding prick; stroking, jerking violently until...
"UHHHHH!!"
A thick load of cum, every bit as hot and creamy as the first shot out from the hole of his dick; splattering across Hayley's face like blood on a bludgeon, plastering her cute features in streaks of warm spunk.
"Oh, wow!" she exclaimed. "That dick of yours sure can go off, huh?"
"Yes...huh...yes, Miss Williams," Marvin panted; the burly lift operator overcome by the sheer force of his ejaculate.
Hayley scooped up a dollop of cum onto her index finger; slipping the black-tipped digit into her mouth and sucking it clean.
"Mmm, yummy!" she murmured. "Right, I better be going," she declared. "The girls will be wondering where I am."
The pair dressed and reconvened in the hallway; Marvin wheeling Hayley's expensive suitcase as they approached the door to the penthouse suite. Hayley fed her keycard into the slot and pushed open the door. As the portal eased open, a loud chorus of effeminate moans and groans could be heard from within, and with the door ajar Marvin caught a glimpse of what was going on inside. A mass of toned and sweat-shined feminine bodys were intertwined atop the plush leather sofas; a multitude of long, brightly coloured sex toys penetrating vaginas and assholes alike as some kind of wild, all-star orgy was in full flow inside the luxury suite.
Marvin's eyes bulged as he watched the celebrity fuckfest unfold; a rampant band of world famous actresses and chart topping singers dildoing one another to a series of violent, cum-spraying orgasms. Hayley stopped in the doorway, taking her luggage from Marvin as he gawked listlessly at the A-list orgy unfolding beyond.
"Thanks for the help, handsome," she said, giving him a light pat on the cheek. "Now run along," she added. "Nothing to see here!"
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Hayley Williams wheeled her suitcase into the luxury penthouse suite, finding her band of celebrity gal pals in a number of compromising positions atop the plush leather sofas. Elle Fanning was sprawled out on her back; the bejewelled tip of a metal buttplug poking out from her tight pink asshole, while she held a huge vibrating wand to her clit. Laid out beside her was Selena Gomez; the lusty latina rubbing her pulsing bud while Jana Kramer drilled her butthole with a thick black strap on.
Carrie Underwood was laid back on the adjacent couch; her legs spread as far apart as her intense yoga training would allow, while Miley Cyrus sat next to her, fingerfucking the country slut's sopping wet cunt like there was no tomorrow. Beside them, Hailee Steinfeld and Cassadee Pope were knelt ass to ass; their peachy, round butts clattering together as they anally shared a long double ended dildo.
Hayley closed the door behind her. She stood before the swirling mass of sweaty, naked bodies; sex toys of all shapes, sizes and colours probing every orifice imaginable, a loud refrain of orgasmic moans and screams filling the expanse of the room.
"Ahem," she said, clearing her throat as she lingered by the doorway.
There was no response. The chorus of coos and groans, not to mention the loud din of an army of vibrators all buzzing at once drowned out her subtle utterance.
"Ahem!" she repeated, louder this time, but still to no avail.
"AHEM!" she sounded a third time, this time drawing a few turned heads from the gang of horny celebs fucking each other rampantly in the centre of the room.
Taylor Swift looked up from between her thighs, where Maren Morris was tonguing wildly at her swollen clit.
"Hayley!" she exclaimed excitedly. "You made it!"
"Mmhmm," Hayley grinned in response. "Though it looks like you got started without me," she added, shedding her clothes as she marched valiantly toward the five piece suite. She grabbed a big flesh coloured strap on from the glass coffee table and held it aloft. "I think I'm gonna have to make you pay for that!"
And so the orgy raged on. The girls were gathered at the five piece suite, fingering, fucking and dildoing each other to a string of powerful ogasms; spraying gallon after gallon of squirt fluids across the table at one another like some kind of perverse water fight. Chloe Moretz was laid back atop a comfy leather sofa; the blonde actress exhibiting all the suppleness and flexibility of an Olympic gymnast as she tucked her expensive stiletto heels behind her ears. Carrie Underwood was knelt beside her; plundering Chloe's tight little anus with a long purple dildo, the fair-haired starlet violently strumming her clit until she squirted like a firehose over those on the adjacent couch.
Meanwhile, Elle Fanning was holding a large vibrating wand to Jana Kramer's throbbing pink clit; the country singer fingerfucking her asshole as she sprayed her girlcum like a top of the range Super Soaker. Maren Morris was sat with her legs akimbo; the randy brunette holding a bullet vibrator to her clit as Selena Gomez fed a string of thick pink anal beads into her ass. Cassadee Pope was sat in a plush leather armchair; a bright purple dildo strapped to her waist, gripping Miley Cyrus' shapely round ass as she bounced up and down on the big plastic prick.
And on and on it went. The girls used every kind of marital aid on God's green earth to stimulate any clit or fuck any orifice within spitting distance. Actresses, country and pop singers alike blasted their lady loads across the penthouse suite as they were brought to orgasm by a whole host of exotic plastic toys. The ladies were dripping from head to toe as load after load of effeminate squirt juice sprayed across their hot nude bodies; their expensively styled hair wet and matted with a cocktail of sweat and girlcum.
Taylor Swift found herself on all fours in the doggystyle position, with her good pal Hayley Williams knelt behind her. Hayley had two handfuls of Taylor's hair; the punk singer using the silky blonde locks as reigns while she ploughed her friend's snug little asshole with her big flesh-toned strap on. Carrie Underwood had assumed the face down, ass up position. Her ripe, peachy butt was thrust out invitingly for Hailee Steinfeld; the horny brunette feeding the girth of a thick black buttplug into her asshole.
Elle Fanning and Selena Gomez were laid out facing one another across a long leather couch; the randy duo bucking and grinding up and down the length of a pink double ended dildo. They kneaded their pulsing clits; the lusty starlets hosing each other down with blasts of juicy girlspunk. Next, they fed the two ends of the double headed fucktoy into their mouths; sucking them down until their twin sets of glossy pink lips met in the middle.
The all-girl orgy continued long into the afternoon; the A-list sluts frigging and fucking one another to countless orgasms, each more thunderous and brutal than the last. With the last climax achieved and the last ounce of girlcum sprayed, the ladies collapsed into a heap of nude, sweat shined bodies; every last speck of energy fucked out of their athletic, muscletoned frames.
As she lay, cradling Chloe Moretz's worn out frame in her slender, bicep-laden arms, Carrie Underwood heard her cellphone buzz on the small glass table at her side. She reached for the phone and read her new text message.
"Ooo, ladies!" she exclaimed, leaping up excitedly with renewed vim and vigor. "We better get ready, the boys will be here shortly. And trust me, girls," she went on, grinning mischievously as she addressed the room at large, "you're gonna want to get your energy back!"
*
Taylor Swift and her celebrity chums rose wearily to their feet. They headed straight for the high class buffet or the overstocked bar; grazing the expensive hors d'oeuvres, mixing vodka Red Bulls and downing Jagerbombs by the dozen in effort to regain their strength for the evening ahead.
Once their energy levels had been replenished, it was time to freshen up; the girls heading for the sparking clean bathrooms in their twos and threes. Some piled into the large walk-in showers; the ladies rubbing all manner of sweet-smelling soaps and gels across one another's beach bronzed skin, before hosing each other down with the powerful, state of the art shower heads. Others ran piping hot bubble baths; sipping glasses of vintage champagne as they shared a prolonged soak in the shiny porcelain tubs.
Next, it was time to get ready and the ladies reconvened in the luxury bedrooms, parading around in the nude as they reapplied makeup and restyled their hair; dolling themselves up for the evening's festivities. With their hair and makeup done it was time to pick out bikinis, and the girls slipped into a series of the most revealing, dental floss-thin two pieces the world had ever seen, before returning to the lounge and filing out onto the balcony.
The balcony on the top floor of the Windsor Park Hotel was every bit as luxurious as the penthouse suite itself. An Olympic-sized swimming pool sat in the centre; the ornately mosaiced pool surrounded by a ring of plush padded sunbeds and neatly varnished tables. While the girls were freshening up, the hotel staff had been hard at work; preparing the luxury balcony for an evening they'd never forget.
Two man-sized speakers had been wheeled out; Taylor's pre-made Spotify playlist blaring out through the high-tec subwoofers. A giant gas grill had been set up, with cool box after cool box of freshly butchered meat at its side. Hamburgers, sausages, chicken legs, steaks, skewers, ribs; you name it, they had it, and it didn't stop there.
Across the balcony, a long prop up table had been erected; it's wooden surface covered with a white sheet and lined with bowls of green salad, pasta salad, chicken and potato salad. Corn on the cob, potato wedges, coleslaw and guacamole. And of course, no southern cookout would have been complete without Deep South staples like collard greens, biscuits and cornbread.
And that was just the beginning. Ice buckets dotted the plush terrace; each one stocked to the brim with bottles of Budweiser, Coors Light, Heineken and Corona, cans of Modelo, Miller, Busch and PBR. While every cocktail ingredient imaginable from vodka to lime juice, rum to club soda lined the surface of a large prop up bar.
The girls took to the sunbeds; ice cool Bud Light or freshly mixed mojito in hand, passing around joints as they lounged in the early evening sun. Some headed straight for the pool; frolicking in the crystal clear waters or floating on man-sized inflatables, sipping margaritas through curly plastic straws as they drifted across the surface.
It really was a sight to behold; the luxury balcony a veritable ocean of skimpy bikini tops, wire-thin g-strings, designer sunglasses and expensive stilettos. Not to mention carefully styled hair, gleaming white teeth, shimmering pink lip gloss, beach bronzed skin, stiff, protruding nipples and panty-chewing camel toes.
Everywhere you looked Taylor Swift and her a-list pals were undressing one another, oiling each other up, swigging from a cocktail or chugging down a beer as the second phase of the wild all-star bash got underway. Jana Kramer was laid out on her front atop a long, plush sunbed, while her friend Maren Morris sat at her side; slathering every inch of her hot, athletic body in sunscreen.
Miley Cyrus helped Taylor Swift out of her skimpy, floss-thin bikini, before slathering her tits in coconut oil. Cassadee Pope was taking a lengthy hit on a large pink bong, while Hayley Williams drained a bottle of Budweiser straight from the bucket, before reaching in for another. Chloe Moretz was busying herself with a sizeable heap of cocaine; the fair-haired starlet cutting lines from the tall white mountain with her platinum credit card before snorting them up her nose with a rolled up $50.
Some of the girls were sucking on popsicles; the ladies demonstrating their various deepthroat techniques as they slurped lewdly at the phallic shaped treats. Selena Gomez seemed particularly eager to show off her oral abilities. The naughty latina sucked her popsicle right down to the stem, with little more than the thin wooden stick poking out from between her glossy pink lips as she swallowed it down. Her lewd display was met with enthusiastic applause from those watching; the pretty popstar grinning proudly as she retrieved the long cool ice pop from her mouth.
Carrie Underwood, noticing the girls were running low on tequila, headed back inside to get some more. As she crossed the luxury suite toward the overstocked bar, there was a knock at the penthouse door.
"Coming," she yelled, grabbing a bottle of tequila from the bar as she headed for the door.
Carrie hurried excitedly across the penthouse suite; the blonde songstress moving as quickly as her skinny stiletto heels would carry her, her perky B-cup titties jiggling delightfully as she went. She opened the door, grinning coquettishly as the portal eased open; revealing what can only be described as a pack of big southern studs waiting patiently in the hotel hallway.
"Hey, boys," Carrie smirked, placing a lengthy nailed finger teasingly between her pouty pink lips as she lingered in the open doorway. "Come on in."
She stepped to the side and the men filed in. There were six in total, each more handsome and musclebound than the last; the luxury suite a vast ocean of sparkling blue eyes, chiseled jawlines, carefully sculpted beards and neatly trimmed designer stubble. Not forgetting big, bulging biceps, rock hard pecs and rippling, cobblestone six packs; the guys' tight-fitting clothing offering teasing outlines of every line and contour of their impressive physiques.
Some wore denim and flannel shirts unbuttoned over a tight white tank top; the hem tucked into a pair of stonewashed skinny fits. Others rocked worn band t-shirts; the sleeves rolled up to show off their rippling muscles and colourful tattoos. Cowboy hats and backwards trucker hats perched atop freshly barbed, neatly slicked back hair, while skinny jeans bunched around ankle high leather boots.
Carrie bit her bottom lip with desire as she looked on at the gang of studs; every set of piercing blue eyes, every ultra-chiseled jawline, musclebound abdomen and long, snakelike trouser bulge causing her barely covered pussy to seep its sticky clear fluids.
"Glad you guys could make it," she declared, eyeing up each of the ripped southern hunks one by one as they gathered inside the penthouse suite. "Now," she added, "who wants to meet the girls?"
*
The burning Nashville sun beat down on the luxury balcony on the penthouse suite of the Windsor Park Hotel. Taylor Swift and her party guests, now numbering eleven scantily clad female celebrities and six burly Tennessean hunks, congregated on the plush long terrace as the popstar's big southern bash rolled on into the early evening.
Two of the men had fired up the barbecue; the chiselled Deep South studs grilling steaks and flipping burgers to perfection before serving them up to the A-list party goers. A couple more had shed their clothing, joining the ladies in the pool in little more than their tighty whities; their ever stiffening cocks testing the material of the designer undergarments to their limits as they waded into the shimmering water. The remaining pair made themselves useful at the sunbeds; their skilled, dextrous hands rubbing sunscreen and coconut oil over any stretch of the smooth feminine skin that required it.
Cocktails were drunk, beers were chugged and shots were necked. Joints were handed around, lines of coke were vacuumed up in their dozens, while brightly coloured pills were passed from tongue to tongue. Before long things started to heat up. The girls were clinging onto the nearest ripped southern hunk like their lives depended on it. A multitude of neatly manicured hands roamed up and down every muscular bronzed torso across the big plush terrace, some even venturing down to the crotch of their stonewashed jeans and vigorously groping the long erect dicks tucked away within.
Elle Fanning was sat on the edge of the pool; her long, milky white legs dangling in the shimmering water as she made out passionately with a half submerged stud. Her arms were wrapped around his broad, hulk-like shoulder blades as they locked lips; his big, rock hard cock nearly bursting clean through the thin material of his sodden boxer briefs. Over at the recliners, Hailee Steinfeld was straddling a big, bearded hunk; her lengthy nailed fingers exploring the thick, waxy strands of his carefully slicked back hair, the randy brunette lightly grinding her warm, g-string clad crotch up and down the length of his dick as they made out.
Taylor Swift was laid back atop a padded sunbed; her pouty pink lips slurping at the last dregs of her strong Tequila Sunrise as she gazed up at the clear blue Nashville sky. Suddenly, a large silhouetted figure stepped into her field of vision. She raised her designer sunglasses, catching sight of the tall, chiseled god of a man stood before her; grinning mischievously as he held aloft a bottle of expensive sunscreen.
"Hey, Miss Swift," he said. "You look like you could use a rubdown."
"Why, thank you," she replied with a naughty smirk. "And please," she added, sucking up the last of her drink, "call me Taylor."
"Of course, Taylor," he grinned, perching beside her on the edge of the sunbed, squeezing out a hearty portion of sunblock onto his large, manly hands and rubbing it in. "I'm Travis."
Without further ado, he got to work; the muscular stud leaning tantalisingly over the supine popstar, smearing the lotion across her fitness model-esque shoulder blades. He carried on down her arms; the southern hunk delighting in the layers upon layers of effeminate musculature that made up her aerobicized limbs. Next, he moved onto her upper body and with her skimpy bikini top already removed, he devoured her B cup tits; the burly stud mauling the perky chest mounds like an excited teenager.
By now, Taylor was mewling lightly from her supine stance, her pussy moistening and her nipples springing to her attention as Travis groped her luscious breasts, slathering her perky bust in enough factor 30 to last her the entire week. He carried on down to her abdomen; the musclebound hunk plastering her flat, toned midriff in sunscreen, his skilled hands roaming across her silky, beach-tanned skin like a seasoned masseur.
Next, Travis moved down to her legs; the chiselled stud venturing from the strap of Taylor's expensive stiletto heels, right up to her thighs, smearing every inch of her smoothly waxed pins in lotion as he went. As he reached the tops of her thighs he felt her start to tremble; the horny singer's scanty bikini bottoms so drenched with moisture they offered an almost indecent outline of the tight, sopping wet pussy underneath.
Travis could wait no longer. He undid the ties of Taylor's wire-thin panties, whipping the skimpy garments clean off in one swift motion, leaving the popstar nude as the day she was born atop the plush sunbed. Without a word, he dove in; the Deep South sex god burying his handsome face between her thighs like an ostrich in the sand. Taylor gasped; her blue eyes bulging as Travis stuck out his tongue and lapped at her swollen clit.
"Oh, fuck!" she groaned, reaching down to grab a handful of his shaggy brown hair as he licked at her seeping pussy.
Travis dug in, the muscled hunk lapping at her sodden gash like a thirsty kitten; her sticky, sugary-sweet girlcum smearing across his mouth as he did so. Taylor was in seventh heaven, and she wasn't the only one getting a little down and dirty with the cast of southern men gatecrashing their pool party. Indeed, all around the fair-haired singer, her A-list chums were dropping like flies; kneeling before the burly studs in their twos and threes, whipping down their jeans and getting to work.
One man had Miley Cyrus and Jana Kramer knelt before him; the popstar sucking his long, thick cock while her country counterpart worked his big, cum-filled balls. Another guy was laid back atop a padded recliner; Maren Morris' dripping wet pussy perched on his face, while Hayley Williams busied herself between his thighs. One particularly lucky bastard had three girls lined up at his feet; Cassadee Pope and Chloe Moretz sharing his balls while Selena Gomez went to town on his dick.
The poolside bash had quickly descended into little more than an all-out celebrity suckfest; an oral orgy so salacious and untamed that it put even the very wildest of group sex porno flicks to shame. Carrie Underwood was squatted on the end of a plush recliner. Her bikini top had been removed; exposing her perky tits and stiff pink nipples to the warm Nashville air, while her designer sunglasses were rested atop her head and nestled amongst her vibrant golden locks.
Stood before her was a tall southern stud; his tight white boxers bunched around his ankles, his usually handsome face contorted in all kinds of unsightly ways as the country starlet's pretty blonde head bobbed and dipped at his bare crotch. Carrie's mouth was working wonders on the muscled hunk's girthy nine inch cock. Her full, pouty lips roamed up and down the length of his member; leaving behind them thick trails of spit which dripped down onto the floor below as she blew him.
*SLURP* "Mmm," *SUCK* "Mmhmm," came the sounds from Carrie's busy mouth as she sucked the oversized dick; her long, pink painted nails digging into his musclebound thighs as she worked him over.
Carrie's state of the art iPhone XS sat atop a small wooden table, between a tightly rolled joint burning away in an ashtray and three chopped up lines of Colombian cocaine. The phone buzzed and Carrie reached for it; keeping her lucky stud's lengthy cock in her mouth as she did so. She looked at the phone, seeing she had a new text from a young man named DeMarcus. Stroking the cock with one hand and sucking greedily at the head, Carrie opened the message and gave it a read.



We here girl, it read. Where your room at?
Still slurping fervently at the oversized dong pulsing in her mouth, the blonde singer punched out a response.
Top floor baby, she replied. Why don't you come on up?
Carrie returned her phone to the table and looked up at the young man before her; his deep brown eyes rolling into the back of his head as she was sucked six ways from Sunday by the randy songstress. Carrie retrieved the dick from her mouth; spitting on the shaft and stroking it vigorously with both hands.
"Come on, honey," she said, her soft, lotioned paws roaming wildly up and down the length of the thick, spit-slicked shaft. "I've got more guests to welcome," she added with a smirk, "you gonna cum for me or not?"
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Carrie Underwood crossed the luxury penthouse suite and opened the door. Stood patiently in the hallway were six young African Americans; each one bigger, burlier and blacker than the last. Some wore tight white tank tops, others sported Memphis Grizzlies jerseys; the sleeveless garments showing off their impressive bulk and considerable musculature.
Biceps bulged in their thick, dark arms, while rock hard pecs and rippling six pack abs lined their impressive torsos. Backward Tennessee Titans hats perched atop freshly barbed afro hairdos. Gold chains hung from necks. Designer jeans sagged at the waist and bunched around pristine Nike high tops. Some had freshly rolled Philly blunts tucked behind their ears, while others swigged from bottles of gin or rum.
Carrie lent against the doorframe, grinning coquettishly at the band of black hunks before ushering them inside.
"Come on in, boys," she said, shifting to the side to allow them through.
The men filed inside; each one eyeing up Carrie's half-nude white body as they passed. By this stage the southern songstress was wearing little more than a pink g-string and a pair of heels; her flat, toned midriff, not to mention supple B-cup tits and shapely peach of an ass on display for all to see. She closed the door and the men quickly ringed her; an army of large black hands cupping her breasts and pawing at her tight, round butt. Before long Carrie found herself surrounded; the country singer marooned in a sea of chocolate skin, gleaming white teeth and freshly trimmed afro hair. Not to mention dark tattoos, rippling muscles and thick, protruding trouser bulges.
"Hmm, you boys like what you see, huh?" she smirked, turning slowly through 360 degrees, allowing each of the big, dark skinned studs a look at her glorious white frame from all angles.
"Mmmhmm," some of the men murmured in response, while others just continued to paw at her hot body; squeezing her perky breasts and lightly rubbing at her warm, moistening crotch.
"The feeling's mutual," Carrie replied, throwing her slender arms around two sets of big, broad shoulder blades; her lengthy nailed fingers exploring their nappy hair as she guided DeMarcus down for a kiss.
Carrie made out passionately with the tall young black man; reaching down to stroke his stiffening cock through the thin fabric of his basketball shorts. She moved onto his friend, a burly youth by the name of Trae; strong black hands still squeezing and lightly slapping her cute round butt as she locked lips with the African stud.
DeMarcus took a puff on a thick Philly blunt, letting the rich smoke fill his lungs as he passed it onto Carrie. She placed the blunt between her glossy pink lips; taking a long hit and billowing the thick marijuana smoke into the air as she handed it onto Trae. Carrie turned around; allowing those behind her to get a view of the front. She made out with a third guy, another cupping and fondling her handful-sized tits as she ground her ass against DeMarcus' dick. Her hands groped the cocks in front of her and she felt the lengthy chocolate dongs grow and stiffen in her lotioned palms and against her supple round ass.
She could resist no longer. Carrie dropped to a squat in the circle of black men and tugged down DeMarcus' shorts. His cock shot out as if spring loaded; the thick slab of dark, veiny meat stood to attention before her like a long brown girder. Carrie gripped the big African cock at the base; looking up naughtily at DeMarcus as she stuck out her tongue and slapped the head against the moist red flesh.
Then, she wrapped her lips around the shaft; the horny singer bobbing her head back and forth as she sucked the oversized dong. By now DeMarcus' friends had dropped their pants and it wasn't long before Carrie found herself surrounded by no fewer than six thick, hard ebony schlongs; every one of them pointed at her pretty white features like long black arrows.
The men encroached on the randy blonde; closing the circle around her until every one of the big, girthy pricks were mere inches from her face. Some of the guys stroked their cocks vigorously, while others just let them hang there in wait of the naughty singer and her skilled white mouth.
Carrie reached out and grabbed the two nearest cocks; beating them wildly while she sucked the third. Her multitasking skills, it turned out, were second to none, and her dicksucking talents didn't deminish one iota as she worked three of the big, meaty prongs at once. In fact, Carrie was able to swallow DeMarcus' thick ebony schlong straight down to the balls repeatedly and still jerk the remaining two like a seasoned pro.
Next, Carrie gripped Trae and DeMarcus' long black cocks at the base and switched back and forth from one to the other. Her pretty blonde head moved swiftly from one fat chocolate dong to the next; the horny singer sucking them down to around mid-shaft each time and leaving thick trails of spittle behind as she moved onto the other.
Carrie worked her way around the circle of thick black schlongs; treating each and every one to the multitude of impressive tricks and tips her slick wet mouth and soft, skilled hands were capable of. She sucked and slurped, drooled and slobbered of every meaty dark prong that came her way; lapping at undersides, tonguing at dickholes and sucking on big black balls for good measure.
Black hands rested at the back of her pretty blonde head; shiny golden locks flowing through the gaps between their long dark fingers as the gang of studs gently, though dominantly guided her pouty pink lips up and down the length of their cocks. Hands pawed and squeezed at her perky tits and reached down to smack her shapely ass.
But Carrie had never been one to submit so easily to a sexual partner; even six big, burly black sexual partners who ringed her slender white frame like schoolyard bullies. Indeed, the country singer continued to give as good as she got; swallowing every long dark wang within spitting distance right down to the balls; regardless of its length or girth. And she didn't stop there. In fact, Carrie was beating off dicks like there was no tomorrow; stroking and jerking every spit slicked dong like an experienced pornstar.
Carrie was in seventh heaven; the randy songstress sieged from all sides by strong black men with big dark cocks. A cloud of weed smoke hung thick in the air; the smell of Tanqueray and Havana Club tingled her nostrils as the tall black studs swigged from open bottles. Though there was nothing more intoxicating than the thick African cocks pulsing in her mouth and hands or the rich, sticky precum trickling down her throat. Even with all the booze she'd drunk and drugs she'd consumed, nothing came close to the feeling of a fat black wang throbbing between her lips and against her tongue.
"Ahem!"
The loud sound of someone clearing their throat cut through the lewd, wanton dicksucking noises and loud, pounding music; jolting Carrie from her cockdrunk stupor like a bolt from the blue. All of a sudden the wall of black hunks before her parted like the Red Sea; leaving Carrie exposed amid a semi-circle of dark-skinned youths, two girthy schlongs clutched in her dainty hands as she squatted like a seasoned stripper.
Stood before Carrie and her gang of African studs were Selena Gomez and Jana Kramer; the dark-haired duo stood hand in hand as they looked on at the spectacle before them.
"Miss Underwood!" gasped Selena. "You little cock-hog!"
"Yeah, come on, Carrie," Jana added, grinning naughtily at her fair-haired friend, "you gonna share those dicks or what?"
*
Carrie Underwood smirked back at her two friends, equally large black schlongs grasped in her dainty little hands.
"Get over here, girls," she said, pausing to tongue a glob of precum from one of the cocks, "there's plenty to go around!"
Selena Gomez and Jana Kramer exchanged grins and stepped forward; the dark-haired duo shedding their colourful, floss-thin bikini tops as they waded into the fray. They hunkered down alongside their fair-haired friend; the all-star trio squatted with their backs to one another as they were flanked on all sides by no fewer than six long African cocks.
The girls wasted no time; all three of the A-list sluts feeding the nearest big dark rod between their pretty pink lips, while a multitude of soft, manicured hands went for those that remained. They sucked and jerked, slurped and stroked; the randy threesome working all six of the thick ebony dongs trained on them like dark flesh rifles from every direction.
Selena Gomez had a big black cock embedded deep in her throat, the lusty latina violently stroking a second long dark wang with her smooth, velvety hands as she sucked it down to the balls. Meanwhile, Jana Kramer was going wild on a lengthy black schlong of her own, the country singer guiding her soft pink lips up and down the span of the veiny cockshaft; her pretty head little more than an immaculately styled light-brown blur as she sucked the giant dong.
But the star of the show was without a doubt, Miss Carrie Underwood. Indeed, she was working over three black cocks at once; the horny blonde sucking on one of the big, girthy wangs like a woman possessed, while her soft, satiny hands stroked and jerked the remaining two.
Before long, the girls turned to face one another; the celebrity trio pooling their resources as they engaged in battle with an army of thick ebony cocks. First, Carrie and Selena both turned their attention to DeMarcus' long dark pole, the randy duo wrapping their twins sets of pouty lips around his shaft; the plump pairs of bee-stung, shell-pink dickpleasers pressing together with the young suds' oversized black member sandwiched between. They stroked and jerked any other long dark cock they could get their hands on; the horny pair guiding their slobbering wet mouths up and down DeMarcus' giant wang as they did so.
Then came the turn of Jana and Selena; the naughty duo suckling on each of Trae's big, brown balls while Jana stroked his cock. Finally, the girls went to town on one particularly lucky stud, the A-list trio threeway tag teaming the young black man like WWE starlets as they shared his long dark rod; Carrie and Jana gobbling at his balls while Selena worked the shaft.
And on and on it went. Before long the scene had descended into little more than an all-star interracial group slut suckfest. The randy trio worked over the thick black cocks in their twos, threes and solo, being sure to take every opportunity to make out with one another between vicious bouts of dickslurping, ball sucking and deepthroating, their silky smooth hands jerking and beating any veiny dark pole within spitting distance.
At one stage Carrie had two throbbing black dicks clasped at the base; the horny blonde shifting back and forth from cock to cock, treating each of the girthy dark prongs a single drooling, vacuuming pass of skilled white mouth before moving onto the next. Meanwhile, Selena and Jana were doubling up on DeMarcus' long black wang; the popstar sucking hard at his swollen brown head, while her country counterpart worked her thick pink lips up and down the shaft, fondling his balls with a smooth, dainty hand as she went.
Fifteen minutes of sucking, slurping, deepthroating and cock-sharing later, and the guys were ready to cum. The girls returned to their previous formation, a Bermuda triangle of cock-worshipping, ball-draining, randy white sluts; ringed from all sides by a band of chiseled black studs, each and every one pointing their throbbing, spit-slicked cocks at their pretty faces.
"Come on, guys," purred Carrie Underwood, pausing to tongue at the seeping head of Trae's giant dong, the country singer fondling his oversized balls with her hand, "give us all that thick, black cum!"
"Yeah, give us all that spunk, boys!" Selena added, gazing up at DeMarcus as she licked her glossy pink lips like a randy pornstar. "We wanna share those hot, creamy loads like the cum-swallowing sluts that we are!"
That final line of lewd, slutty dirty talk was all it took. A young man named CJ was first blow; the tall black hunk firing a thick wad of warm African seed straight into Jana Kramer's waiting mouth. Jana and Carrie passed the cum back and forth from mouth to mouth; the naughty duo sharing the rich ebony semen like a frosty vanilla malt, both women swallowing down their helping of the creamy warm spunkload without the slightest of flinches.
From here on, big black cocks went off across the circle of studs like land mines. Next was a dark-skinned hunk named Julius; his thick African load hitting Selena Gomez full in the face; the sticky, hot cum splattering over her lips, nose, cheeks and chin, some even streaking her shiny dark hair as he plastered her face with his seed. And still the loads kept coming. Jana Kramer took one to the face. Carrie Underwood got one in the mouth; the blonde songstress sharing the thick, strong-tasting jizzwad with Selena Gomez.
Trae and DeMarcus were the last to blow and the ladies lined up before the two stroking studs; making out with one another as they fondled their big, cum-churning balls. At almost the exact same time, the guys unloaded; the burly young duo blasting what seemed like a week's build up of gloopy black semen across the girls' faces, covering nigh on every inch of their flawless white features in creamy African spunk.
"Wow!" exclaimed Jana Kramer, her pretty face coated with thick, sticky cum. "You boys sure made a mess!"
"Yeah," Carrie Underwood agreed, scooping up a dollop of cum with a lengthy-nailed finger and sucking it clean. "I think we're gonna have to clean ourselves up. But when we're done, who wants to meet the girls?"
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Isabela Moner hurried nervously through the bustling corridors of Hollywood's prestigious academy, the Sofia Vergara Summer School for Girls. To the untrained eye, SVSSG- as it was known by its students and faculty alike, looked like a perfectly ordinary school. It had classrooms, locker rooms, a cafeteria, a gym- all the components of the average educational institution were there. But delve a little deeper, and it would soon become abundantly clear- SVSSG was far from ordinary. After all, its attendees enrolled at the institution for one purpose and one purpose only; to improve their prowess in the bedroom. That's right; the Sofia Vergara Summer School for Girls was, for all intents and purposes, a college for coitus. The Harvard of humping. A sex school for the stars.
Founded by Colombian actress Sofia Vergara (who served as principal) back in 2010, SVSSG had garnered quite the reputation, the famed institute already boasting some of Hollywood's finest among its list of alumni. Principal Vergara's Modern Family co-star Sarah Hyland had been among the school's first graduates, along with her peers Kristen Stewart, Jennifer Lawrence and Emma Roberts, and since then everyone from Victoria Justice to Katherine McNamara had walked its lengthy halls. The school had a short but incredibly proud history. It took 18 year old girls who practically bolted at the sight of a penis, and turned them into full blown bang machines.
Its entry requirements were exclusive, yet simple, and anyone aged 18-22, with a vagina, a professional photoshoot or acting/singing credit to their name (and the requisite $100,000 a semester tuition fees, of course) was permitted entry. Term time ran from early June to early September, allowing plenty of time for additional academic pursuits. Though, as their busy Hollywood careers left many with little time to pursue higher education, much of its student body saw the institute as a kind of alternative college- a course of study far more appealing than any offered by an Ivy League school.
Isabela scanned a row of small metal lockers, many of which were decorated from the outside with magazine cutouts of oiled up, shirtless hunks and huge, A4 size dick pics, until she found her own. She opened it, placed her textbooks- the Kama Sutra, The Big Bang and The Lovers' Guide- inside and closed it back up. Isabella checked her timetable and found her first class. Lesbian 101. Miss Wood. Room 69B.
She continued down the hallway, dressed in the school's standard uniform; attire that looked better suited to a downtown sex store than any kind of educational insititution. A white blouse was tied just below her perky, teenage breasts (having it buttoned all the way to the waist was an offence punishable by spanking), her stiff, light brown nipples nearly poking clean through the thin fabric (sporting a bra was also grounds for disciplinary, as, in fact, was the wearing of panties). A tartan mini skirt clung to her waist, the hem of which barely stretched past the supple, round spheres of her ass, and matched the short tie that hung loosely from her neck. And, of course, no schoolyard get up would be complete without a sheer set of white cotton socks that went all the way up to the knee.
In many ways, Isabela's first day at SVSSG reminded her of her first day at high school. Many of the sounds and smells were the same. The hustle and bustle of the busy corridors. The opening and closing of lockers. The ceaseless natter of gossipy young women. The stench of weed wafting from the bathroom. But, as she looked at the framed images hanging from the hallway walls, it was clear that this institute differed greatly from any she'd attended before.
A large landscape picture stretched across the wall to her right. It depicted the school's most recent graduating class; the Class of '19 and featured a number of A-list stars- Chloe Moretz, Zendaya Coleman, Lili Reinhart and Hailee Steinfeld, to name but a few- tossing mortar boards into their air and whipping open their glossy blue gowns to reveal the gorgeous nude bodies beneath. Beside that was a portrait-style image of Madelaine Petsch, the tips of two large phalli- one white, one black- creeping into the edge of the frame. Blowjob Queen, Class of '17, read the caption beneath. Isabela was entranced by these images. So much so, that she wasn't looking where she was going as she wandered down the hall- her distant stroll taking her right into the path of an oncoming senior.
"Hey! Watch where you're going, freshman!" came a first voice.
"Yeah. We own these halls, you little bitch!" followed a second.
Isabela turned to face her two addressers; the Hispanic actress recognizing both immediately. On the left- the first to have accosted her, was Sydney Sweeney, star of HBO's Euphoria. One the right, was Kira Kosarin, from the Nickelodeon sitcom The Thundermans. Both girls were kitted out in the same uniform as Isabela; Sydney's attire accompanied by a thin grey cardigan (the extra garment necessary to properly support her whopping D cup chest), the additional layer doing little to halt the daring escape of her puffy pink nipples. Her attire was similarly tied just below her rack and showcased a cleavage so deep and bountiful, it could give the Grand Canyon a run for its money.
Isabela looked up at the two young women. "S-Sorry," she said, her glossy lower lip trembling slightly as she spoke.
"You will be, you freshman slut!" Sydney shot back. "Now get the fuck outta my sight."
Isabela looked to the ground and powered on down the hall, her two elders laughing wickedly as she departed.
*
The door to room 69B was wide open as Isabela arrived and the Latin starlet poked her pretty little head around it, addressing the teacher timidly from the entryway.
"Erm...excuse me. Is this Lesbian 101?"
Evan Rachel Wood, or Miss Wood to her students, turned from the blackboard and peered at the young actress over the rims of her glasses. "Why, yes it is, sweetie. And you are just time. Come on in and take a seat."
Isabela entered and crossed the room, taking a glance at her classmates as she headed for the last remaining desk. There were eleven of them in total. Some looked back at her as she passed, while others, engrossed by their phone screens, or the reflections in their makeup mirrors, barely even registered her presence. Some of them she knew as fellow celebrities, some she didn't. But whether she recognised them or not, Isabela couldn't deny that they were all stunningly beautiful. There were white girls, black girls, Latinas and Asian girls. Blondes, brunettes, redheads. Every one of the celebrity students more glamorous and elegant than the last.
Isabela took a seat at the desk and set her tiny pink backpack down on the floor beside her. She took out a notepad and a pen with a fluffy baby blue end and set them down on the desk, covering the numerous crudely drawn penises and the words school sucks and so do I! etched across the tabletop.
Miss Wood wrote her name on the blackboard and turned to face the class. She wore a white blouse, grey jacket and matching pencil skirt; all three garments hugging her slender frame like a second skin. Her bottle brown locks were tied in a bun at the back of her head.
"OK, girls. Phones down." The girls placed their phones down on their desks, or at least lowered them so they could tap away without being seen. "I'm Miss Wood. Welcome to Lesbian 101. As this is your first ever class at SVSSG, we thought we'd break you young ladies in gently. After all, we don't want you running for the hills on your first day now, do we?" She grinned. "So, as you may or may not know, girls, I am a legitimate bisexual, which makes me perfect to teach this class. I mean, you're not gonna get the real lowdown on lesbian sex from a woman who's going gay for pay, are you? How many of you consider yourselves bisexual?"
Isabela looked around the room as some of the girls raised their hands. She returned to Miss Wood and gave her own manicured paw a tentative thrust skyward.
"OK, not bad. I'll have those numbers up come the end of the semester though, trust me. Heck, I think I'll have most of you turned out by lunchtime." She flashed a wicked smirk. "OK, so where better to start than with kissing? The cornerstone of lovemaking and the initiation point for nigh on every sexual encounter you're ever going to have. Yes, girls, kissing truly is a beautiful thing, especially when it's with another woman. I definitely prefer making out with girls than guys and by the time you leave this class, so will you. Now, you can't teach kissing on your own, so I'm going to need a helper. Any takers?"
The girls looked somewhat uneasily at one another then stared down at their desks. All, that was, save for one diligent student at the back, who raised her hand confidently into the air.
"Perfect," said Miss Wood. "Come on down."
The student rose from her seat and strolled across the room, standing beside the teacher at the front of the class. Her cute face was heavily, though tastefully made up with an array of the finest cosmetics, her mid-length nut-brown locks carefully slicked back with what appeared to be an entire tub of expensive hair product.
"And what's your name, young lady?" asked Miss Wood.
"Rowan, ma'am. Rowan Blanchard."
"Hi, Rowan. Thank you for volunteering. Now, tell me, Rowan, have you ever kissed a girl before?"
"Uh, yeah...once, Miss Wood."
"Once, OK. And did you enjoy it?"
"Uh huh."
"Great! Explain to your classmates, if you will, the difference between making out with a guy and making out with another girl?"
Rowan turned to face the class. "OK, well it's softer with a girl. More sensual. Her lips taste better and her breath doesn't stink of beer."
Her classmates laughed.
"OK, very good," chuckled Miss Wood. "Thank you, Rowan. Right, let's begin. So when you're preparing to kiss someone, you want to look them right in the eyes. Eye contact is one of the key parts of any sexual experience. Trust me, when someone sees your longing for them burning in your eyes, they'll be positively aching for your kiss. You'd have no idea how many supposedly straight girls I've turned with these pretty blue peepers of mine."
She turned to Rowan, taking her dainty, little hands in hers and fixing her with intense, smoldering eye contact. She leaned in and Rowan pressed her mouths against hers, their twin sets of shiny pink lips touching for a mere fraction of a second before pulling back.
Miss Wood chuckled. "OK, let's try that again, and this time try not to imagine I'm your mom giving you a goodnight kiss."
A chorus of giggles sounded out across the room. Rowan and Miss Wood embraced once more, this time locking their lips together like rutting stags; the duo practically devouring each other as the all-star class watched on in gaping awe.
"Better," said Miss Wood as she broke from the kiss, turning back to address her students. "Right, tongues. Tongues are very important in kissing, particularly with a woman, as the act of Frenching is so similar to cunilingus. Kiss her well and she'll know she's in for a treat when you get down between those thighs."
The pair sucked face once more, their soft, wet tongues dueling in their conjoined mouths.
"Mmm," purred Miss Wood, licking her lips and enjoying the taste of her student's fruity gloss. "We've got a real natural here, ladies. Don't be afraid to let your hands explore one another if it starts getting hot and heavy. Get a feel for that body of hers. If it's too much, she'll tell you to stop."
Miss Wood gripped Rowan's wrists and placed her hands on her supple round rear as they met for another kiss, her own dexterous paws roaming up and down her pupil's teenage frame while they made out.
"Come on, honey," said Miss Wood. "Give that ass a squeeze."
Rowan did as instructed; her lengthy nailed fingers digging into her teacher's supple, round rump like the talons of a golden eagle. Meanwhile, Miss Wood's hands had ventured up to Rowan's breasts; the randy cougar mauling the handful-sized sweater puppies like an excited teen. Isabela felt her nipples start to prick under the fabric of her blouse, her bare teen pussy starting to seep its sticky fluids as her teacher and fellow student locked their lips before her.
"Once the kissing is underway you can start to undress her," Miss Wood went on, moving down to kiss Rowan's neck as she undid her tie.
She slipped it out from under her collar, kissing down to her collarbone as she untied the knot in her shirt and began to unbutton it.
"OK...boobs," she declared, slipping Rowan's shirt down her slender arms and baring her pert mounds. "We've all got them, so there's no need to be intimidated by them no matter how large and imposing they may appear. These ones are obviously quite small, but that's the wonderful thing about titties, they come in all shapes and sizes. No two pairs are the same."
Miss Wood cupped Rowan's breasts, delighting in their perky softness as she gave them an eager grope.
"As I'm sure you all know, having your boobs caressed feels great but the real pleasure point on the female chest is the nipple, so that's where you're going to want to focus your attention. Flick your tongue back and forth across those little teets until they're nice and hard. Like this."
She demonstrated, lapping at each of Rowan's nipples in turn until they stuck out like pink flesh bullets.
"Then, give 'em a good suck."
Miss Wood switched from one breast to the other, suckling at each of the stiff nipples in turn like an infant at feeding time.
"OK, sweetie. Up on the desk."
Rowan climbed up onto the teacher's desk and laid on her back across the polished surface.
"Right, I want to see if you girls have been paying attention," said Miss Wood. "You. Blondie. First row. What's your name?"
"Err...Jordyn."
"Jordyn what?"
"Jordyn Jones."
"OK, up you come, Jordyn."
Jordyn hopped up from her seat and joined Miss Wood at the front of the class.
"Get up there and suck on your little girlfriend's titties for me, Jordyn," said Miss Wood.
Jordyn did as directed; the cute little blonde climbing up onto the desk and feasting on Rowan's cans just as her teacher had shown her.
"OK, now that Jordyn's taking care of the breasts, we can move onto the main event. Cunilingus. Eating pussy. Muff diving. Carpet munching. Whatever you want to call it, cunilingus really is the piece de resistance of any all girl encounter."
Miss Wood squatted between Rowan's splayed thighs and tugged down her skirt.
"Mmm, shaved," she said with a grin. "Just how I like 'em. Now, there's two ways you can pleasure a pussy with your mouth; licking the clit and tonguing at the hole. Both are fun, but if you really want to make your partner cum on those pretty faces of yours, you're gonna want to lap at that clitty. Like I said earlier, it's remarkably similar to kissing. Just wrap your lips around that bud and tongue at it like there's no tomorrow."
Without further delay, Miss Wood burrowed between Rowan's thighs; putting her mouth to her student's pussy and lapping at her stiff pink clit like a thirsty kitten. By now, every one of Rowan's classmates was utterly mesmerised. Some were desperately scribbling notes in barely legible handwriting across page after page of A4 paper, while others were filming on their phones; the enraptured teens recording the girl/girl action for later use.
Meanwhile, Rowan was cooing like ringdove; the young brunette placing a hand at the back of her teacher's head as she busied herself between her thighs. Jordyn alternated between sucking on her titties and kissing her pouty lips; a steady refrain of muffled, impassioned groans escaping her mouth as she was eaten to ecstasy.
"Then, once eating pussy becomes second nature like it is to me, you can try fingering your partner while you tongue at her clit. I find two is the perfect number, especially for a tight little teen twat like this, as it stretches the hole a little, but still allows you to reach right in and touch that g-spot."
Miss Wood slipped two fingers into her mouth and gave them a suck; the brown-haired beauty dousing them in her spittle before feeding them inside. Her fingers slipped into Rowan's twat like they were made to measure; the student's snug pink cooze gripping the spit-slicked digits like a Chinese finger trap as she guided them into her depths. Miss Wood returned her tongue to Rowan's clit, quickly picking up from where she left off as she worked her fingers back and forth inside her. Before long, she was plunging them down to the second knuckle; her painted tips bothering Rowan's g-spot with each pass.
Rowan was on the verge of orgasm within seconds; her usually flawless facial features screwed in all kinds of unflattering ways as her skilled school teacher scoffed at her drooling box. One more lap at her pulsing clit and one final pass of Miss Wood's dexterous fingers into the recesses of her cooch were all it took. An intense, earth shattering orgasm tore through her slender frame; the teenage starlet screaming at the top of her lungs as she was brought to her peak. Miss Wood finally emerged from between Rowan's legs; her mouth smeared with an ungodly volume of sticky, sweet girlcum.
"And that's how you do it, girls," she grinned, licking her shiny pink lips. "Mastering the art of cunilinugs comes, like all things, with practice. The more you do it, the better you'll get. OK, moving on. Jordyn, undress for me, please."
Jordyn removed her tie, unbuttoned her blouse, then inched down her skirt.
"Now, park that pretty little pussy on Rowan's face and bury your head between those thighs."
Jordyn did as instructed; the fair-haired starlet stradling her opposite number, her tongue shooting out to lap at her clit as she burrowed between her legs. At the other end, Rowan too was lapping at Jordyn's bud, reaching up to squeeze her peachy ass as she ate her out.
"This, girls," Miss Wood explained, "is called 69ing and is a staple of lesbian lovemaking. And while it is a lot of fun to engage in it also something of a challenge. After all, it can be difficult to perform grade A cunilingus whilst your lover is doing the same to you. Having said that, these two seem to be managing just fine."
Indeed they did. In fact, the girls were lapping away at each other's twats like their lives depended on it; pussy juices tricking onto the desk and across their tongues as they did so.
"It's also a good position for a threesome, 'cause it frees up the top girl's ass perfectly for the third party. Just look how nicely thrust up Jordyn's cute little butt is. So inviting."
Miss Wood knelt behind Jordyn on the edge of the desk and, without prior warning, buried her face in her crack. Her students looked at one another. Jaws dropped across her board. They hadn't even been at SVSSG for a full hour yet, and already their teacher was eating their classmate's ass! And not just eating it- dining on it. Munching on that peachy round butt like it was her last meal.
"Eating ass is a little easier than eating pussy. Cunilngus is a little like multitasking, in that you have to stimulate the slit and the clit at the same time. If you're doing it properly, anyway. With analingus, all you gotta do is tongue at that hole."
Miss Wood bobbed her head; sinking her wet tongue in and out of Jordyn's puckered rear.
"Though you can fingerfuck her pussy too if you're particularly skilled."
She fed two fingers into Jordyn's box and guided them back and forth; plunging them into her depths as she tonguefucked her asshole. Muffled coos and groans escaped Rowan and Jordyn's mouths alike; the randy duo licking each other's buds like they'd been doing it all their lives.



"And, of course, the most important part of a 69 is that you both cum at the same time. I mean, you're eating each other out, right? It's only right that you both get off together."
Miss Wood hopped down from the desk and observed as her two students went down on each other. Their bodies trembled, their groans grew louder; the pretty pair licking one another at a faster pace and with greater fervour until they both came, equally powerful, bone shaking orgasms ripping through their systems as they tongued each other to climax.
"Wow! Very good, girls!" Miss Wood exclaimed, applauding from beside the desk and encouraging the remaining students to join in. "OK, you can return to your desks."
Rowan and Jordyn fetched their discarded clothes and hurried back to their seats.
"Well, I hope you learned a lot today, girls," Miss Wood continued. "And now that you know what to do, be sure to practice on one another in your dorms at night. Think of it as homework. You will all be expected to make me cum by the end of the week, so it's certainly in your best interest."
Some of the girls gulped nervously as Miss Wood took a seat at her desk; the surface now smeared with her students' fluids.
"OK, ladies. Class dismissed."
*
Isabela Moner looked around the school's vast dining hall in search of her first year classmates. Not spotting any, she headed for the nearest table, setting her tray of food on the surface and parking her ass on one of the seats. She peeled a PB&J from its Saran wrapping and took a bite, as the two seniors that had accosted her in the hall approached her from across the room.
"Well, well," said Sydney Sweeney. "If it isn't the blind little freshman."
"First she walks into us in the halls," added Kira Kosarin, "now she's stealing our seat in the lunchroom. I think someone needs to teach this little bitch some manners."
"Oh, I'm sorry," said Isabela, hastily gathering her belongings. "I didn't realise it was your..."
"Yeah, and a thing or two about seniority, while they're at it," Sydney grinned, cutting her off.
She took a banana from Isabela's tray.
"Hey, that's mine!" Isabela protested, grabbing at the piece of fruit.
Sydney pulled it away as she tried to snatch it. "Nuh uh. Not anymore, bitch. Since you're sitting at our table, all of that food belongs to us now."
She peeled the banana and fed it between her lips; the blonde beauty plunging almost its entire yellow length into her mouth and biting it off a mere inch or two from the base. She and Kira laughed teasingly as she chewed on the soft fruit.
"Why don't you go pick on someone your own size, Sydney?" came a sighing voice to Isabela's left. "Miss Dennings told she'd just love to put your mouthy little ass in its place."
Isabela turned as Elle Fanning stepped up to the table. She was dressed in the same uniform as everyone else, though hers, like Isabela's, was rather more convervative (or as much as was possible) than the likes of Sydney and Kira. Her blouse was buttoned right up to the throat, her plaid skirt extending an entire inch past the curves of her ass.
"Fuck you, Elle!" Sydney snapped, nearly spitting out a mouthful of banana as she did so. "Just 'cause your sister was valedictorian ten years ago or whatever, doesn't make you queen freakin' bee. Mind your own business, you teacher's pet cunt!"
"Getting passing grades for your essays doesn't make you a teacher's pet, Sydney," Elle shot back. She looked down at Isabela. "Why don't you come sit with us, honey? Not all seniors have a bug up their ass like these two. And don't worry, Sydney will replace the banana she stole from your tray. Won't you, Sydney?"
"Pfft! Fat chance, bitch! What you gonna do? Tell the principal?"
"Got it in one. Didn't she say that if you got sent to her office once more she'd be forced to use the flogger?"
Sydney suddenly looked rather concerned. "Hmpf!" she huffed angrily, stomping her feet and marching towards the cafeteria.
Elle grinned triumphantly and looked down at Isabela. "Come with me, sweetie."
Isabela picked up her tray and followed Elle across the lunchroom.
"I'm Elle, by the way."
"Isabela."
"Oh, I know who you are. Dora the freakin' Explorer at our little summer school. What an honour. Freshman, right?"
"Mmhmm."
"What class do you have after lunch?"
Isabela set her tray down at a table of seniors. Elle's friends; Olivia Holt, Ariel Winter and Maya Hawke, were chatting as they enjoyed their lunch. She unzipped her backpack and took out her timetable.
"Blowjob 101."
"Ooh, fun!" said Elle. She called across the dining hall. "Get her an apple too while you're at it, Sydney!"
Sydney flipped her the bird from the far side of the room.
"Maybe you can give it to Miss Beckinsale," Elle grinned. "If there's one thing she likes," she paused, miming the parting of a set of buttcheeks and the tonguing of an imaginary anus, "it's a kiss ass!"
*
Kate Beckinsale was sat at her desk, marking third year essays on the art of tromboning, when the school bell rang. The door opened and her first year students came flooding it, chatting amongst themselves as they took their seats. Miss Beckinsale slipped off her jacket and rose from behind her desk. She was dressed a little more immodestly than Miss Wood before her; the Brit's tight-fitting skirt peaking someway short of the knee, her white blouse unbuttoned right down to below her chest, revealing a generous helping of her perky MILF cleavage. Her shiny chestnut locks had been styled and re-styled with her impressive arsenal of hairdryers, flatirons and curling tongs, her gorgeous face dabbed, powdered, glossed and otherwise adorned with all manner of expensive cosmetics.
"OK, girls. Settle down."
The natter ceased. She strolled around to the front of her desk and propped herself on its edge.
"I'm your teacher, Miss Beckinsale, and this is Blowjob 101; a specialist class for all things oral. Who here likes to suck dick?"
Hands raised from wall to wall.
"Who here thinks they're good at sucking dick?"
The hands remained skyward.
Miss Beckinsale grinned. "Well let me tell you now, girls, you're not."
The girls exchanged confused looks. Some tentatively lowered their hands.
"Hate to break it to you, but you're just not. You girls are what, 18, 19?"
There were murmurings of confirmation.
"Yeah, you're not. You may have had some kid at your high school or some young guy you met on set tell you you're the best cocksucker there is, but I'm afraid, girls, he knew as little about getting head as you know about giving it. But don't worry, ladies, 'cause you're in the right place. I'm here to transform you girls from nob polishing novices into full blown suckjob queens! I've done it time and again with every class that's gone before. You've all seen that picture of Miss Petsch in the hall? Blowjob Queen, Class of '17."
More murmurings.
"Well, let me tell you, girls, that little redhead couldn't so much as look a dick in its slit before I got hold of her. Now she can drain a guy's balls at the drop of a hat. And she's not the only one."
She gathered a pile of photos and handed them to the girl at the nearest desk.
"Pass these around."
The student kept one of the photos for herself and handed the others onto the girl next to her. Every photo depicted a different girl from each graduating class, every one of them flanked on either side by a number of giant cocks. Soon, every one of the explicit images was circling the room like planets in orbit, and Miss Beckinsale strolled around the perimeter, talking her new students through them one by one.
"Ah, yes, Miss Ryan. Class of '15. She graduated with an A in Deepthroat Dynamics."
"Miss Pugh. Class of '18. Her dissertation, Dissecting the Double Blowjob, was one of the best I've ever read. It's being published in the fall."
The photos returned to the front row and were passed back to Miss Beckinsale, who placed them back on her desk.
"OK," she said, "who's ready to suck some dick?"
A loud cheer sounded out across the room and only grew louder as the door opened and a man stepped inside. He was about 25 and incredibly handsome, with neatly parted thick brown hair. He wore only a pair of tight white boxer briefs, his crotch bulging and his body corded with muscle. He strolled across the room and stood before the teacher's desk, facing the class. Miss Beckinsale stood at his side, placing a hand on his hulk-like shoulder blade as she introduced him.
"This is Tyler. He's one of our very best teacher's assistants. Isn't that right?" Tyler grinned and nodded. "All of our TAs are incredibly well hung, but Tyler here might just be the biggest of them all. Which makes him perfect for this class. Let's begin."
Tyler turned side on to the watching students as Miss Beckinsale squatted at his feet. She slipped her lengthy-nailed fingers under the waistband of his boxers and whipped them down, his cock uncoiling like a snake from a basket. There were audible gasps from wall to wall as his dick fell free; his large pink head swinging just a few inches from his knees like a clock pendulum. Miss Beckinsale took Tyler's prick in her hands; a good third of his unfathomable length drooping past the thumb of her second paw as she did so.
She looked out across the classroom, taking in the wide array of expressions stretched across her students' faces. Some were rubbing their eyes with disbelief, others chewing their lower lips with desire. Some gawked listlessly, their gaping mouths catching more flies than an open honeypot as they stared at the giant schlong.
"What do you think, girls? I told you it was big!"
There was no response, her students utterly dumbfounded across the board.
"So, obviously the first thing you need to do is get it hard. I find the best way to do that is suck at the head and stroke the shaft. That way you can feel it grow and stiffen in your mouth."
Miss Beckinsale demonstrated; the English beauty gazing up at her chiselled assistant, her soft, silken hands roaming up and down his flaccid wang as she slurped at the head. It started to harden immediately; the oversized wang growing even longer as it tensed in her dainty paws. Tyler's cock was stiff as a board in no time at all; the giant wang jutting from his groin like a steel girder. It must have been close to a foot long, the giant head swollen up the size of a ping pong ball. A complex network of veins and capillaries journeyed up and down the shaft, criss crossing one another like train tracks. A heavy set of nuts hung beneath; the spunk-filled orbs swinging between his thighs like big flesh wrecking balls.
"OK. So, now that you've gotten it hard, the next thing to do is get that dick nice and slick. Really slather it in your spit. The wetter, the better."
Miss Beckinsale wrapped a hand around the base and fed the dick between her lips, swallowing down a hardy portion on the first pass. She worked her lips up and down the shaft, sucking and slurping greedily as she went; her plump set of glossed up prickpleasers leaving volumes of sticky, wet spittle in their wake.
"There, look at that," she said as she came up for air. "Dripping."
It really was. In fact, thick drops of warm saliva were oozing from the shaft like a leaking faucet.
"Now, girls, what's the most important part of giving a blowjob?"
"Don't ignore the balls," said some of the students, their remaining peers joining in mid-sentence like they'd known it all along.
"That's right," Miss Beckinsale replied. She cupped Tyler's nuts in her hand. "And when it's a big, juicy pair like these, why would you want to?! Feed them into your mouth and suck on them one by one, like a big piece of candy."
She did just that; wrapping her lips around each of the churning orbs in turn and sucking on them like a flesh gobstopper, releasing each one with a loud *POP* before moving onto the next. By the time she was done, Tyler's balls, much like his cock, were dripping with sticky saliva.
"OK, now onto some of those tricks I told you about. This is one of my favourites."
Miss Beckinsale turned to face her class and gripped Tyler's swollen head with her hand. She wrapped her lips around the side of his pole and worked them up and down the shaft, lapping lewdly at the veiny underside as she went.
"That one always gets a dick twitching!"
She released Tyler's cock from her grasp and sure enough, the oversized wang was flopping about every which way before her very eyes; hopping and bouncing like it was being operated via remote control.
"Taking care of the balls may be the most important aspect of giving head, but there's another which isn't far behind. Never leave your guy leaking. That's right, girls. Dealing with your man's precum as it comes trickling out of his slit is an integral part of sucking dick, and each drop of delicious, salty prenut should be taken care of as soon as possible."
Miss Beckinsale took hold of Tyler's prick once more, shooting out her tongue and lapping at his drooling slit like a deadly viper, making light work of the puddle of prespunk pooling therein.
"Mmm, yummy! OK, back to the tricks. This is another fun one."
She returned the dick to her mouth, this time stuffing the bulging, round cockhead into her cheek, making another loud *POP* sound as she set it free.
"And last but not least, encircling the head with your tongue. Trust me, girls, nothing gets his drick drooling like that does!"
She wrapped her lips around the head and guided her tongue slowly around the perimeter, a river of precum oozing from his tip and down her throat as she did so.
"Then, when you've given him your full repertoire, it's time to make him cum. How you do this is up to you. The more aggressively you attack his prick, the quicker he'll go off. Or, if you want him to blow like he's never blown before, work that rod nice and slowly. I could suck dick all day and I love cum, so the more of that the merrier. But we've only got a couple of hours and I'd like you girls to have a go at this too, so I better make it quick."
She sucked down half of Tyler's length in one fell swoop and didn't look back; the randy teacher bobbing her pretty head and accommodating an additional inch between her pouty pink lips with each pass she took. Before long, Miss Beckinsale was going at the girthy prong like a woman possessed, garnering looks of shock and awe from her students and assistant alike as she worked it over. Inch after inch disappeared inside; the swollen head venturing deep into her maw and back to her gullet as she choked it down.
She placed her hands on his thighs, her well-kept nails digging into the muscled flesh with such force that she nearly broke the skin, as her glossed up dicksucker lips reached the home stretch. One final plunge, and the whole thing had gone- vanished into the depths of her throat. Her nose nestled among his neatly trimmed pubes as she swallowed it down to the hilt. She kept it there for some time before finally releasing it; the giant member coated in saliva as she retrieved it from her mouth.
"And that's how you do it, ladies," she said with a grin. "Obviously I don't expect you to be able to do that just yet, but practice makes perfect. Suck enough wangs and you'll be choking them down to the balls before you know it! Right, I think he's about ready to cum. That right, Tyler?"
"Uh huh," he groaned, his dick throbbing something fierce as she stroked him off.
"So, ladies, there's three ways you can complete a blowjob. Take his load on your face. We call that a facial. Take it straight down your throat. That one is a lot of fun. Or, have him jerk off into your mouth and then swallow it down. Spitting is not an option in Blowjob 101. I think I'll demonstrate a good facial for your girls, then you can try your hands at the other two.
"So either, you can stroke the guy to climax or you can let him do it himself. You might find he goes off a little better if he does it himself. I give a pretty freakin' good handjob, but you know what guys are like- they're jerking off 24/7, so you're never gonna do it as good as them!" The girls giggled. "Plus, this way you get to play with those big, swelling balls while he's doing it."
Miss Beckinsale reached down and fondled Tyler's nuts; the gorgeous actress feeling the creamy wad churn away inside as he beat himself off.
"Another thing you can do is try to talk him off. Spout a bit of lewd dirty talk and he'll be going off like a friggin' rocket in no time at all." She looked up at Tyler, lust burning in her nut-brown eyes as she kneaded his bulging balls. "Come on, honey. Shoot that fucking load! Glaze my pretty fucking face with all that creamy, thick man mess! Do it, baby! Hose me down with all that gooey, hot spunk!" she purred, interspersing her explicit pleads with a number of laps at hs oozing tip for good measure.
Tyler didn't need a second invitation. As if on cue, his dick erupted like Mount Vesuvius; blasting a torrent of gloopy, off-white seed that splattered across Miss Beckinsale's gorgeous features like blood on a bludgeon. It went everywhere; across her lips and nose, over her cheeks and in her hair. Some even dripped from her chin and plastered one of her eyes shut.
"Wow!" she exclaimed, addressing her class as best she could with her one functioning eye. "That was quite a load, huh? One of the things that makes Tyler here such a good assistant is his ability to remain hard. Look! His dick just blasted like a freakin' fireman's hose and it's still stiff as a board! Right, your turn now, girls. Who wants to go first?"
Hands shot upright across the room.
"Me! Me! Me! Me!" the girls chorused in excited unison.
Miss Beckinsale chuckled. She scooped the mess of cum from her eye, stuck her finger between her lips and sucked it clean.
"Don't worry, girls. You'll all get your turn. You," she said, pointing to a cute brunette on the second row. She consulted a series of headshots on her desk. "Kaia Jerber. Up you come," she added, beckoning her with a manicured finger.
"Actually, it's Gerber," said the girl, as she strolled to the front of the class.
"OK, whatever. Do you want to suck this dick or not?"
"Yes, Miss Beckinsale."
"Good. Then let's see what you can do."
Kaia squatted before Tyler and fed his dick between her lips; the tender schlong twitching as she lapped at the head. She worked the wang just as her teacher had shown her; her dainty twin mits roaming up and down the shaft as she bobbed and dipped at the crown. She looked up at him as she worked him over, slathering his shaft in her spittle and sucking down an extra inch of his lengthy span with each pass. She swallowed down as much as she could, the runway model starting to cough and splutter as she neared the girthy base. Then, with a few inches still to go, her mouth bottomed out; her gag reflex preventing her from choking down another solitary centimetre.
"You done, honey?" asked Miss Beckinsale.
"Uh huh!" Kaia groaned, answering as best she could with a hearty span of girthy cockmeat pulsing between her lips.
"OK. Wrap your hand around the shaft where your lips are. And don't move it. Understand?"
Kaia nodded and withdrew Tyler's dick from her maw. Miss Beckinsale fetched a tape measure from one of the drawers on her desk and set the end against Kaia's index finger. She unravelled it along Tyler's shaft for what felt like an eternity until she finally reached the tip.
"Eight inches," she declared. "Well, 8.2. Not bad at all for a first go. But I expect you to beat that next time, Kaia. Remember what I said- practice makes perfect. OK, who's next?"



The girls went up to the front of the class one by one, knelt before Tyler and choked down his cock. Each one made a valiant effort at making his prick disappear but came up someway short. 8.6. 9.1. 9.8. Then, once everyone else had taken a turn, Miss Beckinsale called up the last of her students.
"OK," she said, peeking down at her page of headshots, "Isabel Moner. Sorry...Isabela."
Isabela rose from her seat and approached timidly. She squatted before Tyler, gripped his giant cock and, like her teacher and classmates before her, fed it into her mouth. She worked her lips up and down the shaft; the plump pink pillows journeying a little further down his God-like span with every motion. It was clear from just a couple of passes that Miss Moner had something of a gift. Indeed, she stormed Tyler's junk with far greater force and venom than any of her peers; the Hispanic teen even giving her teacher a run for her money with the way she attacked his dong.
She slobbered and drooled over every inch that came her way; encircling it and lapping at the underside just as Miss Beckinsale had demonstrated, stroking and jerking the remaining span with her dexterous hands as she went. As she neared the base, Isabela reached down and started strumming her clit, drawing gasps from her classmates and teacher alike as she frigged herself off. Stretches of thick, veiny cock came and went, the Latin beauty seeing each one away with considerable aplomb as she choked down the rod.
Then, in a feat that seemed beyond her tender years and even tenderer frame, the cock disappeared; her pouty lips kissing his groin as she sucked it down, right to the hilt. She held it in her mouth for some time; thick ropes of spittle raining from the shaft as she finally released it. There was an eerie hush around the room as Isabela withdrew the dick. Jaws were slack every which way; the students and even the teacher utterly astounded by the display of deepthroat dynamism that they'd just witnessed.
Finally, Miss Beckinsale spoke up. "Well, that was...wow!" she stammered. "How about a hand for Isabela, girls?"
The students whooped and applauded. Isabela blushed slightly and waved to her adoring peers.
"And it looks like Tyler's about ready to cum again."
That was putting it lightly. In fact, the handsome TA appeared to have been clinging onto his load for dear life for the better part of an hour.
"Since you did such a good job of taking his cock down your throat, Isabela, how about you do the same with that juicy cum load of his?"
Isabela gaped her lips as wide as they would go; the Latin actress fondling Tyler's oversized balls as he pulled his pulsing dong.
"Don't forget the dirty talk, sweetie," Miss Beckinsale prompted.
"Ay, cum for me, papi!" Isabela purred. "Fill my pretty mouth with that piping hot spunk!"
Tyler's dick went off once more; a second wad, every bit as thick, gooey and copious as the first, shooting from his dick and pooling in Isabela's mouth; the warm, soupy nut filling her open maw right to the brim. She closed her lips and swallowed it down; seeing the hot, gloopy seed away in a single gulp.
"Well, there's your benchmark, ladies! Looks like you girls have got some practicing to do. There's plenty of clubs around here teaming with hunks just waiting to be blown! Now, I know you girls have a curfew, but I'm sure Principal Vergara won't mind you staying out late in search of studs. Heck, you'll probably run into her while you're doing it!"
The bell rang and the girls rose from their seats and gathered their belongings.
"So, get out there and get those mouths to work, girls," Miss Beckinsale continued, raising her voice over the din of the school bell and the scraping of chairs, Tyler's cum now dried across her face as she dismissed the class. "Isabela here is cruising for an A. You ladies gotta up your game! Now, run along. Me and Tyler have to prep for tomorrow's class." The students funelled out of the room as Miss Beckinsale squatted before her muscled assistant and gripped his cock once more. "Ready, honey?"
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The bright spotlights flared to life; illuminating the gaudy and somewhat dated 70's style game show set that filled the stage of a bustling TV studio. Multicoloured lights lined every step, wall and surface; the bright bulbs blinking and flashing to such a degree they'd have epileptics across the land going into shock at the drop of a hat.
A tacky, badly composed theme tune blared out over the studio speakers as a man in a garish and unspeakably tasteless purple suit bounded onto the stage. His neatly parted brown hair had been slicked into place with what appeared to be an entire tub of hair wax, his chiseled features marked by a thick, though impeccably trimmed beard. A packed crowd cheered and clapped enthusiastically as he did a kind of improvised jig across the stage; the handsome man beaming into the nearest camera as the theme tune reached its final notes.
"Good evening, ladies and gentlemen," he announced, doing his best to discreetly read from an autocue as he looked into the camera lens, the feed from the camera projected onto a giant plasma screen above his head. "I am your host, Perv Griffin, and welcome to Wheel of..." he paused, raising his hands as he encouraged the studio audience to finish the title.
"...PORNTUNE!!!" they screamed back.
"Now, I'm sure you folks at home have seen this show before, but if you're one of the uninitiated then let me tell you how it works. Tonight, we have four hopeful contestants, each of them looking to get down and dirty with this evening's glamorous celebrity guest and all in the name of what, folks?"
"CHARITY!!!" the audience yelled; people across the land joining in from the comfort of the living rooms, tissues and lube at the ready as they tuned into their favourite show.
"That's right, guys," Griffin went on. "All the money won in tonight's show will be very generously donated by our celebrity guest to a charity of their choosing. So, without further ado let's..."
"MEET! OUR! CELEBRITY!"
The theme tune played out once more, the audience breaking out into rapturous applause as the show's special guest, Anna Kendrick, stepped out from behind a poorly constructed wooden wall, smiling broadly as she crossed the brightly lit stage. She looked nothing short of stunning in an indecently skimpy black dress; the hem of which barely extended past the delectable curve of her ass, the low cut top offering a breathtaking view of her perky B cup cleavage. Her pretty face had been done up with all manner of expensive cosmetics, her lightly curled, glossy brown hair hanging gracefully over her shoulder blades.
"Yep, that's right, folks," said Griffin. "Tonight, our celebrity guest is none other than Miss Anna Kendrick. Good evening, Anna! How you doin' tonight?"
"I'm very well, thank you, Mr Griffin," she replied.
"Good, good. And thank you very much for coming on the show."
"Not a problem. Thank you for having me."
"Not at all. Now, Anna, every cent our lucky contestants win tonight is going to a charity of your choice. Can you fill us in as to exactly which charity we'll be donating to tonight?"
"Certainly, Perv," said Anna, the camera cutting to her as she explained. "For my charity I've picked the National MS Society. Earlier in the year I did a PA at a hospital ward for people with multiple sclerosis and saw first hand all the amazing things this wonderful charity is doing for the poor sufferers of this horrendous disease. So I would like to give what I can so that these great people can continue their fantastic work."
There was a pause as the camera returned to Griffin; the game show host with a rather blank look on his face as he looked up from Anna's chest, it being clear to everyone watching that he hadn't been listening to a word she said. He'd heard the letters 'MS' and decided to have a go at filling in the blanks from there.
"Ah, Microsoft," he replied. "Yeah, they're great, aren't they? I wouldn't call them a charity as such but they do wonderful work, that's for sure."
Anna opened her mouth to protest but Griffin quickly cut her off.
"Girl likes her computers," he grinned at the camera. "OK, so that's our celebrity guest taken care of, now it's time to meet our contestants."
A snippet of the theme tune accompanied Griffin once more as he jogged across to a spindly looking podium on the other side of the stage; four contestants stood in a row behind it. Griffin stopped before the first participant; a man with a scraggy, unkempt beard, wearing a flannel shirt and a mesh hat.
"And what's your name, sir?" asked Griffin.
"Duke," he replied, his voice carrying a pronounced Southern twang.
"Great to have you here, Duke. And where are you from, my good man?"
"Dallas."
"Ah, Texas man. And what do you do for a living, Duke?"
"I'm a..." he began.
"Hang on, let me guess," said Griffin, closing his eyes and putting his fingers to his temples like a clairvoyant. "Brain surgeon."
There was a cackle of laughter from the audience.
"Nosir, I ain't no brain surgeon," Duke replied. "I'm a trucker."
"Well, with a sense of humour like that you'd make a great comedian, Duke, I can tell you that."
More laughter.
"So now we've gotten to know our first contestant," Griffin went on, "Duke, would you like to spin the wheel?"
"Yessir."
"Of course you would. Come on down."
Duke stepped out from behind the podium and followed Griffin across the stage. Mounted on a wall at the far end of the set was a large, roulette-style wheel divided into numerous wedges. Each segment had a sex act and a corresponding monetary value ensribed upon it in a bold, cartoonish font. A red arrow sat above the wheel in the 12 o'clock position to indicate the prize wedge.
"So you know the rules right, Duke?" asked Griffin. "You spin the wheel and whichever of these wonderful activities you land on you get to perform with the lovely Miss Anna Kendrick." He gestured across to Anna, looking her up and down lecherously as he did so. He turned back to the contestant. "You lucky devil, you."
Anna smiled somewhat nervously as she read the numerous sex acts etched across the wheel; some of which she'd never tried before, others she hadn't even heard of.
"OK, Duke," said Griffin, "take it away."
Duke gripped the wheel by one of its many handles and give it a hearty spin. The audience cheered as the wheel spun on its axis, quickly at first, before gradually slowing. The wheel turned steadily on its axis; a number of enticing activities rolling tantalisingly past the arrow as it continued to ease up. Blowjob ($50,000). Vaginal ($75,000). Footjob ($40,000). They all came and went. Everyone in the studio watched on with bated breath as the Anal ($100,000) segment crawled slowly, agonisingly so across the 12 o'clock position. The wheel came to a halt, a loud groan of disappointment sounding out across the studio as the arrow pointed down at Duke's prize wedge; Miss A Go ($0).
"Dang it!" Duke cussed.
"Ah, hard luck, Duke," said Griffin. "Don't worry, buddy. You get another go."
He gave Duke a commiseratory pat on the back and the two returned to the podium. Griffin moved onto the second participant; a young black man in a New York Knicks jersey.
"Contestant number two, what's your name and where do you come from?"
"Yo, Perv. Name's Darnell. Homies call me Big D. I'm from the Bronx."
"Ah, lovely part of the world," said Griffin. The audience murmured and he turned to address them. "Oh, come on. It's not that bad!"
They roared with laughter.
"How do you rate your chances tonight, Darnell?"
"Oh, I'm feelin' lucky, dawg. Got my lucky chain on an' er'thang!"
He pulled a thick silver chain out from under his jersey. A large diamond encrusted pendant baring his nickname gleamed in the studio lights. Griffin shielded his eyes from the blinding glow.
"Yeesh!" he exclaimed. "OK, Darnell, come on down and give that wheel a spin."
Griffin led Darnell across the stage. He gave the wheel a spin, the arrow eventually pointing the segment reading Blowjob ($50,000). The audience cheered. Everyone applauded.
"Aww, hell yeah!" Darnell hollered, punching the air victoriously.
"Congratulations, Darnell," said Griffin. "You've won $50,000 for Anna's chosen charity and, more importantly, a long, wet suckjob from the lady herself. Ready, Anna?"
"Erm...yeah," Anna replied a little timidly as she crossed the stage towards the lucky contestant.
She knelt before him as she prepared to give him his prize.
"Yeah, that's it, Anna," Griffin encouraged. "Get on those knees."
Anna reached up and undid his blingy belt buckle and unzipped his fly. She slid her manicured fingers under the waistband of his boxers; the brunette whipping down both the checkered undergarments and his baggy jeans in a single motion. A gasp of shock and awe sounded out across the studio as the camera zoomed in on Darnell's crotch. A huge, jet black dong hung pendulously between his thighs, the large, dripping head stopping just short of his knees, a swollen set of plum-sized nuts dangling on either side like big flesh wrecking balls.
"Wow!" said Griffin as he watched on from the sidelines. "Now I see where your nickname comes from!" The audience laughed. "It's a big one huh, Anna?"
Anna merely gawped at the oversized wang as it swung between his legs. The cameraman moved in for a close up; her glossy pink lips gaping open like she was catching flies.
"I think she agrees," he quipped. "OK, Anna, whenever you're ready."
Anna gripped the cock around mid-shaft; the actress still gawking listlessly as the long black prong drooped over her fingers. She began to stroke it; the big African dong stiffening and growing even longer in her hands as she did so.
"Yeah, that's it, Anna. Give it a good stroke," said Griffin. "Get it nice and hard."
She spat a jet of saliva across the coal-black shaft; the dark wang growing harder and harder with each stroke.
"Come on, Anna," Griffin encouraged. "Get it in your mouth."
Anna did as instructed. She parted her lips and wrapped them around Darnell's cock; the lengthy black dong continuing to grow in her mouth as she started to suck. She worked her lips up and down the shaft as she gripped at the base; the brown-haired beauty feeding an additional inch of the veiny wang inside with each pass.
"How does that feel, Darnell?" asked Griffin.
"Shit, man, girl can suck a dick!"
"It sure looks like it. Right down to the base, Anna. There's an extra $5,000 in it for your charity if you make it disappear!"
Anna removed her hand from the base of the dong and placed it on his thighs; her long nails digging into his muscular flesh as she took one final plunge, all ten of his thick, girthy inches vanishing between her lips.
"Wow!" Griffin exclaimed. "How about that, folks!"
The audience cheered and applauded. Anna came up for air; thick ropes of sticky, wet saliva dripping from Darnell's prick as she prized it from between her lips.
"Don't forget the balls, Anna," Griffin prompted from the sidelines.
Anna angled Darnell's cock upwards and dipped down to get at his nuts; his thick, meaty shaft pressing against her pretty face as he fed one of the spunk-filled gonads between her lips. She sucked away on the spunk-filled gonad, dousing it in spittle before moving onto the next. With both balla dripping with saliva, Anna returned to the dick.
She licked slowly, teasingly up the underside; the tip of her tongue trailing a thick, juicy vein that protruded from Darnell's shaft like a blood-filled drinking straw. She tongued at the slit; lapping up a pool of precum before sliding the dick back into her mouth; the brunette attacking the girthy dong with even greater drive and ferocity than she had the first time.
She sucked it down to around midway and slurped greedily at the shaft; a dainty hand roaming up and down the remaining span while the other caressed the bulging balls. The dick started to throb and pulse in her hand and between her lips; the winking tip leaking a steady flow of sticky prespunk across her tongue like the Missouri River.
"Tell me, Anna," Griffin enquired, "do you swallow?"
Anna retrieved Darnell's dick from her mouth to answer. "Nuh uh," she said with a shake of her head.
"Oh, dear," said Griffin. "That's not something we like to hear is it, folks?"
The crowd booed.
"Swallowing is something we very much encourage on Wheel of Porntune, Anna," Griffin continued. "Come on, girl. We'll donate an extra ten grand to your charity if you swallow that juicy load."
"OK, fine," Anna sighed, feeding Darnell's dick back between her lips and sucking greedily at the head.
The audience cheered with excitement. Anna looked up at Darnell with her piercing blue eyes; the brunette running her skilled hand up and down his dong as she prepared to coax out his load.
"Don't forget to open your mouth when he's about to blast, Anna," said Griffin. "We need to see that spunk fly!"
Anna parted her lips as she stroked Darnell's wang; the thick black dong pulsing and pumping in her dainty hands and against her tongue he prepared to shoot his goo.
"UGHHH!!!" he cried, a thick torrent of creamy, off-white seed shooting from his tip and into her waiting mouth.
She held her lips open and the cameraman moved in for a close up as the murky nut pooled in her gaping mouth. Anna closed her lips and swallowed, flinching slightly as she gulped the verile, strong tasting spunk down to her belly. The audience cheered and applauded.
"Wow!" Griffin exclaimed. "Well done, Anna! Did you enjoy that, hon'? Sure looks like our contestant did!"
Darnell palmed his tender penis in his hands; the young black man panting like he'd just ran a marathon was he recovered from his explosive blast.
"How about a hand for Darnell?"
The crowd whooped and cheered once more. Darnell pulled up his pants and flexed his biceps to the crowd as he returned to the podium.
"OK," said Griffin as he crossed the stage, "let's meet our next contestant."
He stopped before the third participant; a young man with gleaming white teeth, carefully styled, product-rich black hair and skin the colour of Fanta.
"Welcome to the show, sir. What's your name, young man?"
"'Ey, Perv. My name's Toni," he said in a thick Northeastern accent.
"Don't tell me," said Griffin, "Southern boy, right?"
The audience chuckled.
"No, I'm from Jersey," Toni replied. "What's with this fuckin' guy?"
"There's that famous Jersey charm," Griffin quipped.
The crowd laughed raucously.
"And what do you do, Toni?"
"I work at my pop's club," he replied.
"And what do you do there?"
"You know, usual stuff. Mix drinks, clean the tables, get rid of the dead bod...I mean, take out the trash."
The audience gasped.
"Yikes!" Griffin exclaimed. "Remind me to steer clear of that particular club."
More laughter.
"OK, Toni, ready to spin the wheel?"
"Sure am, Perv!"
Griffin led Toni across the stage and over to the wheel. He gave it a spin, the crowd uttering a prolonged "ooooo!" as it eased to a halt.
"Ooh, well aren't you a lucky fella?" said Griffin. "Bone a Friend! One of the best segments on the wheel. 90,000 big ones!" He turned to Anna. "So, Anna, you should have brought along one of your celebrity chums to assist you for this particular prize. Who's gonna be helping you out today?"
"Today, Perv," Anna replied, "I've brought along my good friend Brittany Snow!"
The audience applauded once more as Miss Snow strolled out onto the stage; the actress every bit as elegantly dressed and dolled up as Anna before her. She wore a short and expensive-looking baby blue dress, her bottle red hair flowing behind her in light curls as she crossed the brightly lit stage.
"Hi, Brittany!" said Griffin, greeting the starlet with an embrace so warm it would have seen him slapped with a sexual harassment complaint if not for his line of work. "Glad you could be here today!"
"Thank you! Great to be here!"
"OK, so Toni here, just landed on the Bone a Friend segment of the wheel and you know what that means, don't you, Miss Snow?"
"I've got a pretty good idea!"
"Yep, this young man gets to have a threeway with the pair of you. And what do we call someone who lands on that segment, folks?"
"A LUCKY BASTARD!!!" the audience yelled back.
"That's right. OK, guys, do your thing!"
Griffin stepped aside and the cameraman moved in as Anna and Brittany approached the contestant. They pressed their bodies against his; the Jersey boy reaching down and grabbing to handfuls of their equally round, equally peachy asses as Anna guided him down for a kiss. He switched to Brittany, then she moved onto Anna; the two A-list pals locking lips and swapping tongues as every mouth in the packed studio fell slack like trailer park dwellers.
"Ooh, yeah! Gotta love that girl on girl action, right guys?" Griffin declared, the host unabashedly stroking his dick through the fabric of his pants.
By this stage, many members of the audience were doing the very same thing, while some had even pulled their pricks through the zippers of their pants and started jerking it right there in the studio. Those at home had been beating off in a similar fashion since the opening title card; some of the horny viewers working on their third load already as they watched on from the couch.
Back in the studio, things were heating up. Anna and Brittany had dropped to their knees; the celebrity duo pulling tongue once more as they unbuckled Toni's belt and slid down his pants. His dick sprung out like a jack-in-the-box; the girthy eight inch member jutting from his crotch like a long flesh girder.
"Oh my!" Anna exclaimed, looking over at Griffin. "I didn't realise everyone was gonna have such a big cock!"
"Oh yes, Anna," he replied. "We don't let just anyone on the show, you know!"
Anna and Brittany parted their lips and wrapped them around his dong; the pretty pair working their twin sets of glossed up dickpleasers up and down the shaft in perfect unison. Anna moved down to the balls while Brittany handled the shaft; the A-list duo performing their respective tasks with the skill and expertise of seasoned pornstars as they shared his mighty junk.
Anna gobbled at his balls one by one; the brown-haired beauty slathering the spunk-filled pair in spittle as she sucked on them like boiled candies. Meanwhile, Brittany slurped greedily at his shaft; the randy redhead dousing inch after inch of his girthy pipe in yet more sticky saliva as she fed it between her lips. By the time they were done, Toni's genitals were dripping with spit from the tip of his dick right down to the bottom of his sac. While they shared his junk, two teamsters appeared from the side of the stage and tossed a mattress onto the floor.
"OK," said Griffin, "who wants that dick first?"
Anna released one of Toni's balls from her mouth with a loud *POP*, while Brittany retrieved his shaft from between her lips. They looked back at one another.
"Well I think it's only right that you go first," said Brittany. "You're the special guest, after all."
"Why don't you lie down across the mattress, Brittany," Griffin suggested, "so Anna can eat you out."
"I can do that," Brittany replied, shedding her dress and sprawling out across the mattress as instructed.
Anna got on all fours before her and burrowed between her legs. Toni kicked off his pants and knelt behind Anna; the lucky contestant lifting up the hem of her dress and pressing the tip of his dong against the opening of her slick pink cunt. He gripped his dick at the base as he pushed forward and guided it inside. A groan escaped Anna's lips; the impassioned coo muffled by Brittany's drooling box as she busied herself between her thighs. Toni began to thrust to and fro; the Jersey stud wrapping his hands around Anna's slender hips as he worked his dick back and forth, an additional inch of his long, thick wang probing her snatch with each pass.



By now, nigh on every man in the audience had freed his dick from his pants, some having already shot a load down the back of the seat in front as they worked on a second. What's more, some of the crew members had followed suit; duties from coffee-making, to camera operating to sound recording going neglected as a host of production staff pulled their pricks on the studio floor.
By this stage, Toni was going at Anna like a man possessed; his muscled ass little more than an a glowing orange blur as he plowed her from behind. A chorus of coos and groans sounded out from man and women alike. A string of expletives escaped Toni's mouth as he pounded Anna's pussy; the slick, velvet-soft feel of her insides caressing every inch of his dong each time he fed it inside. Anna groaned from between Brittany's as Toni drilled away at her cooch, while Brittany in turn cooed like a ringdove as her A-list friend lapped at her dripping gash.
Toni's thighs collided repeatedly with Anna's butt, his big, heavy balls smacking against her clit as he drove all eight of his thick, veiny inches into the depths of her snatch. Every pass of his long, thick dong brought her closer and closer to the point of climax, his large, swollen dickhead probing her g-spot with each motion. One more pass was all it took, and as Toni buried himself ballsdeep in her snatch for the umpteenth time, Anna trembled from head to toe as a violent, earth-shattering orgasm tore through her slender frame.
"UGH! SWEET JESUS!!!" she screamed, lifting her head from between Brittany's thighs, her usually gorgeous facial features screwed in all manner of unsightly ways as she cried out in ecstasy.
"Wow! You came big time there, huh Anna?" said Griffin. "I think that was one of the best orgasms we've had on the show." He turned to the audience. "Wouldn't you agree, folks?"
The crowd cheered enthusiastically in response. Or rather, some of them did. The others were in the midst of an orgasm of their own. Indeed, people in the crowd were blowing their beans left, right and centre; the excited spectators shooting wads onto the floor beneath them and out into the aisle as they stroked themselves to climax.
"OK, Brittany, your turn now," Griffin went on, his dick throbbing in his pants like he was about to blow a load of his own straight down his leg.
The two celebrity guests and the lucky contestant changed up formations. Now, Toni was laying back on the mattress; Anna perched on his face as Brittany sat on his dick. Anna and Brittany cooed in unison; the celebrity pair facing one another as they straddled their respective body parts. Anna was sat on Toni's face like a queen on her throne; the brunette reaching back and gripping a handful of spikey waxed hair as she forced him further into her crack. Toni tongued at her asshole like there was no tomorrow; the slick red flesh probing deep into her rectum as he ate her second hole.
Meanwhile, Brittany was bouncing up and down on his dong; the horny actress performing perfectly executed squats atop his muscled frame as she rode him like a bucking bronco. She worked her tight pink pussy lips right up to the head of his cock before dropping back down to the hilt; her shapely buns clattering repeatedly with his thighs as she rode his dick.
By this stage, people were jerking off every which way across the studio floor. A number of cameras went unmanned as their randy operators pulled themselves to climax. Boom mics, clapper boards and all kinds of production apparatus were tossed aside as crew members of every role and rank blasted their goo in all directions. Even Griffin, who managed to stave off the urge to shoot his wad during every recording, was beating this throbbing meat with the rest of them.
Unlike many of his colleagues, Griffin had the good sense to leave the stage to relieve himself, but had done so in such a hurry that he'd neglected to switch off his microphone. As such everybody in the studio and everyone watching back home was treated to a surround feed of his powerful eruption; his orgmasic cries roaring out through the studio speakers as he emptied his swollen balls.
"Ugh, fuck! FFFUUUCCCKKK!!!" he cried as he shot his wad.
When he came back on stage, everyone from the crowd, to the crew, to those onstage (with the exception of Toni, whose face was still buried under Anna's ass) were looking in his direction.
"Oh, err..." he stammered, his face redder than a prize tomato, "sorry about that, folks!"
Back on stage, things were continuing to heat up. Now, Toni had two handfuls of Brittany's supple round asscheeks; the Jersey stud holding his A-list counterpart in place as he drove his drove his cock up into her. He was going at her like a jackhammer, her shapely ass rippling delightfully as he drilled her with his dong; his pulsing crown reaching the deepest recesses of her hot pink snatch with every pass he took.
Anna was leant forward atop Toni's frame in a 69; the brown-haired beauty tonguing at Brittany's clit, while Toni, in turn, licked her dripping box. Before long, all three were on the verge of orgasm. Steady streams of mewling, impassioned coos escaped Anna and Britany's twin sets of pouty pink lips as Toni worked magic tricks on their respective private parts with his dick and tongue alike. Meanwhile, his balls were churning with a fresh load of creamy, hot spunk, his dick throbbing like an athlete's ticker each time he thrust into Brittany's cooch. He held off until he could no longer; a muffled remark emanating from beneath Ann's crotch to signal his intent.
"I'm guh cuh!" he groaned, his voice suppressed by the peachy ass smothering his face.
"Hmm, did you guys hear something?" asked Griffin, cupping his ear at Toni as he addressed the crowd. "Sorry, Toni, I didn't quite catch that."
"I'M GUH CUH!!!" he uttered once more, louder this time, but just as unintelligibly.
"I'm still not getting it," Griffin replied. "Any idea what he's saying, guys?"
"HE'S GONNA CUM!!!" the audience yelled back to a man.
"Oh, he's gonna cum," said Griffin. "Well, I think you better get off him then, girls, before he shoots his load up Brittany's cooch!"
Anna and Brittany did as instructed; the celebrity chums climbing down from atop his person and kneeling down beside one another on the mattress.
"Right, I think this calls for a thick facial blast, don't you, folks?" asked Griffin as he looked out at the audience.
They cheered feverishly in response. Toni rose to his feet and stood before Anna and Brittany, stroking his twitching cock as he prepared to blast his goo. Anna tongued at his dickhole, while Brittany fondled his balls. A camera guy moved in for a close up as he jerked off wildly and shot his gloopy wad.
"UH! FUCK!" he bellowed, as a creamy jet of piping hot seed blasted from his tip; the thick splooge of off-white man mess splattering across Anna and Brittany's flawless features in equal measure.
It went everywhere; across their cheeks, over their lips, in their eyelashes, in their hair, the lucky contestant drenching the A-list duo in an ungodly volume of his creamy, hot goop as he drained his heavy balls. To wrap up, Anna and Brittany took hold of Toni's cock and passed it back and forth as they sucked at the twitching head; the celebrity pals coaxing the last few drops of spunk from his urethra and swallowing them down.
"Well, that was quite something, wasn't it, folks?" said Griffin. "Hope you guys at home enjoyed that as much as we did here."
They had. In fact, many of those watching from their living rooms had stopped just short of spanking themselves into a coma; the horny viewers working their way through more boxes of tissues than a Nicholas Sparks marathon.
"OK, everyone, give it up for our contestant Toni and our special guest Brittany Snow!"
The audience whooped and applauded. Brittany gathered her discarded dress and marched off the stage, blowing kisses to the crowd as she departed. A PA ran on with a pack of wet wipes and handed some to Anna. Toni pulled his pants back on and followed Griffin across the stage, returning to his place behind the podium.
"Right, shall we meet our next contestant?"
The crowd cheered. Griffin moved down to the third participant, a young, heavily tattooed woman in a white Misfits tank top. Her hair had been dyed darker than the ace of spades; the jet black locks buzzed short at the sides and neatly slicked back on top. She wore matching black lipstick and nail polish, her pretty face more metal than flesh.
"Contestant number three, what's your name?"
"Alexis," she replied.
"And what brings you here today, Alexis?"
"Well, Perv, I'm a lesbian and..."
"You don't say?" Griffin quipped.
The audience chuckled.
"I'm a lesbian," Alexis went on, "and I've come here today for the same reason as everyone else; for some hot A-list pussy!"
"I like it," Griffin replied. "Straight and to the point. Well, gay and to the point."
More laughter.
"OK, Alexis," Griffin continued, "come on down and spin that wheel."
Alexis stepped out from behind the podium and crossed the stage. She stopped at the wheel and gave it a spin. The audience whooped and hollered as the arrow pointed down at her prize segment; Vaginal ($75,000).
"Oooh, Vaginal!" Griffin exclaimed. "Well, you know what that means, folks. Alexis here is gonna require some apparatus. So, let's..."
"SEE! THOSE! DILDOS!"
The camera cut to a conveyor on the far side of the stage. A woman with bleach blonde hair and humongous fake breasts stood beside it, beaming at the camera lens as a number of custom made Wheel of Porntune strap ons scrolled across the screen; each one larger, more colourful and exotically shaped than the last.
"Go ahead, Alexis," Griffin prompted, "choose your dildo."
"Hmm," Alexis pondered, "I think I'm gonna go for the black one."
"The black one," Griffin parrotted. "A very fine choice, m'lady. Candy, the dildo if you please."
The busty blonde woman fetched the strap on from the conveyor and placed it on a small red velvet cushion. The crowd cat called and wolf whistled as she crossed the stage; the chesty assistant ferrying the big plastic dong across the studio like a queen's tiara.
"Thank you, Candy," said Griffin, taking the dildo from the cushion and handing it to Alexis. "Ready, Anna?"
"Mmhmm," she replied.
"OK, Alexis, over to you."
Alexis walked towards Anna and placed a hand at the back of her head; the actress' lustrous brown locks flowing through the gaps in her black-tipped fingers as she pulled her in for a kiss. They kissed wildly, passionately; Alexis looking as though she was attempting to eat her A-list counterpart alive as she plunged her tongue down her throat. Alexis' hands roamed across Anna's body; the horny lesbian pawing at her breasts and cupping her ass cheeks like an excited teenager as she appraised her luscious form.
Then, without prior warning, she span Anna around, pushing her up against the studio wall. Anna placed her hands on the wall, peering back at Alexis as she thrust out her ass in her direction. Alexis dropped to her knees; the young dyke lifting up the hem of Anna's scanty black dress and buried her face in her ass.
"Damn!" Griffin exclaimed. "Not shy is she, Anna?"

"Uh uh," Anna groaned, her face lit up like the Fourth of July as Alexis tongued at her tight pink cooch.
She certainly wasn't. In fact, Alexis was feasting on Anna's twat like it was her last meal; the gorgeous brunette's sticky, wet cunt juices smearing across her lips and dripping from her chin as she ate her out. Dicks were brandished once more and, soon enough, nigh on every member of the studio audience was pulling himself senseless as they watched the all-girl action unfold. A team of production assistants were working their way up and down the studio steps, distributing tissues and bottles of lube to the randy viewers like food vendors at a sports game.
Meanwhile, back on stage, the live lesbian show had kicked into second gear. By this stage, Alexis was tonguefucking Anna's pussy like her life depended on it; the young dyke bobbing her pretty head as she worked her tongue back and forth in Anna's snug cooch. Anna reached back and prized her asscheeks apart as Alexis licked from her pussy up to her butthole and delved her tongue inside.
"Uhh, fuck!" Anna groaned, looking down at her sapphic partner as she tongued her tight pink ass.
People were beating off every which way in the busy studio; audience members, crew and contestants alike pulling their prongs as they watched in awe. By now, Alexis had fed two fingers into Anna's pussy; the raven-haired beauty guiding her skilled digits deep into her snatch as she licked her asshole.
"Oh my God! She's gonna make me cum!" Anna mewled, her lower lip trembling as she was tongued into ecstasy.
"Hear that, guys?" asked Griffin, the host wiping a mess of spunk from his dick as the camera returned to him.
He handed the scrunched up, jizz-coated tissue to an unfortunate PA, who held it arms length with the tips of her fingers like some kind of radioactive substance as she scurried across the studio floor.
"She's about to cum," Griffin went on. "How about a little encouragement for our celebrity guest?"
The crowd broke into a chant; the excited audience members joining in a mass clap (those, that was, whose hands weren't otherwise occupied) as they willed their guest to orgasm.
"Cum! Cum! Cum! Cum! Cum! Cum!"
Alexis responded to the noise of the crowd; fingering Anna's pussy harder as she lapped at her anus.
"CUM! CUM! CUM! CUM! CUM! CUM!"
The volume increased; the remaining contestants, production staff and even Griffin himself beating their hands together as they chanted along with the audience.
"CUM! CUM! CUM! CUM! CUM! CUM!"
Then, as those watching egged her on, Anna did just that.
"FUUUCCCKKK!!!" she screamed; an intense look of unbridled lust stretching across her gorgeous features as she was brought to orgasm.
"Wow!" Griffin exclaimed as he addressed the audience. "That was quite a climax, huh guys?"
The crowd cheered in response.
"How did that feel, Anna?"
"Incredible!" she gushed, her voice soft and breathy as she came down from her orgasm.
"Sure seemed like it! How did that pussy taste, Alexis?"
"Mmm!" Alexis murmured, licking up the mess of girlcum smeared across her dark lips. "Delicious!"
"I'll bet," Griffin smirked. "Now I think it's time we put that dildo to use, what do you say?"
"Mmhmm," Alexis agreed, unbuckling her skinny black jeans and sliding them down.
She slid the strapon's jet black harness up her legs and fastened it to her waist. She rubbed the tip of the thick plastic wang against the opening to Anna's pussy and slipped it inside.
"Uh, sweet Jesus!" Anna gasped, her bright blue eyes bulging almost comically as the girthy strapon wang invaded her cooch.
Alexis bucked her slender hips; the randy contestant working her prosthetic prong back and forth in Anna's snatch. Alexis whipped off her top, showcasing yet more body ink and a pair of pierced nipples; the young lesbian eliciting a loud whoop from the audience as she tossed the garment aside. She wrapped her hands around Anna's waist, her perky tits jiggling delightly as she drilled her from behind. Alexis' strapon was plunging into the depths of Anna's cooze; the large black head hitting her g-spot with every motion. Alexis gripped a handful of Anna's hair; the raven-haired dyke using her shiny locks like glossy brown reins as she plowed her from behind. By this stage, Alexis was driving her strapon dick right down to the hilt with each motion; every pass of the girthy, jet black wang making Anna's pussy purr in response.
Once more, people were beating off wildly across the audience; both in the studio and in their homes, viewers across the land stopping just short of spanking themselves into intensive care as they watched on from the couch. By now, Anna and Alexis had switched up positions. Anna was laid out across the mattress; the horny actress strumming her throbbing clit as Alexis knelt before her, drilling her with her strap on. Alexis had her arms wrapped around Anna's legs, the brunette's expensive stiletto heels pointing up at the studio ceiling as her dark-haired counterpart went at her tight pink pussy; the female contestant driving every inch of the thick plastic wang into her twat with each motion.
"Fuck!" Anna cussed, every pass of the strapon dick making her titties jiggle like jello on a plate; the girthy round head probing her aching g-spot with each pass. "I'm gonna..., I'm gonna..."
Alexis knew exactly what was coming next. Quick as a flash, she pulled out of Anna's cooch, retreating from the line of fire as a forceful spray of clear, wet girlspunk jetted from her urethra.
"AHHHH!!!" Anna screamed as the violent ladyload shot from her snatch; the randy starlet frigging herself wildly as she prepared herself for another.
A cameraman moved in for a close up; the overzealous videographer getting a little more than he bargained for as a second blast of sizzling girlcum blasted from her cooch, dousing not only the man himself but his expensive camera in a torrent of lady liquid. Little droplets of squirt juice trickled down the lens, followed by a loud hiss from the body of the camera as the spray of girlcum fried the motherboard.
"Uh oh," said the cameraman, as the camera buzzed ominously in his hands.
Those watching at home heard a hiss, a fizz, then the loud drone of static; the unfortunate few on the verge of orgasm found themselves shooting their loads to a score of elevator music and picture of a grinning Perv Griffin, the words 'technical difficulties, please stand by' written over his head.
By the time the home viewers got their pictures back, a dazed and somewhat disoriented Anna Kendrick was climbing up off the mattress, walking gingerly to avoid slipping in the puddles of girlcum soaking the stage. Alexis was back behind the podium, re-dressed with a shit-eating grin stretched across her face, having just made an A-list actress squirt like a fireman's hose across the studio floor. Perv Griffin was stood centre stage, addressing the replacement camera as the show returned to the air.
"Welcome back to those watching at home," he said. "We apologise for the technical issues we've just had in the studio. Something of an inevitability, I'm afraid, when there's this much fluid flying about. Well, folks, that was our final contestant on today's show, but we believe we have a participant who has unfinished business with this here wheel. So, Duke, come on down and give it a spin."
The audience applauded once more as Duke crossed the stage and span the wheel; the crowd willing it on as it turned on its axis. A near-deafening roar went up from the studio audience as the arrow pointed down at the wheel's most sought after segment; Anal ($100,000).
"YYYEEESSS!!!" Duke screamed, punching the air in victory.
Griffin shook his hand and patted him rigorously on the back. The camera cut to Anna who applauded the lucky contestant, smiling somewhat awkwardly as she did so.
"Well, how about that, Duke?" said Griffin. "Was that worth the wait?"
"YYYEEESSS!!!" he cried once more, his voice loud enough to puncture an eardrum.
"I think he's happy with that one, folks," Griffin grinned. "OK, Duke, the floor is yours."
Griffin stepped away as Anna strolled towards Duke and dropped to her knees before him. Her jaw dropped as she caught sight of the outline of his dick; the extra long member snaking down his pants leg like a Burmese python. Duke looked down at her lecherously as she unbuckled his brown leather belt and unbuttoned his jeans. She slid her fingers under the waistband of his y-fronts, whipping down both the tight white undergarments and his stonewashed jeans in one fell swoop.



Duke's dick shot out as if spring loaded; Anna's pouty pink lips forming a perfect O of shock as the giant prong flopped up and down before her face. Duke's cock was simply gigantic; the Southern stud putting even his fellow contestants to shame with the sheer size of his manhood. It was a foot long, with girth to make even the most hung of pornstars blush. Dark brown, visibly unkempt pubic hair plumed at the base. Anna gripped it at the hilt, the brown-haired beauty still staring in disbelief at the oversized wang swelling in her hand.
"Big fella isn't he, Anna?" asked Griffin, observing from the sidelines as Anna started to stroke Duke's cock.
"Uh huh."
"Think you're gonna be able to fit that thing in your ass, Miss Kendrick?"
"I don't know," Anna replied, appearing quite nervous at the prospect. "I'll try."
"Good girl. Why don't you get it a little wet first?"
Anna wrapped her lips around Duke's cock and bobbed her head, guiding them up and down his shaft as she blew him. She looked up at him, stroking his dick with one hand as her lips roamed along the shaft, the actress slathering it in spittle as she went. She worked him over for some time; stroking and jerking, slurping and sucking, choking his enormous cock right down to the base in spite of its phenomenal length. By the time she was done, his dick was literally dripping; every inch of the girthy, thick wang doused in her sticky, wet saliva.
"OK, that oughta do it, don't you think, Anna?" asked Griffin, peering down at her as she stroked the spit-slicked dong.
"Mmhmm," Anna replied.
"Ready, Duke?" said Griffin.
"Oh yeah," he grinned in response.
Anna dropped to all fours on the mattress; her peachy, round ass thrusted out at Duke as he positioned himself behind her. He pressed his tip against the puckered rim of her butthole and pushed forward.
"AAAHHH!!!" Anna screamed, her eyes nearly popping straight out of her skull as Duke attempted entry.
Anna's sphincter, however, clearly had other ideas. Indeed, Duke had managed to fit only the very tip of his giant schlong inside her anus before it would go no further. Anna clenched her teeth, her pretty face screwed in anguish as Duke tried to push his girthy cock up her ass. Griffin, spotting the predicament, offered some pointers and words of advice as he watched on from the sidelines.
"Come on, Anna. No pain, no gain. Relax those glutes."
Anna was doing that and more. In fact, she'd relaxed damn near every muscle in her entire body as she tried to fit Duke's dick up her ass, but all to no avail. Griffin soon accepted that no amount of loosening or slacking on Anna's part was going to result in even another inch of Duke's junk probing her rectum and realised that his celebrity guest was in need of some liquid assistance.
"I think we might need some lube here," he announced. "What do you think, guys?"

"YES!!!" the crowd called back.
"Candy, the oil, please."
Griffin's assistant sauntered back across the stage, this time with a small bottle of Wheel of Porntune lubricant laid out across her red cushion. Candy's eyes crossed as she looked down at Duke's giant wang; his girthy shaft clasped in his hand as he readied it for Anna's asshole.
"Thanks, doll," he said, flashing Candy a wink as he gathered the lube from the cushion.
Candy remained where she stood; the buxom blonde gawking in disbelief at the sheer size of Duke's manhood.
"Ahem, Candy," said Griffin, everyone from the contestants, to the crew, to the audience waiting for her to exit the stage so the show could continue.
Candy didn't notice, however; her attention absorbed by the mammoth dong swelling before her eyes.
"CANDY!" Griffin said again, louder this time; his voice finally cutting through the haze and into her consciousness. She looked up. "Off the stage, darlin'."
Candy plastered on her best TV smile, her eyes barely leaving Duke's massive wang as she finally exited the stage, the big titty blonde bimbo walking straight into a light stand and knocking an expensive piece of equipment onto the floor as she went. Duke flicked open the lid on the bottle of lube and gave it a squeeze; thick drops of the greasy fluid trickling from his shaft as he dripped it across his dick. He squeezed an extra dose over Anna's asshole and tossed the bottle aside. He pointed his tip at her butthole once more pushed forward.
"MMMPF!!!" Anna murmured as the head split her anus open a second time, the swollen crown, on this occasion, venturing into her anal cavity with a good deal more ease than on the first attempt.
"There we go!" Griffin exclaimed. "Guys, we have liftoff!"
The crowd whooped and applauded. Duke began to rock to and fro; the Southern stud guiding his fat prick slowly inside. Anna looked back at him as he worked his cock back and forth, the oversized dong still causing her a little of discomfort, but more than a little pleasure, as it snaked through her colon. Before long, Duke was driving his cock in ballsdeep, his big, heavy balls slapping against Anna's clit as he pounded her backdoor.
"UHH!" Anna groaned. "FUCK! YES! FUCK ME!!!"
By this point, Duke was showing his A-list counterpart little mercy; the lucky contestant giving the brunette all he had, his long, thick cock tunnelling into the depths of her rectum. He gripped her ass cheeks; his fingers digging into the round, supple orbs as he pumped her from behind. Griffin was watching on from across the stage; the host once again feeling himself up through his pants as he observed.
"How does that dick feel in your ass, Anna?" he asked.
"Oh, fuck! It feels incredible!" Anna groaned in response; her face an odd mixture of pain and ecstasy as Duke's girthy pipe invaded her rear entrance.
"How about you take that thing out and give it a taste?" Griffin suggested, his pants now pooling around his ankles as he pulled himself off.
"Eww, no!" Anna protested. "It's been in my ass!"
"There's an extra $20,000 in it for you, if you do..."
Anna sighed. "OK, fine."
Duke retrieved his dick from the depths of her rectum, his member glistening with a thick coat of her ass juices as he prized it free. Anna span around so she was facing him, parted her lips and took his cock inside. She sucked greedily at the oversized dong, slurping her fluids from the girthy shaft like she was cleaning it for inspection. By the time she was done, Duke's wang was dripping with a fresh glaze of saliva. She returned to her previous position, peering at him over her shoulder as she thrust her rear end at him once more.
"Get that fucking dick back in my ass!"
Duke didn't have to be told twice. He fed the head of his prick into her butthole once more and thrusted; this time driving his dick right down to the base on the first pass.
"UHHH!!!" Anna cried, Duke's swollen dickhead mining through her insides and reaching depths she hadn't thought possible. "FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!" she screamed, every collision of Duke's body with hers making her ass ripple and her titties jiggle as he plowed her into next week.
By this stage, Duke was clinging to his load by but a thread; Anna's snug pink asshole squeezing his dick to near bursting point each time her thrust inside. His balls were brewing and churning with what felt like a week's worth of piping hot seed; the heavy, spunk-filled orbs smacking against her clit each time he plunged into her rectal depths. He held off for what felt like an eternity; every thrust making his dick throb like mad in the darkest recesses of her colon.
"Fuck! I'm gonna blow!" he blurted out, his face screwed like he'd chewed threw a batch of stinging nettles as he prepared to shoot his load.
"Do it inside me," said Anna, turning to face him as he reamed her backdoor. "Shoot that creamy, hot spunk up my ass!"
That was all the invitation Duke required. Anna had barely finished her request when the southern stud buried his dick down to the base; roaring like a Congo lion as his oversized wang erupted like Mount Vesuvius, blasting a tidal wave of gloopy, off-white splooge deep into her colon.
"Ohh! FUUUCCCKKK!" Anna groaned, the feeling of the boiling ball batter heating her rectum igniting yet another orgasm from within; the thunderous climax tearing through her slender form like a California earthquake.
Duke pulled out of her asshole; a thick mess of murky man juice gushing from her gaping orifice like Niagra Falls as he prized his dick free. Duke and Anna remained on the mattress for some time; celebrity guest and contestant alike panting like they'd ran a marathon, having just endured the most frantic, ferocious fuck session of their entire lives.
Griffin returned to centre stage. "Well, how about that, folks? Wasn't that incredible! Please, ladies and gentlemen, a round of applause four our amazing contestants!"
The audience rose to their feet, some with their pants still pooled around their ankles and their dicks at full mast as they applauded the lucky participants. The contestants joined in too; clapping one another and patting each other on the back.
"And for our beautiful celebrity, Miss Anna Kendrick!"
The clapping rose even further in volume; the applause interspersed with catcalls and wolf whistles, while numerous pairs of cum-stained underpants landed on the floor beside her, having been launched stageward by various members of the audience.
"I hope you've enjoyed the show today," Griffin continued, "but don't go anywhere 'cause it's not over just yet. Now we come to my favourite part, Double Your Money, in which our celebrity guest has the opportunity to- yep, you guessed it- double her winnings from today's show. So, Anna, your winnings for your chosen charity currently stand at $350,000. Would you like to play our special bonus round for a chance to double that amount?"
"Hmm, I dunno..." Anna pondered, seeming a little skeptical.
"Come on, Anna," Griffin replied. "$700,000 straight to the Microsoft Corporation. Just think of all the tablets they could design with that!"
Anna smiled nervously, still appearing somewhat hesitant and unconvinced.
Griffin turned to address the crowd. "You think she should do it, right folks?"
"YEAH!" they screamed back, before breaking into another bout of raucous chanting. "DO IT! DO IT! DO IT!"
Griffin turned back to face Anna, chanting along with the excited crowd. She looked around the studio as everyone from the contestants to Griffin's assistant, to the camera crew, and even her fellow guest, Brittany Snow, joined in with the boisterous rallying call.
"DO IT! DO IT! DO IT!"
"OK, I'll do it!"
"She's going to do it, folks!" Griffin yelled at the top of his voice.
A cheer went up from all four corners of the studio, louder than ever before. Members of the crew were hi-fiving each other. People in the audience, some still naked from the waist down were embracing one another in delight. Griffin pulled Candy towards him and dipped her at the knee like they were dancing a tango; giving the buxom blonde a deep, celebratory kiss on the mouth.
"OK," Griffin went on, "like I said, this is my favourite part of the show, and why's that, guys?"
"'CAUSE YOU GET TO JOIN IN TOO!"
"That's right, 'cause I get to join in too. And for this final part of the show, it's not just the money that get's doubled, but the penetrations as well. Oh, yes. For anyone watching for the first time, this is the part of the show where our glamorous celebrity guest takes myself, and our lucky contestants, in every hole in her body!"
The crowd whooped and hollered once more.
"Ready, guys?" Griffin asked, the camera cutting to the contestants as they lined up behind the podium.
"Oh, yes!"
"Mmhmm!"
"Fuck, yeah!"
"Ready, Anna?"
"Err...yeah."
By the time the camera returned to Griffin, he was nude as the day he was born; the handsome presenter laid out across the mattress with his big, fat cock clasped at the base. "Then let's do this thing!"
Anna was staring in disbelief at the once smartly dressed host, now entirely in the buff, long, veiny prick at the ready, when the four contestants scooped her up into the air and carried her towards him.
"Yeah, that's it, guys," said Griffin. "Set her right down on top of me."
The contestants did as instructed; aligning the crack of Anna's supple, round ass with the tip of Griffin's wang as they lowered her onto him. Griffin pointed his dick at Anna's tight pink asshole; splitting it open with his thick, bulging crown as the four participants set her down on his frame.
"Ahh, fuck!" Anna exclaimed, Griffin's swollen dickhead tunneling into her rectum as she adopted the reverse cowgirl stance atop his supine body.
The contestants gathered around; dicks both real and artificial clasped in their hands. Darnell took up position between her thighs; the dark-skinned stud stuffing her full of veiny, thick meat as he buried his cock in her pussy. The remaining participants surrounded her, groping her tits and placing hands at the back of her head as they fed their dicks between her lips.
Before long, Anna was handling the host and all four contestants at once. Darnell was pounding her pussy while Griffin was balls deep in her ass. Toni was fucking her mouth as she jerked off Duke and fingered Alexis. People were beating off every which way across the studio, while others had climbed up onto the stage and crowded around the celebrity guest in hope of getting in on the action.
Darnell pulled out of Anna's pussy and another guy entered. Soon enough, a line had formed before the brown-haired beauty which stretched halfway across the studio floor; men of every age, colour and ethnic background stroking their dick as they awaited their turn. A seemingly never ending train of horny men stepped up to the plate, stuffing Anna full of cock and pumping away until their heart's content. Some were contestants, some were part of the crew, others were members of the audience, but whoever they were and whatever they were doing there, Anna accepted their dicks with grace, spreading her legs and beckoning them inside.
Before long, nigh on every man in the studio had taken a turn, and it didn't end there. One man, who'd been stood there jacking off for the better part of an hour, had grown impatient, and as Anna was filled airtight with three oversized pricks, he climbed in front of the man before her and stuffed a second cock in her snatch. Anna groaned around the thick, girthy cock in her mouth as the second veiny prong stretched her pussy to its limits. By now, Anna was handling no fewer than six of the big, meaty cocks at once; the gorgeous brunette sucking on one and jerking off two others, while she had a pair in her pussy and another in her ass.
And on and on it went. The guys picked Anna up and passed her around; putting the actress in all manner of exotic positions as they took turns in all three of her holes. At one stage, her face was buried in Alexis' ass, while she pulled off two cocks, took one in her pussy and two in the butt. At another, she had two dicks in her mouth and one in each hand, while Alexis fisted her tight pink cunt.
Some time and numerous configurations later, the guys were ready to cum. Some went off in her snatch, others in her asshole, while more still jerked off into her mouth. Once Anna had a belly full of spunk and multiple creampies oozing from her ass and pussy alike, the remaining men circled around her and pointed their cocks at her pretty, disheveled face as they jerked them to eruption. Three went off at the exact same time; every one of the veiny, thick dongs blasting a creamy jet of off-white man goo across her upper half; splattering her face and chest and streaking her shiny brown locks in equal measure.
Dicks continued to erupt in their twos, threes, even fours, and before long the celebrity guest had been glazed like a Christmas ham; her face, tits, hair and the top of her head plastered with semen. Her lips were coated coated, her chin was dripping, her eyes practically glued shut by the countless loads fired at her person. But she wasn't done yet and as the men stepped away and pulled up their pants, Alexis appeared before the brown-haired starlet, strumming her clit and firing a torrent of girlcum that hit her full in the face like the blast of a water cannon.
In the midst of all the comotion, one of the few cameramen who was still doing his job, somehow found Perv Griffin among the sea of semi-nude males; the host pulling on his trousers having just dumped a gloopy wad of jizz into Anna's aching pussy.
"Wow!" he exclaimed, buttoning up his shirt as he addressed the camera. "Well I'm afraid that's all we have time for today! A big thank you to all our contestants, our celebrity guests Brittany Snow and, of course, Anna Kendrick, who has generated a staggering $700,000 for her chosen 'charity'," he made air quotes with his fingers, "the Microsoft Corporation." The camera cut to Anna as she lay in a pool of spunk; the brown-haired actress too exhausted to even correct his mistake. "Join us next week, when another celebrity will see if she has what it takes to tackle the wheel. We'll see you then on Wheel of..."
Just as he had at the beginning of the show, Griffin raised his arms, prompting the studio audience to complete the name of the show. This time, however, the host received no response and as he looked out across the studio it was clear that the members of the crowd (those who weren't re-dressing themselves on the stage behind him) appeared to have slipped into some kind of masturbation coma. As, indeed, had millions of people watching at home across the country.
"...Porntune," he said, the host left with little choice but to finish the title himself. "Goodnight!" He waved at the lens and as the cameraman prepared to take one final pan of the chaotic studio before the roll of the credits, Griffin turned to his celebrity guest. "Anna, my dick's still hard," he yelled across the stage. "Think you've got another $100K in you?"
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Loud, orgasmic cries carried through the halls of Sofia Vergara Summer School for Girls' student dormitories; the impassioned coos, as they did every term-time evening, providing campus security with enough jerk off material to spank themselves into a coma. The student dorms at SVSSG were much like those at any other academic institution, and boasted all the usual amenities one would expect from on-campus accommodation. Desk, chairs, lamps. Cupboards, cabinets, sideboards.
As was customary, dorm rooms were shared by two assigned students. Though unlike more traditional schools where dormitory intercourse was discouraged, pupils at SVSSG were put in as close as possible proximity to aid such relations. As such, students showered together, bathed together and slept together on large, king size beds. And it was one of these very beds upon which Isabela Moner was sprawled out on her first evening in the college dorms; utterly nude amid a number of fluffy pink throw pillows and a menagerie of stuffed toys as her roommate Jordyn Jones burrowed between her thighs.
Isabela pawed at her teeny, young breasts with a manicured hand, the other placed at the back of Jordyn's pretty blonde head, a slew of light, effeminate groans escaping her glossy pink lips as she was tongued into ecstasy. The girls had just completed their first session of Lesbian 101 that very morning and it certainly appeared that Jordyn had been paying attention. Indeed, she was reeling off every trick her teacher, Miss Wood, had taught her as she busied herself between Isabela's thighs; the fair-haired starlet lapping eagerly at her stiff pink clit as she worked two fingers back and forth inside her box.
Isabela was in seventh heaven; every plunge of her roommate's dexterous fingers probing her aching g-spot, every flick of her skilled tongue across her sensitive bud sending shock waves through her slender frame. Isabella clawed at her pink cotton bedsheet. Her lower lip quivered, her perky, teenage chest rising and falling as Jordyn's expert diddling and maestro-like tonguework lifted her ever closer to her ardent peak.
She closed her eyes, shiny pinks lips gaping open, a freight train chugging through her system and stopping at every nerve and fibre along the way as her gorgeous blonde roommate tongued her to orgasm. Isabela sighed contentedly; the Latin starlet easing open her eyes as she descended from her peak, her dazzling brown peepers gradually focusing on the smirking faces of Sydney Sweeney and Kira Kosarin as they loomed over her king size bed.
"Ahhh!" Isabella shrieked, Jordyn jolting out from between her thighs like she'd received an electric shock.
"Hey, don't stop on our account," Sydney grinned. "That was just starting to get good!"
Both seniors were wearing scanty sets of thin cotton PJs; Sydney's pink and Kira's baby blue- both of the skimpy get ups struggling to contain their perky, youthful charms.
"How did you-?" Isabela began, making a desperate attempt to cover herself with her arms.
"...Get in here?" said Sydney, finishing the Latina's question. "The maintenance guy has the master key. You wouldn't believe the things he'll do for you when you're blowing him for three months of the year!"
Jordyn and Isabela looked at one another, then back at their unwanted guests. "Get the fuck out of our room!" they screamed in unison.
Sydney and Kira laughed. "Uh uh. I don't think so, you little bitches," said Kira, a hand behind her back as she addressed the two young girls. "We're seniors and these freakin' dorms are our domain, and anyone who lives here has to do exactly as we say."
"Up, freshmen!" said Sydney. Jordyn and Isabela glanced at each other once more. "Did I stutter, you dumb little sluts? I said 'up, freshmen'. Up! Up! Up!" she barked, clapping her hands together.
Jordyn and Isabela Ieapt up from the bed and stood side by side.
"Better," Sydney grinned. "Kira, the collars, if you please."
Kira whipped two black leather dog collars out from behind her back and handed them to Sydney; the word 'SLUT' written across them in pink Greek letters.
"Thank you," she said, fastening the collars around the girls' necks and affixing two matching leads. "Kneel, freshmen."
Jordyn and Isabela exchanged weary glances then dropped to their knees side by side. Sydney handed one of the leads to Kira.
"Crawl."
Sydney and Kira led the young naked girls across their dorm room floor, out through the door and into the hall. They guided them down the corridor and past the washroom; two nude second years wet from the shower giggling at the freshmen's plight as they bounded past, hand in hand. The seniors stopped outside Dorm 69J, halfway down the hallway. Sydney pushed it open and led Isabela through, Kira and Jordyn following in behind.
Isabela and Jordyn's jaws dropped in unison as they crawled into the room. Pyjama-clad seniors were perched every which way across the dorm room; on the edge of the bed, on inflatable chairs and big pink beanbags. And knelt before each of them was a designated freshman, every one of the young students nude as the days they were born; matching collars and tethered dog leads fastened around their necks.
"Wha-what is going on?" Isabela stammered.
"It's called hazing, bitch!" Sydney snapped. "Just like in high school. Or do they do not have that in Paraguay or wherever the fuck you're from?!"
Isabela stared in disbelief as her first year classmates knelt submissively at a senior's feet; licking and kissing their pedicured toes like cats grooming each other. Rowan Blanchard was knelt before Peyton List. Kaia Gerber before Amandla Stenberg. Meg Donnelley before Paris Berelc.
Sydney took a seat on a beanbag and Isabela knelt at her feet. "It's a tradition," Sydney explained. "We had it done to us when we were freshmen, didn't we, ladies?" Her friends murmured affirmation. "Hell, Zoey Deutch paddled my ass so bad, I could barely sit down for my first week. But we took it like champs, knowing full well that our time would come. And now it has. It's our turn to dish it out and we're gonna enjoy it! All us seniors. Except your freakin' dyke friend Elle. She's probably tucked up in bed with a book and a cup of cocoa right now!"
She and Kira laughed.
*
At the far end of the hall in Dorm 69T, Elle Fanning was knelt in the middle of the floor; her svelte, young frame ringed by no fewer than six muscled members of campus security. Three were white, two black and one Latino; every one of the handsome studs kitted out in matching uniforms- purposely ordered a size too small by Principal Vergara to showcase their chiseled frames.
Elle, like most of her fellow students at this late hour, was wearing her skimpiest nightwear; which for her consisted of a tight-fitting, sheer white top and pair of matching shorts; the image of a pink cupcake printed suggestively at the crotch. She reached up and stroked at the groins of two of the men; the young actress biting her lip longingly as she felt the spans of girthy, thick cock bulging in their pants.
"Mmm, so nice and hard," Elle purred, the twin prongs growing and stiffening as she rubbed them. "You boys have missed my pretty little mouth, haven't you?"
There were deep, manly grunts of confirmation.
"Well, my mouth has missed your cocks, too," she grinned in response. "Get 'em out for me, boys. Let me see those thick wangs!"
They didn't have to be told twice. Belts were unbuckled and flies unzipped every which way around Elle's kneeling frame; the chiseled security studs dropping their pants and kicking them aside in the blink of an eye. Cocks sprung out in all directions and pointed at her head like long flesh arrows; every one of the meaty prongs primed and ready to suck. Big, heavy balls swung between thighs. Veins throbbed along shafts of every shape, size and colour. Heads bulged, pearls of precum glistening in their wide-open tips. Elle reached up and gripped two of the cocks; her dainty hands barely spanning their unfathomable girth.
"Yeah," she said as she started to stroke the two rods, "I've really missed this place!"
*
"You'll dish it out too when you're a senior," Sydney went on, wrapping up her lowdown on the tradition of hazing. "Unless you're a little goody two shoes princess like Elle and her cunty friends." Her fellow seniors laughed. "But right now, it's time for you to take it like a good little bitch. So, honey, are you in or not?"
Isabela looked down at the floor sheepishly. "Yes," she said in a soft voice.
"Louder, bitch."
"Yes," Isabela repeated, her volume increased.
"Good," Sydney grinned. She stretched out her bare feet. "Kiss 'em."
Isabela looked up at her; a palpable look of apprehension etched across her face.
"Don't worry, they're clean. We just had shower time, right, Kira?"
"Mmhmm," Kira responded, her own little pet freshman, Jordyn, already smooching her dainty feet, like she was a queen and the blonde her royal subject.
"So...what you waiting for, bitch?" said Sydney. "Kiss 'em."
Isabela dipped down to the floor and planted a timid kiss on the bridge of her left foot.
"Keep going."
She continued upwards; placing soft pecks across Sydney's pedicured tootsie until she reached the ankle.
"Don't forget the other one."
Isabela switched to the right; kissing slowly from the ankle right down to her toes, then looked up at her new mistress for approval.
"You're not done yet, freshman," said Sydney, raising her foot and wiggling her toes. "Suck 'em. All of them. One by one."
Isabela looked perturbed.
"Or do you want a spanking?"
"No," Isabela replied softly.
"No, what?"
"No...ma'am?"
"I didn't think so. Hop to it then, slut!"
Isabela tentatively shot out her tongue and licked at Sydney's big toe.
"God dammit! I said suck them, not lick them! You're going the right way for a paddling, you little freshman bitch!"
Isabela wrapped her lips around Sydney's toe and worked them to and fro, sucking on the varnished digit like it was a little, tiny penis (not that she'd ever let a member of such meagre length anyway near her mouth, of course).
"Yeah, that's it, honey," Sydney purred. "Suck it good!"
Isabela suckled at her mistress' toe for some time, finally releasing it and glancing up at her once more.
"What you stopping for, bitch? You've gotta do the others now!"
Isabela continued down the row of toes, sucking on each of the painted digits in turn before switching to the other foot.
"Well done, freshman," said Sydney, once her pet had finally finished. "I'll make a good little bitch out of you yet. Though I shouldn't be surprised that you were good at that. From what I've heard, you seem to enjoy sucking on things."
Her friends sniggered around the room. Isabela shot her a puzzled look.
Sydney laughed. "Don't play innocent with me, bitch. I know all about your exploits in Blowjob 101. World travels fast around here, honey. Apparently you sucked Tyler's dick right down to the base in your first class. Not bad for a little freshman. Of course, I was able to deepthroat him and tongue at his balls at the same time on my first day, but..."
"No, you weren't, Sydney," said Kira from across the room. "You didn't do that until the end of last year."
"Shut up, bitch," Sydney muttered under her breath. "Anyway, I think it was a spot of beginner's luck. I bet you couldn't do it again if your life depended on it."
"Could to," Isabela protested, incensed that her oral prowess had been brought into question.
"Prove it then, freshman," Sydney grinned. "Put your money where your mouth is. Kira, hand me that strap on."
*
Elle was squatted in the centre of her dorm room, surrounded from all angles by a band of muscled security guards. Her plump pink lips roamed up and down a thick black cock, while her silken hands clasped around two others- one white, one Latino; stroking their lengths in unison. A large dark hand gripped the back of her head; guiding her pretty young mouth along the chocolate shaft, while others pawed at her perky breasts and slapped round, bulging dickheads against her shoulder blades.
Elle sucked down the turgid black length like a seasoned pro, her hands little more than pink-tipped, manicured blurs as she jerked the other two cocks; the blonde starlet using every trick she'd picked up in first year Blowjob 101 and second year Blowbang 201 to ensure all three of the lengthy rods were thoroughly stimulated. She worked her lips up and down the dark wang, inch after inch vanishing between her lips, her arms crossing every which way like a game of Twister as she tried to pull and jerk as many of the remaining rods as she could reach.
Cocks pulsed in her hands and against her tongue; all six of the girthy schlongs throbbing like nobody's business as they ringed her squatted frame. She sucked hard at the thick black cock engorged in her mouth; volumes of spittle smearing across the shaft as she choked it down. It wasn't long before she'd swallowed it right down to the hilt; the ebony stud's wiry, afro-like pubes tickling her cute little nose as she made his wang disappear.
*
In 69J, Isabela was knelt between Sydney's toned, bronzed thighs; the Latin beauty sucking greedily at a huge anatomically correct (provided, that is, that it was modelled on the anatomy of a Texas Longhorn) dildo that was strapped to her slender waist. Isabela's leash was wrapped around Sydney's hand; a mischievous grin stretched across her gorgeous face as her new teenage pet sucked her plastic dick.
"Yeah, blow me, freshman," she said. "You like that big senior's cock, don't you, bitch?"
"Mmhmm!" Isabela groaned around the dildo in her mouth; the Hispanic beauty dousing the prosthetic wang in oodles of spittle as she worked it over.
"Show me how much you like it then, slut. Swallow mistress' cock right down to those big plastic balls!"
Isabela was well on the way there already, but it was certainly something of a challenge. At eight inches, Sydney's strapped on wang was a little shorter than Tyler's very real, very lengthy skin baton, but what it lacked in length (relatively speaking, of course) it more than made up for in girth. In fact, Isabela estimated the man-made dong to boast the girth of a baseball bat, and sported false plastic veins even thicker and more pronounced than those large, protruding blood tubes that had throbbed against her tongue in Blowjob 101.
Her full, pouty lips were stretched lewdly to accommodate it; the giant plastic cockhead nearly packing her gullet to capacity as she choked it down. But still she pushed on and with the finish line in sight, Isabela took one last plunge; her glossy lips pressing against the cool steel rivets on the leather harness as she sucked it down to the base. The watching seniors couldn't help but marvel at the astonishing feat, and impressed coos chorused across the room as Isabela held the prosthetic rod between her lips.
"Not bad, freshman," said Sydney, as Isabela released her strapped on cock from her mouth. "I guess it wasn't beginner's luck after all. Now turn around," she grinned, taking her spit-slicked dildo in her hands and stroking it menacingly. "Time for me to claim that pussy!"
*
The black security guard retrieved his dick from between Elle's lips; the girthy wang utterly slathered from tip to base having just been devoured ferociously by the actress' skilled young mouth. But she wasn't done yet. In fact, no sooner had the first man withdrawn, had another taken his place; the fair-haired starlet swallowing down his equally huge, thick dong with even greater ease than she had the first. Before long, she'd sucked down all six; the blonde senior taking every one of the meaty prongs right down to the hilt, regardless of length, girth or colour.
"Come here, boys," said Elle, gripping two cocks; one vanilla, one olive, and hauling them in close.
She fed the white dong between her lips, sucking it right down to where her hand was clasped at the base, before retrieving it once more. Then, without as much as a second's pause, she turned to his friend and did the same to him. Soon enough, Elle was shifting back and forth from one to the other; her head moving at such a pace she got a little dizzy. Her blonde hair whipped from side to side, strands of sticky saliva flinging this way and that as she switched from cock to cock.
"Get closer, boys," she cooed, pulling them in ever nearer; the two men now at such close proximity that their dicks were practically touching. "I've got a new trick to show you. Miss Beckinsale showed me this one this morning."
She gaped her lips as wide as they would go, pulling both men in until their pricks crossed around mid shaft; their big, swollen dickheads poking at the insides of her cheeks as she guided them into her maw. Elle bobbed her pretty blonde head; her lips roaming up and down the pair of dongs and accommodating no less than half of their lengthy twin shafts with each pass, her cheeks bulging like a squirrel with a nut as she took both cocks inside.
"Ay, dios mio!" the Latin guard exclaimed. "I love this fucking school!"
"Right?" his colleague agreed. "I don't see the girls at UCLA doing this!"
Elle released the cocks from her mouth; stroking them vigorously as she dipped down to get at their balls. First, she fed the Hispanic's olive-toned balls between her lips; sucking at each of the cum-filled gonads in turn before switching to his friend. She gobbled at the white man's nuts with equal zeal, releasing the second orb with a loud *POP* as she turned back to his buddy. Before long, her head was but a blur once more; a haze of professionally styled golden hair as she went back and forth from scrotum to scrotum.
*
Back down the hall, Isabela was knelt on the dorm room floor, looking back over her shoulder as she thrust her peachy teen ass up into the air. Sydney was knelt behind her, her strap on wang clasped at the girthy base.
"You want it, don't you, freshman?" asked Sydney, smirking devilishly, the round head of her dildo teasing the Latina's pussy lips as she rubbed it across her slit.
"Yes," Isabela cooed, her face screwed with lust, "I want it, mistress."
"You sure, bitch? You know the rules. Once I enter that pussy, it's mine for the whole semester."
She wasn't lying. In fact, that very sentence was written in the school's student handbook.
"Yes, I'm sure!"
Sydney pulled the tip of her dong from Isabela's slick opening; the first year's face falling in response. "I don't believe you. Beg, freshman."
"Please, mistress," said Isabela, the desperation in her voice almost tangible. "Please give me your big, fat cock!"
"Hmm. What you gonna do for me in return?"
"Anything, mistress! Anything you want. I'm yours until you graduate. Your pet. Your little freshman slut. Please. Please. Por favor, mamacita. Gimme that cock, mistress!"
Sydney grinned. She'd been waiting two long years to hear those words, and they sounded even better than she'd imagined.
"OK, freshman. OK. Since you asked so sweetly."
Sydney rubbed the crown against Isabela's slit once more, this time pushing forward and guiding it inside.
"Ay!" Isabela whined, as the dildo entered her; the prosthetic wang stretching her cooch wider than any real cock had ever done.
By now, every senior and even some of the freshmen were watching on with rapt attention. There was a lot going on in the room. In fact, third years were breaking in their new toys every which way. Some were gripping their leashes as their cute faces burrowed between their thighs. Others laid their pretty little freshman pets across their laps and struck their asses with a paddle. But, even in the midst of all this, Sydney and Isabela's sordid little strap on show was the undisputed highlight.



Sydney began to guide her cock gently back and forth in Isabela's twat; venturing deeper and gaining momentum with each stroke. She gripped Isabela's waist; the busty blonde holding the Latina with such a firm grasp that she couldn't have escaped if she'd wanted to. She bucked her slender hips, her massive tits flopping this way and that; the chesty actress wielding the strap on dong like a lifelong lesbian as she pumped her partner's pussy.
"Yes, that's it!" she purred. "Take my dick, you little freshman slut!"
Isabela was taking it and doing so like a champ. The prosthetic prong was tunneling deeper into her cooze and touching parts that none of her male lovers could even dream of. She reached back and started strumming her clit, adding to the already intense pleasure that was coursing through her teenage body; the dildo's large plastic head hitting her g-spot and making her pussy purr like a Bengal tigress with each passing stroke.
"You like that dick, don't you, bitch?" asked Sydney, reaching around and clasping Isabela's lead as she fucked her from behind.
"Yes! I like it," Isabela squealed in response, looking back at the stacked senior as she pounded her tight, wet pussy.
"Tell me, freshman. Tell me much you like your mistress' big, fat cock!"
"I love it, mistress! I love your giant cock! Fuck me, mistress! Fuck me hard and make me cum!"
"Uh uh," said Sydney, gripping a handful of Isabela's glossy dark hair and pulling her upright. "Not yet, bitch," she hissed, directly into her ear. She reached up and placed a hand around her throat. "You don't cum until I say you can cum. Understood?"
Isabela nodded.
"I said, 'understood?'."
"Yes! Yes, mistress. Understood."
"Good. And if you want to cum, you're going to have to get one of my girls off first. After all, you're such a good little slut, it's only right that I share you with my friends, right?" She looked up. "Kira, you want to see what this freshman bitch can do?"
*
The six security hunks queued at the foot of Elle's bed as she lay across it, head hanging over the edge, lips agape in wait of their giant cocks. A black man stepped up first; squatting before her and guiding his long dark rod into her mouth. Elle slipped a hand under the waistband of her shorts and rummaged between her thighs. She strummed her pulsing clit as the ebony stud worked his muscled hips; steadily guiding his dick back and forth in her maw. Spans of veiny, dark meat disappeared between her lips as the pace started to quicken; the blonde beauty choking down every inch that came her way as he pumped her pretty mouth.
The black man's colleagues were lined up behind him, pulling their pricks as they awaited their turn. By now, the security stud was sawing his dick between Elle's lips with little mercy; his bulging brown head boring deeper into her maw and down her gullet with each pass. Saliva was slathered across his cock; thick strands of the sticky mess dripping from the shaft and splattering across her face. Before long, he was driving his dick down to the base with every motion; all ten of his girthy dark inches mining into her oral cavity, his heavy, spit-slicked balls slapping against her forehead each time he thrust inside. Elle could feel his pole throb and twitch against her tongue; his veins seeming to ferry more blood to the tip of his wang with each passing second.
Feeling as though he could lose his load at any second, the black man hastily retracted; stepping aside as the next guy moved in for a turn. This one; a big, brawny Latino, adopted a different stance entirely to his dark-skinned predecessor. He backed to Elle and squatted over her; stroking his cock as he dipped his large, olive-toned balls into her mouth, plunging them into the depths like a teabag into water. Elle could feel a thick wad of cum brewing in his balls as she held them between her lips; the giant gonads filling her mouth to capacity as they stewed and churned against her tongue.
Elle sucked away at his massive balls; teasing them with her tongue and dousing them in spittle as he jerked himself off. By the time he withdrew, his balls were literally dripping with saliva; thick drops of the slimy goo slopping from his sac and onto the floor below. But it didn't end there and no sooner had the Hispanic stud vacated, had another man entered; the security guys running a train on Elle's soft pink mouth and packing it full with any part of their anatomy they so desired. Some dipped their balls in her mouth; the horny senior drenching each set of swollen orbs that came her way with oodles of slick saliva, while others fucked her mouth; the chiseled hunks banging away between her glossed up dick sucker lips until they were fit to burst.
"Mmm, yeah," Elle moaned, sucking in lungfuls of air as the last man pulled his dick from the confines of her mouth. "Thank you, boys. Now who's ready to cum?"
*
Kira was laid out on the dorm room floor, legs akimbo as Isabela buried her face between her thighs; her head shaking manically as she scoffed at her dripping cooch. Sydney was knelt behind; her beach-bronzed thighs clattering against Isabela's as she plowed her with her strap on. Moans and groans filled the room from freshmen and seniors alike; the orgasmic coos loud enough to keep the entire complex awake as the all-star initiation raged on into the early hours.
"How's she doing, Kira?" asked Sydney. "Is my new pet a good little rug muncher or what?"
"Uh huh," Kira groaned. "Oh, Sydney, you lucky little bitch. You've got the pick of the litter here, girl!"
She really did. Isabela was, in fact, nothing short of a prodigious pussy eater; the teen actress tonguing at her elder's sticky pink twat like she'd been doing it all her life. Indeed, even while being railed on from behind by eight inches of girthy man-made dong, Isabela was lapping at Kira's snatch in a manner that would put most pornstars to shame. Her lips were wrapped around the brunette's clit; her tongue flicking expertly across the swollen bud, Kira's sweet fluids smearing across her lips and chin as she ate her out.
Meanwhile, Sydney was bucking wildly at her rear; the harness of her strap on clattering repeatedly with Isabela's supple behind, the fluids of the Latina's arousal glistening along the plastic shaft. By now, every other sex act in the room, of which there'd been many, had ceased. Every girl in the dormitory chamber, be they first years or third, were gazing on in awe at the all-girl threeway taking place before them.
"Yeah, keep eating that pussy, bitch," Sydney growled, gripping a handful of Isabela's shiny dark hair and holding her head between Kira's thighs. "You're not stopping 'til you've made my girl cum."
Isabela was being held between Kira's legs with such force that she could barely breathe. Though, luckily for her, that particular goal was close at hand. In fact, Isabela had been tonguing at Kira's twat with such finesse, that she was on the brink of orgasm already; the brown-haired senior requiring just one further flick of the freshman's skilled, wet tongue to push her over the edge.
"Oh, yes, baby," Kira cooed, looking down at Isabela as she licked her out. "Yeah, that's it. I'm gonna...I'm gonna...uuuhhh!!"
Kira pawed at her breasts, toes curling as a mighty orgasm pulsed through her body.
"Your turn now, freshman," Sydney grinned, her voice breathy as she plowed Isabela's pussy. "Cum on my big, fat dick!"
Sydney pounded away at Isabela like a woman possessed; her golden hair swishing across her shoulder blades, the undersides of her heavy D cup jugs slapping against her chest as she pumped her hot pink gash. Kira knelt before Isabela, taking her face in her hands and turning her head back towards Sydney.
"Look at your mistress while she's fucking you, bitch." Kira licked Isabela's cheek and tongued at her ear lobe. "Tell her how much you like her giant cock!"
"I love your big dick, mistress. It feels so good in my tight freshman pussy!"
"Ask her if you can cum."
"Can I cum now, mistress? I want to cum on you big fucking cock!"
Sydney looked down at her, grinning like a Cheshire cat. "Beg. Plead for it, freshman."
"Please, mistress! Please let me cum on your dick! I'll do anything you want if you let me cum on your cock right fucking now!"
"OK, little bitch, you can cum. But make it a good one, OK?"
She plowed away at Isabela's cooch harder than ever before, the rhythmic *THWACK* *THWACK* *THWACK* of her leather-bound groin colliding with the first year's ass quickening in pace and increasing in volume with each new stroke. The head of her dildo tunnelled into Isabela's sloppy, wet cooze; the plastic crown hitting her pleasure points time and again, making her tremble from head to foot, until...
"UHH!! MIERDAAA!!" she screeched, nearly rupturing the eardrums of the captivated audience as a fiery, teeth-rattling orgasm tore through her; shaking the Latin starlet to her very core.
"Ooh, wow!" Sydney gushed, finally halting her vicious pumping. "That was a good one. Well done, freshman. Now clean off my dick."
"Yes, mistress," Isabela replied, panting heavily as she turned around and took Sydney's cock into her mouth.
She sucked it right down to the base once more; slurping greedily at the plastic shaft and polishing it until it shone like vintage silverware.
"Good girl," said Sydney, stroking her spit-slicked wang as Isabela released it from her mouth. She looked down at her strap on, clocking the late hour on her silver-plated wristwatch as she caressed the girthy shaft. "Ooh, would you look at the time. Past you first years' bedtime, that's for sure. Run along, little freshman. If you're lucky we'll call on you again tomorrow."
*
Back down the hall, Elle was squatted at the centre of a circle of studs. She reached up and fondled two pairs of balls, feeling the nut churning away inside as the security team pulled themselves off.
"Mmm, yes! Cum for me, boys!" she purred, licking her glossy lips in anticipation of their loads; six big, throbbing cocks pointed at her like cannons.
A black man was first to go off; the dark-skinned hunk firing a thick, creamy blast across the starboard bow. Once one cock had erupted, the others followed suit; the veiny, thick prongs jetting wads of gooey, hot seed that splattered across her face from every conceivable angle. By the time the guys were finished, Elle had been glazed like a Christmas ham. Cum was caked across her face, covering nearly every square inch; coating her lips and glueing her eyes shut, while more still trickled down her lustrous golden hair and clung to the top of her head in great clumps.
"Wow! Now, that's what I call earning extra credit!" Elle exclaimed as the guys stepped away and gathered their clothing. "Thank you, boys," she went on, wiping the cum from her eyes and looking up at their hulking frames. "Same time next week?"
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Designer stiletto heels clicked on the stone flooring and echoed around the empty church in Downtown Los Angeles as Vanessa Hudgens marched down the aisle and towards the confessional booth. She wore a skimpy white top that clung to her upper half like a needy child, her stiff pink nipples poking through the thin fabric like they were plotting an escape, and a frayed denim skirt, the hem of which barely extended past her crotch, revealing every inch of her long, slender legs. Her glossy raven locks hung gracefully about her shoulder blades, while her pretty face had been dabbed, dawbed, glossed, and otherwise adorned, with a host of expensive cosmetics,
Vanessa took a deep, nervous breath and opened the door to the booth, parking her cute little ass on the wooden bench. Father Quinn was sat in the adjacent booth; watching through the slats in the partition as she took her seat, the 65 year old Catholic priest thanking the Lord above for sending such a beautiful young woman in his way on what had been, up to that point, a rather dull afternoon. Vanessa cleared her throat and began.
"Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned. It's been...maybe a year since my last confession."
"Go on, my child," Quinn replied, crossing his fingers in hope of something juicy.
"I recently engaged in premarital sex, Father."
Good start.
"And with whom did you engage in these relations, my child?"
"It was with a member of my family, Father."
Quinn's ears pricked up. He certainly hadn't been expecting that.
"Which member of your family, my child?"
"My sister, Father."
Quinn punched the air, mouthing a silent 'YES!!' in celebration. He steeled himself so he could respond.
"Explain to me the details of your transgression, my child. Nice and slowly."
Vanessa looked perplexed. That wasn't something a priest usually said.
"Slowly, Father?"
"Yes, my child. To ensure that I don't miss anything. I can't very well absolve you of your sins if I don't know the full extent of them now, can I?"
Vanessa chuckled somewhat awkwardly.
"No, I guess not. Well, a couple nights ago my boyfriend went out with his buddies, so I thought I'd invite my sister Stella over for a bit of a girls night. I hadn't seen her in a while and figured it would be a good opportunity to catch up."
"And is your sister as pretty as you, my child?" Quinn asked.
Vanessa giggled, blushing slightly at the compliment.
"Yes, Father, she looks just like me, only six years younger."
"She sounds like a delightful young woman," said Quinn, picturing the younger Hudgens sibling in his head. "Please continue."
"So we were hanging out in our PJs, eating ice cream and watching some girly movies when I suggested breaking out the wine. Anyway, a few bottles later and Stella started to feel a little flushed and asked if it was OK if she took off her pyjama bottoms."
Quinn started to feel his old, withered dick growing under his robe; a sensation he thought himself now incapable of achieving without the aid of a pill.
"Go on."
"I said it was fine and I didn't want her to be the only one partially dressed, so I took mine off too."
"What Christian behavior. How very caring of you, my child."
"Thank you, Father. So, we're both sitting about in our shorts and tops, sipping wine and talking about boys..."
"Please, my dear," Quinn interjected, "you need to paint as vivid a picture for me as possible. Describe the shorts you were wearing in more detail for me, if you'd be so kind."
"Sorry, Father. Well, they were short shorts..."
"How short, my child?"
"Real short, Father. They were practically riding up our asses, they were so small!"
"Good Lord!" Quinn exclaimed.
His dick was now rock hard under the fabric of his cassock for the first time in years, Vanessa's story proving to be a more effective stimulant than any prescription med ever could.
Vanessa was taken aback by this sudden outburst. "Father?"
"Oh...err...the good Lord will forgive you for your sin if you...err...describe it to him in great detail," Quinn stammered. "Great, great detail, my child. Now, what colour were these shorts you were wearing?"
"Mine were pink, and I think Stella's were baby blue."
"And your tops, my child, were they the thin kind?"
"Yes, very thin, Father. I could practically see Stella's nipples through the fabric of hers!" Vanessa laughed. "Sorry, Father, was that too much information."
"Not at all, my child," Quinn replied, his underpants now pooled around his ankles as the elderly priest stroked his shriveled dong under the material of his robe. "No detail is too lurid when giving a confession. What happened next?"
"So, like I said, we were drinking wine, giggling and talking about guys and sex and whatnot, when Stella asked me if I'd ever kissed a girl before. So I told her I had and asked her the same question."
"And what did she say, my dear?"
"She said she hadn't, but she'd kind of always wanted to try it."
"Go on," said Quinn, the old man now stroking his cock at such a pace, his hand was chafing against the fabric of his cassock.
"Is everything OK, Father?" asked Vanessa. "I thought I heard kind of a shuffling noise."
"Oh, that's the mice in the sacristy, my dear. The exterminator is coming to send the damn things to hell tomorrow afternoon. Now, you were saying..."
"Yeah, so she said she wanted to make out with a girl, and I don't know what it was, Father- if it was the wine or the endorphins or whatever, 'cause we'd been laughing and joking so much, but I said that she could kiss me if she wanted to. She said she'd like that, and the next thing I knew, we were making out right there in my lounge!"
Quinn's roaming hand came to an abrupt stop and he huffed angrily from behind the partition.
"Child, please, the Lord and I need more information if we're to absolve you of your sins."
"Right, of course, Father. So, we pushed our lips together and, my God..."
"Don't take the Lord's name in vain, my child."
"Oh, sorry...my gosh, her lips were so soft, so plump. Just like mine."
"Did they taste of anything, my dear?" Quinn asked, his pumping quickly returning to its previous rhythm as Vanessa regaled him with her tale.
"Yes, they tasted kinda like raspberry, 'cause of her lip gloss."
"Did you use tongues, my child?"
"Yes, Father. Lots of tongue. Matter of fact, we were full on French kissing in a matter of moments!"
"And what happened next, my child?"
"Well, we broke from our kiss and, I have to say, Father, I didn't feel any guilt or shame for my misdeed. It just felt...right? Oh, Father, why would the Lord make something so wrong feel so right?"
Quinn huffed once more; the break in the story halting the momentum of his violent plank spank.
"God works in mysterious ways, my dear," he replied hastily. "Now, please, continue."
"OK, yeah, so we broke from our kiss and just smiled and giggled at one another, then went in for another. And this time Stella put her hand on my ass...sorry, butt...sorry, posterior, and, my word, I haven't felt a jolt of electricity like that from another person in a long time. So, by now we both know full well what's about to happen and before long we were up on our knees, facing one another, making out, running our hands up and down each other's bodies, feeling each other's tits...err, breasts...cupping each other's posteriors. Then, she took hold of the hem of my shirt and pulled it up over my head."
"Lord above!" Quinn panted, his hand now roaming up and down his shaft as quickly as aching bones would allow.
"Excuse me, father?"
"Oh...Lord above, please forgive this young woman for her evil sins! Provided that she continues to describe them in as much detail as possible and without stopping."
"Sorry, Father. So then, she reached down and cupped my ass...posterior. Is posterior the right word? Or is it, like, derriere, or..."
"Ass is fine!" Quinn barked. "Just keep telling the story!"
"So, she was squeezing my ass and sucking on my titties, then she told me to lie down."
"Then...uhhh...then what?" Quinn asked, moaning with pleasure as he pulled his shrunken wang.
Vanessa looked quizzically at the partition and the frankly bizarre sounds emanating from the other side. Father Quinn was cooing and groaning like nobody's business from within his wooden booth. It sounded like the old duffer was having a heart attack.
"You OK in there, Father?" she asked.
"I'm fine!" he snapped back. "What happened next?!"
"Right, so I laid down across the floor and Stella peeled off my panties and...they were wet, Father. Soaking wet. Oh God, Father, I'm going to hell, aren't I?"
"You're not going to hell! Just tell the damn story!"
"So, she told me to spread my legs and she crawled between them, stuck out her tongue and started licking."
"Sweet Jesus!" Quinn panted, his dick throbbing in his wrinkled hands (or as much as a 65 year old penis was capable of such a feat). "And how did it feel, my child?"
"It felt incredible, Father! I've been with quite a few girls in my time. My friends Ashley and Sarah. I don't know if you know this father but I'm an actress, and I was in this movie Spring Breakers a few years ago. Don't suppose you saw it. Anyway, I used to hook up with my co-stars Ashley and Selena on set all the time. Ashley and I even made out on camera and had a threesome with this guy James! Ashley's a full on dyke now. I guess I must have turned her."
"Wow!" Quinn exclaimed. "I'll have to track this movie down."
"Really, Father?"
"Absolutely. I like to follow what my parishioners are getting up to in their professional capacities. Now please, my child, on with your story."
"So, yeah, like I was saying, I've hooked up with quite a few girls over the years but none of them ate pussy...sorry, performed cunnilingus like my little sister. I couldn't believe she was doing it for the first time! She knew exactly what to do with her tongue. She was lapping at my clit, encircling it, wrapping her lips around it and giving it a suck. Good Lord, it was incredible! Then, she fed two fingers into my wet pussy and started working them back and forth, plunging them down to the second knuckle and hitting my g-spot with her fingertips with each pass."
By now, Father Quinn was pulling his withered pork like there was no tomorrow, his wrinkled old face contorting in all kinds of unsightly ways; the elderly priest appearing to be in the midst of some form of trance as he beat himself six ways from Sunday.
"She made me cum in a matter of moments," Vanessa continued, "then came up to kiss me, giving me a taste of myself of her lips and tongue. Then, I rolled her over onto her back and returned the favour."
"Ah, yes," Quinn groaned, "do unto others as you would have done to you. The cornerstone of the Catholic faith."
"Right, Father. So, anyway, I started going down on her and, my God, she tasted like heaven. So sweet, so warm, like melted honey! So I ate that tight pink pussy like it was my last supper. Oh, sorry, Father. Was that blasphemy?"
"Who cares?!" Quinn snapped. "Keep going!"
"OK, so my sister was creaming up something fierce in that hot, wet cunt...I mean, pussy...I mean, vagina of hers and her juices were streaking across my lips and chin as I ate her out. I made her cum in no time at all, but I didn't stop there, Father, and no sooner had her sweet, slick fluids smeared across my face, had I dipped down and started licking her ass! That's right, Father, that hole you told us to stay away from. I had my tongue right up inside it; strumming her clit with my thumb as I rooted around in her rear. She came again in a matter of moments before we moved onto another activity. Are you familiar with scissoring, Father?"
"Yes, I've watched vid..." Quinn stopped himself. "No, what is it, my child?"
"Well, scissoring, Father," Vanessa helpfully explained, "is when two girls lie head to toe, interlock their legs and grind their pussies together."
"I see. So, that's what you did next?"
"Yes, Father. And I mean, we really did it. We were tribbing away like our lives depended on it. Our slick, wet twats were slip sliding against each other, our clits rubbing together, our perky tits jiggling as we clasped our hands and bucked against each other like animals in the zoo, screaming so loud we probably woke the entire neighbourhood!"
Father Quinn was pulling himself senseless in the adjacent booth, his shrivelled old cock red raw from overuse as he listened on through the wooden partition.
"Anyway, we both came from that at exactly the same time and, Goddamn, was it hot! Probably the most violent, bone shaking climax I've ever had. The kind of orgasm my boyfriend can only dream of giving me. Then, I went and got my strap on. A strap on, Father, is a plastic penis that you..."
"I know what a strap on is! Get to the fucking! I mean the copulation! Get to it!"
"OK, so I wore it first, Father, and I went at my little sister like a woman possessed; making her scream my name as I pounded her tight pink pussy. Not very Christian of me, I know, but I showed her little mercy; working all ten of my dildo's thick plastic inches into the depths of her snatch with every motion, hitting her g-spot and making her cry out in ecstasy each time. She was strumming her clit, her pretty face screwed with lust as I drove my strapped on cock inside her, and you know what happened next, Father?"
"WHAT!?" Quinn bellowed, the old man pulling his prick with such force he thought he was going to sprain his wrist. "What happened?!"
"I pulled my cock out from her snug pink cunt and she squirted over me, Father. A jet of clear, wet girlspunk shot from her cooch and drenched my naked body, from my tits right down to my crotch. Then, she looked up at me, finger between her teeth like butter wouldn't melt in her mouth, and said, 'OK, bitch, now it's my turn'. She positioned me how she wanted me; bent over, face down, looking back at her as I stuck my ass out in the air. She got some lube and squeezed it across the shaft of the dildo and you'll never guess what she did next, Father?"
By this point, Quinn was holding onto the slats of the partition for dear life, the confessional booth shaking in its moorings as he jerked himself off with the other hand. "What...uhhh...what did she do?"
"She pointed that fucking thing at my ass and pushed it inside! Now, I've done anal before, Father, but I've never taken anything that big up there. I thought it was gonna split me in two! And, holy shit, did Stella know how to use that strap on! I think that girl's been watching lezzie porn 'cause she worked those hips like she'd been doing it all her life, working that thick dong into my asshole with more rhythm and skill than any guy I've ever fucked.
And before long, she was driving it right down to the base, her pelvis clattering against my ass cheeks, the big, girthy dildo tunneling into the darkest recesses of my rectum as she pounded me from behind. And God damn, that girl is a dirty little slut, Father! She was spanking me, pulling my hair, calling me her bitch, telling me she wanted me to cum for her as she plowed my tight pink ass."
Quinn pulled his cock at a frankly alarming rate; the elderly priest trembling from head to toe as he beat himself to within an inch of his life.
"And you know what, Father, I did just that! In fact, I had an orgasm so fiery and intense I thought the room was gonna shake!"
At the last second, Quinn pulled his robe to the side, doing his best not to bellow at the top of his lungs as a jet of spunk, his first in nearly a decade, shot from the hole in his dick and splattered over his cassock, the booth door and the wooden partition in equal measure. It was quite watery and thin, the streaks of man goo appearing to have lost their potency some time ago. But what it lacked in texture it more than made up with sheer volume; the old man expelling so much of the diluted man mess that his confessional booth looked like a plasterer's radio by the time he was finished.
"But we weren't done yet, Father," Vanessa went on, grinning from ear to ear as streaks of man goo dripped over the slats in the partition, "in fact we'd only just gotten started and before the night was up we went through nigh on every item in my toy collection. Vibrators, anal beads, double ended dildos, you name it, we used it, making each other cum countless times along the way. When we physically couldn't fuck each other for one minute longer, we got back into our jammies and went to bed. My boyfriend got in and found us cuddled up in bed together. Nothing strange there. We're sisters after all. And, yeah, that's about it. So, Father, am I forgiven for my sins?"
Quinn was sat on the bench on his side of the booth, partially disrobed, staring listlessly ahead. He appeared to be in some kind of masturbation coma, having just shot his wad for the first time in years, his cum dripping every which way across the wooden walls.
"Father?"
"Huh?"
"Am I forgiven for my sins?" Vanessa asked again.
"Oh, yes, my child," Quinn managed in response. "Ten Lord's Prayers and ten Hail Marys. And make sure to return and confess your sins should anything like this happen again."
"Of course, Father."
"Then I absolve you from your sins in the name of the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit."
"Amen," said Vanessa.
The booth door opened and with that she was gone. Quinn took a deep breath, pulled up his y-fronts and got to cleaning up his mess. About 30 minutes later, just as the elderly priest had finished cleaning his booth, the church door closed with a loud bang. A second set of clicking footsteps echoed around the large building as Stella Hudgens crossed the aisle and entered the confessional booth.
"Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned. It's been three months since my last confession."
"And what are your sins, my child?" asked Father Quinn.
"I engaged in premarital sex, Father," Stella replied.
"And with whom did you have these sexual relations, my child?"
"My sister, Father."
Quinn gulped. His eyes bulged to such an extent that they nearly popped out of his skull. "Oh, sweet Jesus!"
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Monday, June 22nd, 2020
Kristen Bell stood at the front of Room 69D; dressed in a snug-fitting grey pant suit, golden hair cropped just above her shoulders, as she addressed her second year students.
"Morning, class. I hope you all had a good weekend. From the pictures of Bailee's Instagram, it certainly looks like you did."
The girls exchanged naughty grins; the lion's share flashed in the direction of Bailee Madison, whose social media accounts had certainly gotten tongues wagging across campus. Indeed, the actress and her roommate, Katelyn Nacon, had held an all-girl orgy in their dorm the previous Friday and plastered it across the Internet. Come Monday morning, there was nary an individual at the college, student or faculty, who hadn't seen the explicit images.
"And I gotta tell you girls, looking at those images gave me a pretty good weekend too. Oh, that reminds me- you girls owe me a new vibrator. I wore mine out and I'm holding you little bitches personally responsible!"
The girls giggled.
"It was good to see you girls getting some use of those dildos I lent out as well. Camren, you really looked like you've gotten the handle of that Black Mamba. That toy certainly isn't for the faint of heart, so congratulations to you."
"Thank you, Miss Bell," replied Camren Bicondova; the brunette blushing slightly as her classmates looked in her direction.
"Yep, you girls were taking those dildos in those tight pink pussies of yours like seasoned pros," Miss Bell went on, "and it definitely looked to me like you were ready to get to the meat of Vaginal 201. So to speak."
There were excited murmurings across the classroom.
"Yes, that's right, girls. After a semester of sucking dick and eating each other out, the moment you've been all been waiting for is finally upon us. Ladies, it's time for some penetration."
Miss Bell grinned as loud shrieks of joy sounded out from wall to wall. Some of the girls hugged and high fived one another. She thought she may have even heard the popping of a cork, but figured she must have imagined it.
"Now, I know you girls have already fucked every male member of staff at this school, but..."
There were gasps of mock aghast from across the room.
"Us, Miss Bell?" said Madison Beer, placing a hand to her perky chest and fluttering her eyes like butter wouldn't melt in her mouth. "Whatever gives you that idea?"
"Right, Madison," Miss Bell replied. "So, that wasn't you I saw bent over the kitchen worktop, getting railed by that hot chef in the cafeteria the other day then?"
Madison looked embarrassed.
"Ha-ha. Busted, bitch!" laughed Kiernan Shipka.
"And Kiernan- I guess I didn't catch you in the bathroom with those two janitors last week, either."
Kiernan popped a finger between her twin sets of pearly white teeth; a thoroughly unconvincing display of innocence if ever there was one.
"Can't say I blame you, girl," said Miss Bell. "I've fucked them both too. In fact, I gave the blonde one a going over in my car this morning."
Her students whooped in response.
"So, you girls have been getting dicked down left, right and centre. We all know it. But my goal here in Vaginal 201 is to ensure that you ladies are getting fucked right. That you're riding those big, fat cocks like your lives depend on it. That you have orgasms that make your friggin' bones rattle. That you're screaming the goddamn house down every time you take a dick. Let's get to it, shall we?" The girls cheered raucously as Miss Bell called her assistant. "Andre!"
The door opened and a hulking black stud came strolling through. He wore the usual teacher's assistant get up (if one could call it such) of snug white boxer briefs and not a lot else (in fact, it was part of a TA's job decription that he leave his clothes at reception when arriving for work each day). His nappy afro hair had been freshly barbed into a stylish high top fade. His eyes were a deep, soulful brown, his skin like dark melted chocolate and marked by numerous tattoos. Muscles bulged in his arms and across his chest, his abs so heavily-defined they looked like ebony cobblestones. His underwear sagged with the height of his dong; the material so thin you could practically see individual veins poking through.
The girls actually cooed as he crossed the room; every new angle of his God-like frame met with an 'oooh' or 'aaah', like they were watching a firework display. He stood beside Miss Bell at the front of the class.
"I know, right," she grinned, her students mouths still fixed in perfect O's of wonderment as they eyed his shredded form. "In all honestly, if this beefcake can't get you cumming into next July, you should probably consider celibacy. I don't think sex is for you.
"OK," Miss Bell continued. "Let's start with a little pussy eating. Obviously, you need to be nice and wet before you take a dick inside you. Especially one as big as this," she said, reaching down and stroking Andre's flaccid, though incredibly large penis through the fabric of his boxers. "Although, to be honest, if the site alone of Andre here doesn't get you drooling down below you might want to take a trip to the doctor."
No such problems there. In fact, the second year students were practically flooding their chairs with the sticky fluid oozing from their groins. And as for the teacher herself? Well, the visible wet patch in the crotch of her pants told its own story.
Miss Bell began to undress and Andre helped her out; the dark-skinned hunk unzipping the fly on her pants while she unbuttoned her jacket. She slipped her jacket down her arms and removed her blouse. Andre inched down her pants, revealing that Miss Bell, much like her students wasn't wearing any underwear beneath (after all, it would be rather hypocritical of the faculty to enforce such a rule on the student body if they, in turn, didn't practice what they preached). The blonde beauty was entirely nude in a matter of moments and she hopped up onto her desk, spreading her leg as Andre knelt between them.
He took a brief look at her glistening MILF pussy, licking his thick dark lips in anticipation before diving in.
"Oooh!" Miss Bell cooed, laying back across her desk as Andre munched on her cooze; the handsome young black man practically engulfing her sex with his lips as his tongue swirled across her clit.
Miss Bell's eyes fell shut, a steady chorus of light, sensuous groans escaping her pretty pink lips; the fair-haired starlet seeming to forget she had a class to teach a she was eaten into ecstasy.
"Erm...Miss Bell?" came a soft, feminine voice that clawed her from her reverie.
She opened her eyes and looked to her side; the horny teacher met with the expectant faces of her watching students.
"Oh, sorry about that, girls," she said, her voice light and breathy as Andre feasted between her thighs. "Forgot where I was for a second there. God, this boy can eat pussy! There's not really much I can tell you at this stage that you don't already know. Miss Wood has taught you everything you need to know about pussy eating and, let me tell you, girls, there's no-one better to learn that from than her. Except maybe Andre, here. Oh!" she yelped, her head suddenly jolting upright as her TA stuck his long, thick tongue into her box.
"So, all I'd say is, if the guy ain't doing it right, then it's up to you ladies to show him what to do. Obviously that's not a problem he...uhhh...here."
It certainly wasn't. In fact, Andre was scoffing at Miss Bell's drooling pink gash like he hadn't eaten in days; the ripped black hunk bobbing his afro-topped head and sinking his tongue further into her sticky, warm cooze than even her husband's dick was able to venture! His fingers replaced his tongue and he moved up to her clit; sinking his long black digits in knuckle deep as he lapped at her pulsing bud. By now, Miss Bell's pussy was seeping its fluids at a frankly alarming rate; the saccharine secretions oozing from her gash and coating Andre's lips as he ate her out. He made her cum in minutes; the teacher's gorgeously toned body jerking this way and that across her desk, cooing loudly as he tongued her to orgasm.
"Goddamn!" Miss Bell purred, as Andre emerged from between her thighs, his thick African lips coated with her girlcum. "He's gone down on me before every demonstration we've ever done and made me cum every friggin' time!"
Andre smirked. She wasn't exaggerating one little bit, and it was a track record the dark-skinned TA was very, very proud of. He rose to his feet, knowing full well which part of the demo was coming next.
"So, now you should be positively frothing up down below, if you weren't already," said Miss Bell, dropping to her knees at Andre's feet. "But if you're gonna take on a cock as large as this, it certainly couldn't hurt to suck on it a little first. The wetter it is, the easier it'll slide in. Besides, if he eats your pussy anywhere near as good as Andre just did, it's only right you give him a little something in return."
Miss Bell gripped Andre's boxers with two clenched fists and tugged them down; his huge black cock shooting out like a freshly cranked jack-in-the-box. The room fell silent as his dick sprung free. Eyes bulged from wall to wall. Even Miss Bell's ocean-blue peepers, which had caught sight of the mammoth dong more times than she could count, were almost popping right of their sockets as it flopped up and down before her. It was big, thick, long and black. Black as the ace of spades. Blacker, even, that the rest of his anatomy.
"God damn!" Miss Bell reached up and gripped the huge black wang in her soft white hands. "I swear it gets bigger every time I see it."
She angled it upwards; inspecting the rod like Sherlock Holmes for signs of foul play. A scar from penis enlargement surgery. A track mark from an injection of steroids. Anything that would explain its gargantuan size. She managed to pry her eyes away from its magnetic pull long enough to turn back to her class; her students looking back impatiently as they waited for her to continue.
"Sorry, girls. I got a little distracted. So, again, there's not much I can tell you here that Miss Beckinsale hasn't taught you already. I mean, nobody sucks dick like her, right, Andre?"
"Uh uh," he replied, his voice carrying a distinct purr as he thought back to all the times the brown-haired British MILF had milked his balls dry with her mouth.
"Ahem!" Miss Bell exclaimed, the loud throat clearing tugging him from his erotic daydream like a bolt from the blue.
"Oh, err...except for you, of course, Miss Bell."
"Better," she said, parting her lips for his long black rod.
Andre steered it towards her maw and fed it inside, plunging half of its immense length into the gaping orifice on the first pass. He placed a hand at the back of her head. Strands of glossy blonde hair flowed through the gaps in his long dark fingers as he guided her mouth up and down his dong, her lips venturing further down the girthy black trunk with every motion. Before long, she was taking him to the hilt each time; her pouty pink lips pecking his groin every time she swallowed his length, drenching the shaft in spittle as she went. By the time she was done, Andre's wang was slathered from tip to base; the black man's sex every bit as wet and dripping as her own as it retracted from her maw.
"OK," said Miss Bell, stroking the spit-slicked wang as she addressed her students, "now we're ready."
She climbed back onto the desk, pulling Andre in by his cock like a dog on a leash. She laid back across the table, Andre rubbing his tip against her leaking cooch.
"This is missionary," she explained, looking out across the room. "It's...ohhhh!..." Her eyes bulged almost comically as Andre entered her, his giant, round head stretching her pussy almost to its limits right off the bat. "Its...ohh, Jesus!...considered a bit vanilla in this day and age, and I'd be inclined to agree. But...oh, my goodness!...remember, girls, the more exotic the position, the harder it is for the guy to work his rod. I mean, I can't imagine there's a position in the friggin' Kama Sutra that Andre here isn't a master of..."
Andre gave a can't deny that kind of gesture.
"In fact, I know there isn't," Miss Bell went on. "But sometimes, you just can't beat the classics, and there is no better position for feeling the man's length than good ol' missionary." She turned back to Andre. "Come on, big boy. Give it to me."
And give it to her, he did. He gripped her ankles and held her legs against his shredded torso; his hips bucking as he guided his dick back and forth inside her, his swollen brown head tunneling deeper into her cooch with every motion. In practically no time at all, he was driving it in balls deep; his chiseled abs smacking against her thighs as he pounded her tight pink pussy.
"Oh, fuck! Yeah, that's it!" Miss Bell purred, her perky tits jiggling delightfully as their bodies collided.
By now, Andre was drilling his dick into her like there was no tomorrow; his bulging crown reaching in and touching her innermost spots with each pass he took, Miss Bell's burning cooze leaving trails of thick, creamy goo across his jet black shaft.
"OK, who wants to try a little missionary?"
Miss Bell took a scan of the class. Every one of her students had kept their arms firmly on their desks; the randy sophomores clearly wanting to try their hands at some of those more exotic positions that their teacher had alluded to.
"Oh, come on, girls. You can't all do reverse cowgirl. Don't you girls want to feel this big black dick boring deep into those hot pink pussies?"
Now that she'd put it like that, hands were shooting up every which way; manicured paws darting skyward at such a pace it would have taken an Olympic freeze frame to determine which one was first. As such, Miss Bell picked one of her students at random and beckoned her to the front of the class.
"Joey, come on up."
Joey King climbed out from behind her desk; the young actress leaving a rather suspicious looking puddle on her seat as she strolled across the room.
"Why don't you start by cleaning this dick off for me, sweetie?" Miss Bell suggested.
"OK, Miss Bell," Joey replied, dropping to her knees at Andre's feet.
He prized his cock from Miss Bell's pussy; the long dark rod glistening from tip to base with her sticky secretions. Joey gripped it at the root and parted her pillowy lips, taking the head inside. She worked her mouth up and down his pole, dousing it in her spittle; the svelte brunette polishing the thick black dong like she was cleaning it for inspection. Before long, every ounce of girlcum had been slurped from the shaft; the girthy wang shining with her spittle as she retrieved it from her maw.
"Wow!" Miss Bell exclaimed. "You cleaned that dick off good, huh, Joey?"
Joey grinned, looking quite proud of her achievement and rightly so.
Miss Bell knelt at the edge of the desk and patted the surface. "OK, sweetie, up you pop."
Joey took Miss Bell's place on the desk, little puddles of teacher's cum pooling on the expensive agarwood as she climbed on up.
"Spread those legs, honey," said Miss Bell.
Joey did as directed; the brown haired beauty parting her slender pins like the Red Sea as Andre positioned himself between them. Miss Bell leaned over Joey's supine frame and pulled up her plaid skirt. She gripped her pale thighs; making sure they were as splayed as possible for the incoming invasion. Andre pressed his swollen head up against Joey's cooch and pushed it inside; the tight hole sheathing his huge dong like a gilded scabbard.
"Oh, my!" Miss Bell gushed. "Damn, Joey! Your pussy sucked that fat black cock up a treat!"
It really did. In fact, Joey's tight, little twat had swallowed Andre's rod almost to the hilt on the first pass. Andre worked his muscled hips, guiding his dick back and forth in Joey's cooze, tunneling a little deeper each time. Before long, his dark, swollen crown had ventured into uncharted territory and kept on going; the bulbous head not stopping until it reached the darkest recesses.
"Now, I can't imagine anyone struggling to cum when a big dong like this is pistoning into them, but if a lesser cock ain't hitting the spot, here's something you can do to ensure you get off, one way or another. You all know how to masturbate, right, girls?"
"Yes, Miss Bell," the girls chimed back.
"Not holding a vibrator to your clit," Miss Bell clarified. "I mean really friggin' yourselves off."
Her students looked at each other but said nothing, their silence speaking volumes.
Miss Bell chuckled. "Oh, you girls these days. Where would you be without your gadgets, huh? OK, well, rubbing your clit is incredibly easy and can enhance practically any sex act there is. Just take your middle and index fingers, and work them across your clit in a forward and back motion. Like this."
Miss Bell reached down and placed her fingers on Joey's clit; the blonde teacher guiding them back and forth across her student's bud just as she'd described.
"There. Does that feel good, Joey?"
"Yes, Miss Bell," Joey replied, her elder's practiced diddling making the young starlet purr even more than Andre's giant wang already was.
Miss Bell continued to strum Joey's clit; the sophomore's already vice-like grip tightening even further around Andre's wang in response to the skilled moves. In fact, by this stage, Joey's cooze was squeezing Andre's dick like a tube of toothpaste; her ultra-tight twat threatening to wring every last drop of spunk out of his balls each time he thrust into the depths, his thick black shaft throbbing and spasming in response.
"You gonna cum, baby?" asked Miss Bell, her dexterous fingers still kneading Joey's clit as she looked up at her assistant.
"Uh huh," Andre replied through clenched teeth.
"Mmm," Miss Bell cooed at the promise of his load. "Do it inside her. This is called a creampie, girls," she said, turning to face the room. "I don't think I have to tell you about the birds and the bees, so obviously don't let a guy cum inside you if you're not on contraception. Having a baby at your age is gonna ruin all your fun." She looked down at Joey. "You're set, right, sweetie?"
"Yes, Miss Bell."
"Good. Oh, and all our TAs are rigorously tested throughout the year, but if you're fucking a guy in your own time and you don't know him all that well, make sure he wears a condom. STDs ain't no laughing matter. Try and cum when he does, Joey."
"OK, Miss Bell."
Miss Bell strummed Joey's clit faster than ever before; her snug pink twat clenching Andre's dick so tightly that it nearly snapped off at the base. Andre pumped away at Joey's pussy like a man on a mission; beads of sweat trickling down his face and across his muscled torso as he drilled her molten gash. He held off until he could no longer; the sculpted black man burying himself to the hilt once more as his dick erupted.
"URRRGGGHHH!!!" he bellowed, a loud, bassen rumble that practically shook the room.
Every sinew in his body strained, his twitching rod spurting rope after rope of burning seed deep into the student's twat. Joey came on the spot; a violent, ground shaking orgasm quaking through her body as a tidal wave of creamy, hot spunk flooded her unguarded cooch.
"Yowza!" Miss Bell exclaimed. "Now that's what I call a creampie! Sounded like he just blew a week's worth of nut into that pussy! But remember, girls, just 'cause a guy goes off inside you, doesn't mean that load is finished with. Especially if you've got a girlfriend with you."
Andre pulled his dick from Joey's snatch as Miss Bell hopped down from the desk and squatted between her thighs.



"You girls should know by now that a cum wad isn't truly done with until it's in the pit of your stomach. Spread that pussy for me, baby. Squeeze that gloopy, hot seed into my mouth."
Joey put her fingers to her twat and split it apart. With the floodgates opened, a torrent of thick, gooey seed gashed out of her snatch, Miss Bell catching the boiling ball batter in her mouth as it slopped on out. She closed her lips and gulped it down.
"God, that's delicious!" said Miss Bell, licking her shiny lips in delight.
She sunk her tongue into Joey's twat and scooped out the remaining residue.
"Mmm! It tastes even better straight out of a pussy! OK, class, so that was missionary. Thank you, Joey."
Joey tugged her skirt back down and hopped down from the desk, her classmates clapping as she returned to her seat.
"Right, moving on," said Miss Bell. "Andre."
She needn't say any more. Andre knew exactly what was coming next and exactly what position to adopt. He laid out across the desk, his dick stood tall like a skin skyscraper.
"Cowgirl," Miss Bell added with a grin. "One of my favourite positions. Who wants to ride this dick?"
Hands shot up excitedly in all directions once more. Miss Bell rolled her pretty blue eyes. Selecting the girls on a first come, first served basis was clearly an impossibility.
"Sabrina," she said, ushering Sabrina Carpenter to the front of the class with a wave of her dainty hand.
Sabrina blew a pink bubble with her gum the size of a volleyball, which popped like a firecracker. She fished the gum from between her lips and stuck it to the bottom of her desk. She rose from her seat and sauntered to the front of the classroom.
"OK, so it's called cowgirl 'cause you mount your man the way a cowgirl mounts a horse," Miss Bell explained. "Lose the skirt, Sabrina, and climb aboard."
Sabrina tugged down her tiny plaid skirt and clambered up onto the desk, planting her expensive looking leather flats each side of Andre's torso as she straddled his muscled form.
"Now grip that dick and feed it inside."
Sabrina did as instructed. She reached back, grasping Andre's wang at the base and guiding the bulging brown head into her cooch.
"So, riding a cock in cowgirl is a lot like doing squats in the gym," Miss Bell went on. "And with an ass like that, I know you know how to do those, girl."
Her students laughed. Sabrina began to hop and bounce atop Andre's supine frame; her shapely, round ass rising and falling in a hypnotic rhythm as she worked her tight pink pussy up and down his dong. Before long, she was riding the black TA like a bucking bronco; every squat she performed atop his shredded form taking her further down his meaty pole, his bulging crown soon hitting her g-spot with each motion.
"But remember, girls, you haven't truly ridden a cock until you've taken the whole thing. You haven't mastered this position until your ass is bouncing off his thighs."
Eager to demonstrate, Sabrina bucked atop Andre's body at a frenzied speed; her long blonde hair swooshing this way and that, her perky tits jiggling delightfully as she rode his giant wang. Soon her apple bottom was clapping against Andre's thighs, just as her teacher had described; her bronzed cheeks rippling as they collided with his firm dark flesh.
"The really great thing about this position is that you're in control. You're bouncing on his dick. You can take as much of that rod as you want and ride at any pace you so desire. But, if you start to get tired then you can always get your man to take over. Just squat over him and let him do the rest."
Andre reached around and gripped Sabrina's ass cheeks; his large dark hands grasping the supple orbs with all his might as he held her still above his groin. Then, without missing a beat, he began to buck his hips from underneath her, drilling her with his dick; working more of his jet black span into her sopping cooze with each pass he took. Soon, his pelvis was clattering against her ass once more; the collision of bodies producing loud, wet smacking sounds that echoed around the room and out into the hallway as Andre's giant dong pounded her into submission.
"Oh, and by far the most important thing with any kind of sex, is that you don't change position until you've cum. I don't care if the guy has to pound away at your pussy all day and all night, you don't switch stance until you've gotten off," said Miss Bell, pointing a neatly painted finger at her students in an almost scolding manner as she lectured them. "Speaking of which, it looks like Sabrina is about ready to do just that."
Indeed it did. In fact, her face was positively skewed with lust, all manner of deep, guttural grunts and breathy, high-pitched yelps escaping her full, pouty lips as she was worked over from beneath. One more pass was all it took. Sabrina looked to the heavens; emitting a ringing cry so loud and shrill that it nearly burst her classmates eardrums, as she was overcome by a mighty, thunderous orgasm.
"Wow!" Miss Bell gushed as she watched on from the sidelines. "That was one hell of a climax! Well done, girl. OK, everyone, let's give it up for Sabrina."
Sabrina's peers whooped and applauded as she climbed down from Andre's frame and tugged her skirt back on. She wobbled slightly as she crossed the room, the actress-singer having to steady herself on a nearby desk as she returned to her seat.
Miss Bell chuckled. "Little dizzy, are we, Sabrina? That's called being dickdrunk, girls, and is a common after effect of tackling a penis of this size. Honestly, a cock like that should come with a health warning. Don't drive or operate heavy machinery after riding this dong!"
Her students giggled. Miss Bell checked her watch.
"Right, time for one more position."
This time she didn't even bother asking for volunteers, and simply picked the student she deemed to be best suited to the task.
"Kiernan, up you come, honey."
Andre hopped down from the desk as Kiernan Shipka approached from across the room; the hulking black stud towering over the pint-size starlet as she sidled up next to him.
"Andre, you know what to do."
Andre nodded. He wrapped his large dark hands around Kiernan's waist and lifted her into the air; the ebony-skinned hunk drawing a cute 'eek' from the slender brunette and gasps from her fellow students as he hoisted her up like she weighed next to nothing. Kiernan wrapped her arms around his hulk-like shoulder blades and her legs around his waist. Andre pulled the hem of her skirt the short distance to her hips, giving her classmates a fantastic view as he gripped his pole and fed it into her cooch.
"Uhh!" Kiernan huffed, brown eyes bulging as his giant head seized her tight snatch.
"This is the standing position and is perfect for two people with a large height disparity, like Andre and Kiernan. Now, I can't imagine Andre would have trouble hoisting any of you ladies up into the air. Not with those guns! But the smaller the girl, the better he can throw her around! Isn't that right, Andre?"
"Yep," he replied, the chiseled TA already working Kiernan's petite frame up and down his dong without breaking a sweat.
"Which is why I picked Kiernan here," Miss Bell continued. "How tall are you, sweetie?"
"5...uhhh!...5.1," Kiernan just about managed in response.
"Ah, same as me. Which is why Andre can handle her with such ease. He's given me the same treatment on numerous occasions. Haven't you, honey?"
"Oh, yeah," Andre grinned, the shredded black hunk guiding Kiernan's slender form up and down his junk at a quicker pace; her slick pink pussy lips travelling further up his veiny, think shaft with each motion.
"In fact, he's tossed me around this room like a friggin' rag doll, girls, I can tell you! I love this position, 'cause you are entirely at the guy's mercy. With other positions- like cowgirl, as we discovered earlier- you are able to keep some semblance of control, and I'm a girl who loooves to be in the driver's seat. But, sometimes- well, a lot of the time, actually- it's great to give in to your man and let him drill you into next week. And this position is perfect for that."
Andre demonstrated by holding Kiernan still in his big, trunk-like arms; the sexy sophomore poised in mid-air as he bucked his broad hips, driving his dick up into her cooze. Kiernan clung to his sinewy body for dear life; the brown-haired beauty shaking from head to toe as Andre pumped away at her pussy- the tight, pink hole like a bottomless pit that gleefully sucked up every inch it was given.
"Ughhh! Fuuuuck!" Kiernan screamed.
Her hazelnut eyes rolled into the back of her head, her voice trembling as Andre's massive dark rod pounded her senseless. His heavy black balls swung every which way; the spunk-filled gonads smacking repeatedly against her supple, round rear as he drove his cock into her depths. Andre's dick throbbed and pulsed as it bore into Kiernan's box, his thick, cable-like veins ferrying more blood to the tip of his wang than the set of a slasher flick.
"Looks like we've got another cumshot coming our way, ladies!" Miss Bell declared, noting the violent spasming of Andre's coal-black penis. "Miss Beckinsale taught you girls about cum-swapping in your first year, right?"
"Yes, Miss Bell."
"Well, then I'd say you're overdue a little refresher, wouldn't you? Andre, you can let her down now."
Andre, whether he'd heard the teacher's request or not, paid it no heed. Indeed, the muscled TA was still drilling away at Kiernan's sticky, wet cooze like a man possessed and didn't look intent on stopping anytime soon.
"Andre," Miss Bell repeated, hands on her hips as she awaited his compliance.
"ANDRE!" Finally, she'd gotten his attention. "Have you forgotten the consequences for disobeying my orders?"
He hadn't. In fact, his buns were still stinging from the striking they'd received when he got a little overzealous with one of her students towards the end of the last semester. It was all consensual, of course. As a matter of fact, the student in question had screamed for his big black cock until she was hoarse, but his over excitement had earned Andre twenty lashes from Miss Bell and her trusty riding crop nevertheless. That's right- corporal punishment was alive and well within the grounds of SVSSG, and its use didn't just extend to the student body.
Finally and with much reluctance on his part, he retracted from Kiernan's twat and lowered her to the ground; the young brunette squatting at his feet beside her teacher.
"Tongue at his slit while I play with his balls," Miss Bell instructed. "I want this dick to erupt like never before."
Miss Bell fondled Andre's bulging dark sac as he jerked himself off, Kiernan lapping at his tip as directed; a stream of prespunk trickling across her tongue as she did so.
"Come on, Andre. Shoot that load," Miss Bell purred as she caressed his giant balls. "Fill that pretty mouth with your thick, gooey seed."
A few more strokes of his girthy black prong and Andre did just that; his dick going off like a rocket- juiced up with enough creamy, off-white fuel to propel it to the moon and back. Volleys of spunk shot from his winking tip, pooling in Kiernan's mouth like a murky lagoon.
"OK, so cum-swapping is a lot of fun and remarkably easy. All you gotta do is position those mouths of yours one over of the other and spit that messy wad between your girlfriend's lips. Then swap that nut back and forth until you've each got an equal measure and swallow it down. Like this."
Kiernan and Miss Bell assumed the position; the teacher gaping her pouty pink lips as her student released Andre's load in a thick glob, catching it in her open maw like a performing seal. Then, they switched the cum back and forth like a game of pass the parcel, until twin shares of the piping seed filled their pretty mouths. They looked at one another, closed their lips and swallowed; student and teacher alike seeing away their share with equal aplomb. They met for a kiss to wrap up and Kiernan returned to her desk.
"Well, I hope you enjoyed this class today, girls," Miss Bell announced. "We really have just scratched the surface of this topic and there are a great many more positions we'll be looking at in the coming weeks. You'll be graded on each one at the end of the semester so you better go practice. Just remember what I said about being safe and get out there and have some fun! See you girls tomorrow."
*
The school bell rang and Miss Bell's second year students virtually sprinted out into the hall in search of studs. Thankfully, SVSSG was practically teaming with such creatures; the academy employing a handsome, muscular and well-endowed young man in every non-teaching position, and a great deal more than was necessary for an institution of its size. No sooner had Miss Bell's classroom door swung shut behind them, had chiseled hunks in a variety of different roles found themselves dragged to the nearest private area and viciously set upon by a band of horny sophomores.
Natalie Alyn Lind gripped a janitor by his overalls and hauled him into a storage closet. Camren Bicondova pulled a security guard into the bathroom, while Katelyn Naceon dragged a passing TA into the closest empty room she could find. Before long, second year students were getting banged senseless throughout the all-star school. Madison Beer was riding a gym worker's dick in the girls' locker room. Joey King was getting railed on by the water cooler guy in the staff room. Bailee Madison was getting spitroasted by two lab techs. And so on and so forth; the rampant trysts continuing to the afternoon bell and beyond as students and staff fucked like bunny rabbits across the school grounds.
Tuesday, June 23rd, 2020
A tray of food was clutched in Sydney Sweeney's expertly manicured hands as she scanned the school dining hall. The vast hall had an unofficial, yet incredibly specific seating plan, an arrangement so entrenched upon the students that they daren't even think about deviating from it. First years sat by the east entrance, second years by the west, and third years in the middle. It was a tried and tested formula that had been passed from class to class. It worked and everyone stuck to it. For the most part.
As the school's resident tough girl senior- intimidator of her juniors, scourge of her teachers and general all around bitch, Sydney was one of the staunchest proponents of this seating plan and was always on the lookout for people who might stray from it and quick to reprimand anyone that did. At first glance, everything seemed to be in order. First years were to her left, second years to her right and the third years directly ahead. Perfect. Just as it should have been.
Sydney headed for the long table, dead in the centre of the room; the one she and friends had claimed at the start of the semester and reserved until they graduate. She was just about to set her tray down on the table when something caught her eye. Someone that shouldn't have been was sat at the next table over. That particular table was usually occupied by Sydney's nemesis, Elle Fanning, and while the little goody two shoes bitch (as she'd taken to calling her) and her goody two shoes bitch friends were sat there and had every right to be, there was someone else with them who most certainly didn't. A freshman. And not just any freshman. Her freshman. The one she'd claimed on the first day of term with even greater vigour than she had her lunch table. Isabela Moner. Or at least that's what Sydney thought her name was. She was 'Freshman Slut' to her and would be right up until she graduated.
But what was she doing sitting at a seniors' table? And of all the seniors' tables, that seniors' table. Elle's table. And why was she talking to that skinny little teacher's pet bitch? And why was she smiling and batting her eyelids and giggling coquettishly? Sydney knew full well why. She knew getting hit on when she saw it. After all, it happened to her practically every day. She was incensed. She gripped her tray so firmly with her clenched fists that she almost snapped it in half. Without a word to the friends at her table, Sydney turned on her shiny leather flats; her huge D cup breasts bouncing around like nobody's business as she marched towards the adjacent table.
"Ahem," she said, standing at the edge of the table.
Isabela looked up slowly from her tray of food, gulping anxiously as her buxom third year mistress loomed over her seated frame.
"Oh, hi, Sydney," she said timidly, her voice trembling a little as she spoke.
"Sydney? Don't you 'Sydney' me, bitch! What are you doing sitting here? And why are you talking to that fucking whore?!" Sydney spat, poking a lengthy nailed thumb at Elle.
"Nice to see you too, Sydney," Elle said, looking up at the irate blonde with an impish grin.
"Shut up the fuck up, bitch," she snapped at Elle without even looking at her. "This doesn't concern you. Up, freshman."
"Leave her alone, Sydney."
"Fuck you, Ellle," she said, finally looking down at her fellow blonde, rage flaring in her sky blue eyes. "I saw you, trying to hit on my freshman. She belongs to me until the end of the year. Mine!" She pointed her thumb at herself.
By now, every set of eyes, whether they belonged to a student, a teacher or a cafeteria employee, were trained on the angry senior, her tits jiggling as she continued with her tirade.
"If you weren't too busy in the library or whatever the fuck you were doing on the first night of term, you could've got your own. Don't think you can go stealing mine now, you fucking little bitch. And as for you," she went on, turning back to Isabela, "I'm gonna paddle your ass so bad tonight, that shit's gonna turn pink! Get the fuck up right now or I'll use the flogger as well!"
Isabela took hold of her tray and began to rise from her seat when Elle stopped her with a hand on her wrist.
"Don't do what that bitch says, Isabela. You can sit with and talk to whoever you want."
Isabela was torn, paralysed by indecision. Elle had been hitting on her, of that she was well aware. And while she liked being controlled and dominated by her bitchy mistress most nights of the week, Isabela couldn't help but wonder if the sweeter, more sensual brand of freshman/senior relations she would undoubtedly experience with Elle would be just as enjoyable, if not more so. Part of her yearned for a softer touch, one which Elle was all too happy to provide, and it was this half of her psyche that ultimately came up trumps. She let go of her tray and perched back on her seat.
"Oh, you fucking bitch," said Sydney. "Slut, I'm gonna paddle your friggin' ass into next week. You won't be able to sit at any lunch tables by the time I'm finished with you. Or anywhere fucking else for that matter! And you!" She turned back to Elle. "You prudish little, apple polishing cunt! You want to eat my pet's cupcake, do you? You want to stick your tongue up her tight little freshman pussy? Well, here's a cupcake for you, bitch!"
Sydney picked up a cupcake from her tray and smooshed it, frosting first, straight into Elle's face.
"Yeah, you like that, slut?" she asked, squishing the soft sponge in her hand as she smeared the raspberry frosting across Elle's features. "You like that pink cupcake all over your fucking face? Tastes good doesn't it, bitch? Is this how you want my pet's pussy juices all over your face, huh?"
By the time she was done, Elle's face was caked with sticky frosting from her brow to her chin; the blonde beauty turning red with rage as the pink mess streaked her gorgeous features.
"ARRGGHHH!" she screamed, the usually calm and collected actress leaping up from her seat like a tiger ready to pounce.



She gripped Sydney by the waist and rugby tackled her to the ground; the slender blonde landing atop her curvy counterpart and pinning her to the floor like a professional wrestler.
"Ahhh! Get off me, you cunt!" Sydney yelled, fighting to break free from Elle's clutches, but her grip was too strong.
Pinning Sydney's wrists above her head with one hand, Elle grabbed a slice of chocolate cake from a nearby table with the other. She squished it into Sydney's face; smearing the brown mess across her features until they were as messy as hers.
"Take it, bitch!" Elle barked. "How do you like that shit in your fucking face, huh?"
By now, the students and cafeteria staff were cheering and hollering every which way across the school dining hall.
"Food fight!" yelled an excited second year.
The sophomore picked up a cream filled donut and hurled it across the room in no particular direction; the sweet treat hitting an unsuspecting freshman full in the face and splattering its sticky filling across her delicate features. From here on out, the dining hall resembled an impromptu remake of the movie Animal House, only with fewer clothes and less John Belushi. Food items flew across the room from all directions; the young students cheering and hollering, while they flung things at one another like chimps in the zoo.
Elle still had Sydney pinned to the ground, smearing her with chocolate cake when Kat Dennings- or Miss Dennings, to give the actress her professional title- attempted to break it up; the teacher's own set of whopping DD juggies bouncing and flopping around like the intro to Baywatch as she rushed over to intervene. She knelt down beside the two scuffling students and tried to prize them apart.
By this stage, the girls were clawing desperately at one another and one of Sydney's stray fingers ripped Miss Dennings blouse right open; her enormous tits spilling out to raucous cheers from the surrounding students. Missiles of food continued to soar from every direction and a handful of toffee sundae splattered across Miss Dennings' ample chest; Elle and Sydney still going for one another as she tried to keep them apart.
And on and on it went. Items of food flew this way and that; hitting students, sticking to the walls and making a mess of the floors. By now, girls from all three years were wrestling one another on the floor and on the tops of tables, dousing one another in cakes, fruit or anything they could grasp. One girl was running around the room with a bottle of chocolate sauce; drenching her fellow pupils in the stuff as they grappled on the dining hall floor. Another had a tube of vanilla frosting held to her groin; the young student squirting the slimy goo like it was an ejaculating penis at anyone and everyone that got in her way.
This went on for some time; the dining hall soon resembling a prison riot but more erotic, as the excited girls coated each other in a host of sticky substances. Cafeteria workers were jerking off like mad behind formica countertops as the students shelled one another with all kinds of edible artillery. Miss Dennings tried her level best to maintain some semblance of order, but before long, she was just as coated in mess as the students, the scene getting wilder and wilder by the second until...
"Hey!" came a loud bellow from the east entrance.
The girls turned en masse. A final few food times were flung through the air. Hands filled with crushed Twinkies and Ding Dongs were poised in mid air, ready to be brought down into a classmates face. Principal Vergara and her fellow teachers were stood in the open doorway; the Latin MILF crossing her arms over her bulging chest as she addressed her warring students.
"What is going on in here?!" she barked in her thick Colombian accent. "Miss Dennings, what the hell?"
"It was these two, Principal Vergara," said Miss Dennings, the chesty brunette taking hold of Elle and Sydney by their hoop earing-clad lobes as she finally managed to separate them. "They started it."
"She started it!" Elle protested, still attempting to claw at Sydney's food coated frame.
"No, she started it!" Sydney countered. "She was trying to..."
"I don't care who started it!" Principal Vergara yelled. "Look what you little bitches have done to my dining hall! And my beautiful uniforms!" she added, tugging at Sydney's chocolate covered blouse. "Well since you made such mess of the place, I think it's only fair you clean the place up. Starting with each other. And that goes for the rest of you, too," she continued, addressing the room at large. "I want each of you little sluts spotless by the start of the next period! Do I make myself clear?"
Students looked to the ground across the messy hall.
"Yes, Principal Vergara," they said in unison.
"Good." The principal turned to her fellow teachers. "Why don't you help them out, ladies?"
The teachers marched into the hall, gripping students by their collars, tearing off their soiled uniforms and tonguing them clean. Before long, tongues were lapping at stretches of sticky skin every which way as students and teachers alike licked cream, chocolate sauce, squashed fruit and a host of other substances from each other's bodies. It may not have been the most productive cleansing method possible, but the women were very thorough and paid particular attention to one another's pleasure points as they licked each other clean.
Soon enough any pretense of cleaning one another had gone out the window. In fact, some were even dousing each other further in whipped cream, caramel sauce and vanilla frosting, grinding their sticky bodies together and tonguing one another to ecstasy as a school-wide sapphic fuckfest got underway. Orgasmic screams carried down the hallways and beyond. Exams were abandoned. Classes were missed. It was the first orgy of the new semester. But it wouldn't be the last.
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From the phone records of Logan Hayes:
9/14/2019, 17.36
Lily Mo Sheen: UR A FUCKING ASSHOLE!!
9/14/2019, 18.12
Logan Hayes: Now, now babe. What way is that to talk to your boyfriend?
9/14/2019, 18.14
Lily Mo Sheen: don't u babe me you piece of shit! My mum! My fucking mum! How fucking could u!!
9/14/2019, 18.53
Logan Hayes: My best friend, how could YOU? Or did you think I didn't know about that?
9/14/2019, 18.58
Lily Mo Sheen: What are u talking about?
9/14/2019, 19.21
Logan Hayes: Don't try and deny it babe. He owned up. Said he was racked with guilt. Funny that huh? He had pics, videos, everything. You blowing him and riding his dick. You know you really should've asked him to delete those
9/14/2019, 19.23
Lily Mo Sheen: FUCK U!! It's not the same. You fucked my mum u scumbag. I'm blocking u. I hope u die fuckface!!
From the desk of Logan Hayes:
Dear Lily,
Since you didn't respond to my last text or email I sent you, I can only assume you followed through on your threat of blocking me. Fair enough. Can't say I blame you. But since our conversation felt somewhat unfinished, I've decided to renew our correspondence the old fashioned way. Yep, that's right, babe, I'm writing you a letter.
Now, I know what you're thinking. I may as well be sat here with a quill and a pot of ink, right? But just so you know, I'm not writing by candlelight and this letter won't be delivered to you by a guy on a horse. Sorry, figured the atmosphere would be a little icy, so thought I'd start with a joke. Not one of my best, I'll admit. Anywho, you're probably wondering how this whole sordid mess came about, aren't you? Well, allow me to explain. This, dear Lily, is how I banged your mother.
You've been cheating on me for months. I know, you know it. That guy in your dorms. That fucking asshole that mows your lawn. Heck, one of your girlfriends texted me the other day and told me you'd tried it on with her dad! You really have been busy, haven't you, sweetie?
So, you've probably figured it out by now but if not, then yes, Joe was in on it from the ground floor. I mean, come on, babe, you know how close me and him are. Did you really think he was going to fuck you for the hell of it? He's my best friend, for Christ's sake. So here's how it went. I confided in Joe, one day, that you'd been cheating on me. How did I find out? Little tip for you, sweetie, don't tell your boyfriend your passcode if you're gonna use said phone for texting your bits on the side. I mean, it didn't exactly take Mulder and Scully to figure it out.
Anyway, I was just going to come right out and dump you, but Joe suggested maybe we get a little fun out of the situation. That's right, it was his idea. He asked me if I had the hots for your mom. I said, "dude, it's Kate Beckinsale, of course I've got the hots for her". So that's when he suggested it. He'd bang you, take a bunch of pics and send them to me as proof- irrefutable proof that you'd been getting some dick on the sly. The perfect excuse for me to exact a little revenge.
So, I went around to your house one afternoon to 'see you' (I was fully aware that you were at your yoga class). Your mom answered, and HOLY FUCK, did she look incredible. She'd been sunbathing in the yard and answered the door in just her bikini. I know, scandalous, right? But I sure wasn't complaining. Anyway, she told me you were at yoga, and I pretended I'd forgotten. Showcased some pretty decent acting skills too, I must say. Your mother would've been proud.
She said you wouldn't be long and asked if I'd like to come in and wait. Now, at this point I checked my watch. It was 12.05. Your yoga class had only just started, and she was well aware of that. So why did she invite me in? Well, I've always thought your mum had a bit of a thing for me. The looks she'd give me. The way she'd lean right over when she set the green beans on the table, just so I'd get a lingering view of her cleavage. 'Accidently' dropping her phone and having to turn around and bend over to retrieve it. I can't believe you didn't notice. She wasn't exactly subtle about it.
So, anyhow, I thanked her and went inside, then she asked me if I'd like to join her by the pool. She wasn't subtle about that either. You should've seen it. "You don't want to be cooped up inside on a day like this". Seriously. Bull in a china shop stuff. So, naturally, I went out with her. I mean, who in their right mind wouldn't? So, she laid out on her lounger, on her front and took off her bikini top. "I can't be having tan lines now, can I?" Then, she asked me if I'd put some lotion on her back. I mean, Jesus, I was supposed to be seducing her! Fuck me! Talk about fish in a barrell.
So I perched on the end of her sunbed, squirted some lotion onto my hands and got down to it. And, GOD DAMN, that friggin' body of hers! You're in pretty good shape yourself, babe, but holy shit, your mom is on another level! So, I run my hands up and down her back, all over that silky smooth skin of hers, then I moved down to her ass and, fucking hell, is that thing firm! You could bounce a freakin' quarter off it without being short changed!
Then, she asked me to take off her bottoms. Tanlines and all. So I untied the clasp and peeled those things right off. What there was of them anyway. I mean, I could've flossed my teeth with them they were so thin! Then, she turned over onto her front and, Jesus Christ, I nearly spewed in my shorts right there and then! God damn, your mom's boy is off the chain! Taut, toned to perfection and curvy in all the right places.
So I offered her the lotion and asked if she wanted to take over, but she said, "you know, you're doing such a good job, why don't you continue". So I did. I started at her shoulders and moved down to her breasts; smearing those perfect mounds in enough factor 50 to last her the entire month! I continued down that flat, toned midsection and down to her crotch. And, I've gotta tell you, babe, she was burning up like nobody's business.
I rubbed that lotion over her smooth thighs, teasing her like I'm teasing you right now ;). She was cooing and groaning, that gorgeous face lit up like the fucking Fourth of July as I inched ever closer to that special place. Then I went in for the kill and, holy fuck, was she wet! Like monsoon season in the Amazon. And that's when I felt it. Your mom's hand grabbing at my crotch. Then those brown eyes bulged. I thought they were gonna pop right out of her skull! "Oh my!" I believe is what she said.
And, I mean, that's as green a light as you're ever gonna get, right? So, that's when I went for it. I leaned over and pressed my lips against hers, kissing her with more passion and desire than I ever did you (sorry, babe, but it's true). And she wasn't exactly shying away either. In fact, her tongue was rooting around in my mouth like she was hunting for her car keys! Oh, and she's still feeling me up, by the way. Displaying a better handjob technique in five minutes than you did in five months (again, no offence).
Then I moved down to her chest and sucked away on those perky round titties like you did as a baby! [Sorry for that mental image, by the way ;)] I kissed down her midriff and down to her crotch, then ventured between those thighs. Actually, that doesn't really cut it. In actual fact, I practically dove between them; burying my face in her crotch like an ostrich in the sand! And, holy moly, did she taste good! Mmm-mmm-mmm! I'm salivating just thinking about it (forgive those blotches on the page!).
Then I took two fingers and fed them inside. I say fed...your mom was so wet her pussy practically swallowed them up! And, GOD DAMN is she tight! Her sopping gash was clenching my digits like a Chinese finger trap. I mean, seriously, I can't believe she squeezed you out of that thing! (Again, apologies for the mental image) So, anyway, I worked my fingers back and forth inside her, plunging them in knuckle deep with each pass, tonguing away at that stiff pink clit like there was tomorrow, when your mom reaches down and grips a handful of my hair. Jesus Christ, she was nearly pulling it out at the roots, holding my head between her thighs so hard I couldn't have escaped if I wanted to.
So I was eating her out; scoffing away at that hot pink box like I hadn't eaten in days, your mom's pussy juices leaking over my lips and chin like a freakin' sieve. She was cooing away like a wounded animal, telling me how good I am at licking her gash, telling me she's come all over my face (her words!). And then, dear Lily, she did just that! She groaned so loud the whole neighborhood probably heard as I tongued her into ecstasy.
And we weren't done yet, I can tell you that, sweetie. In fact, we'd only just gotten started, and as I came up for air, she was all over me like a rash; kissing me, tearing off my top, running her hands over my body and unbuckling my belt. She told me to stand up, so I did. She unbuttoned my shorts and tugged down my boxers and, I gotta tell you, babe, I was so hard by this point that my dick shot out like a fucking jack-in-the-box!
Your mom was speechless. Her jaw fell so slack it nearly hit the floor! She gripped my cock just below the head and angled it upwards, inspecting it Sherlock Holmes, all ten inches of it! [well, I don't have to tell you how big I am, do i, babe? ;)] She wrapped her lips around my balls, sucking on them like boiled candies and bathing them in spit, stroking and jerking my rock hard schlong all the while.
Then, she licked up my underside, slowly, teasingly, my dick twitching in her hands as she worked her way up to the head. By now my dick was leaking like a faucet, but no matter, your mom soon took care of that! In fact, she was tonguing at my slit like a deadly viper, licking up my sticky prespunk like her life depended on it!
She wrapped her lips around my head and, holy shit, it was heaven! So wet, so warm. Then she started bobbing that pretty head of hers, those pouty pink lips roaming and down my dong like a glass elevator. Again, I'm sorry to say it, babe, but those dicksucking skills of hers really put yours to shame. She's been sucking dick longer than you've been alive (obviously!), and boy did it show! She was sucking and slurping, drooling and slobbering, fondling my big, swollen balls all the while as she ate my dick for dinner.
She took it down to the balls in no time at all, something you never even got close to pulling off (what was your record, babe? About 5 inches?). But she wasn't done yet, sweetie. In fact, she was just getting started, and no sooner had she come up for air, had your mom spun me around and proceeded to do something you wouldn't do in a million years [actually, your mom did lots of things that you wouldn't have in a month of Sundays, but more on that later ;)] .
Yep, that's right, Lily. She used those perfectly manicured hands to prize my buttcheeks apart and then, without a single word of warning, buried her face in my crack. And I mean right in there. I thought she was gonna suffocate, she was burrowed so far inside! And once she was in there she didn't pussyfoot about. Oh, no. Her tongue was buried in my asshole. She was tunneling so deep in there I thought she was mining for diamonds!
But it didn't end there, babe, and while your mom was rimming me, she reached around and started jerking me off! I mean, Jesus, I knew your mother was multi-talented, Lily, but I had no idea she could play the trombone as well! And then, if that wasn't enough, she reached up with her free hand and started fondling my balls too! God damn! Impressive or what?
So, by now I was fit to fucking burst, as I'm sure you can imagine. Your mom sensed this and spun me back around, parting those glossy pink lips as she jerked me off. And not just that. She was playing with my balls, spitting on my shaft, tonguing at my pisshole; the whole nine yards. Taking every available opportunity to beg- no, plead- for my spunk, telling me how much she wanted to taste my creamy, hot stud juice (again, her words) and swallow it down to her belly.
Well, you know me, babe, I've never been one to deny a lady what she wants. So I went off like a rocket right there and then, blasting a torrent of thick, gloopy seed straight into your mom's gaping mouth! And then, true to her word, your mom closed her lips and gulped it straight down. No flinching, no screwing her face up at the taste (you know what a turn off that is, don't you, babe?). No fuss, no muss.
Then, she lay back on the sunbed, parting her legs, splitting open those slick, wet pussy lips with her fingers and told me she wanted me to, and I quote, plow her tight pink twat into next July. Well, you can guess what happened next. I squatted before her, rubbing my tip against that moist opening, before feeding it inside.
And HOLY FUCK did it feel good. So snug, so wet, so warm. It made fucking you feel like sticking your cock in an icepack. So I started to thrust, working my dick back and forth in that hot pink cooch, her soft wet insides caressing every inch of my shaft as I fed it inside. And I gave it to her good, feeding an additional inch of my veiny, thick prong into her depths with each pass.
Before long, I was hitting it balls deep, my big, swollen head hitting her g-spot each time I thrust inside (yep, you guessed it- her words once more). But, let me tell you, Lily, your mom isn't one to just lay back and take it like certain others I can think of (mentioning no names). Oh, no- she's got plenty of moves of her own, and as I was drilling my dick deep inside her, she started meeting my thrusts with some motions of her own.
Soon enough, we were clattering together like battering rams, my big, heavy gonads slapping against her ass like wrecking balls as I fucked her- no, we fucked each other into next week. And God damn is your mother insatiable! I was giving her all I had (and you know better than anyone, babe, that that is no small feat) and she was screaming for more; calling me a stud and telling me to "pound her hot MILF pussy with my fat young cock".
By this stage, I think half the neighborhood was watching. Kids were climbing up into their tree houses to get a better view, while their parents watched on through their windows. I'm pretty sure that creepy dude that lives next door was beating off on his flat roof! Can't say I blame him though. After all, we were putting on one hell of a show!
By the time we'd changed positions I'd made her cum three times, her pussy quenching my dick so hard each time I nearly gave you a new brother or sister! (Or so I thought at the time). After missionary came cowgirl and no sooner had I laid out across the recliner, had your mom mounted me like a thoroughbred, feeding my dick back inside that hot, wet snatch and riding it into oblivion.
My God, Lily, I don't know your mother's secret but she's got the stamina of a woman half her age! She was bouncing on my dick like a bucking bronco and showing no signs of tiring; guiding her tight pink pussy lips right up to the head before dropping back down to the base, taking all ten of my thick, veiny inches like a champ as she rode my dong.
Then, I scooped her up and rose to my feet, holding her aloft as I drove my dick up into her. She threw her arms around my shoulders, clinging to me for dear life as I drilled her slick wet cooch. She was running her hands through my hair, making a mess of my 'do, tonguing me wildly as I pounded her pussy; hitting her spot with each pass and making her cum countless times along the way.
We worked our way through as many positions as our limited time would allow (she was quite insistent that I be gone before you got back- I, quite frankly, couldn't have cared less), your mom swallowing my dick right down to the balls and slurping it clean at every change over. I was giving it your mother in doggystyle when I realised I could hold out no longer (I came in a fraction of the time that I did with you, by the way- make of that what you will).
I told your mom I was ready to blow and she looked back at me, gorgeous face screwed with lust, voice soft and breathy as she said, "I'm set. Do it inside me". So that's what I did. My dick erupted like Mount Vesuvius; blasting a tidal wave of thick, virile seed deep into her burning snatch. I pulled out, panting like I'd just ran a marathon, a hot, gloopy creampie slopping out of your mother's box as I retrieved my dick from its grasp.
Then, she checked her watch and, babe, you're never gonna believe what your mom said to me. "It's 12.50, we still have time. Get that dick in my ass!" Remember what I said about things you'd never do? So I knelt behind her and stuck my face in her ass. I mean, she did the same to me. It's only polite I return the favour, right? She reached back and placed her hand at the back of my head; holding me in her crack as I tongued her tight pink asshole, drooling, slobbering, getting it good and ready for my big, fat cock.
Then, I picked up a bottle of oil from the floor and gave it a squeeze; dousing every inch of your mom's beautiful round butt in grease until it was shining like brassware. I rose to my feet, pointing my big, bulging head against her rim and guiding it inside. And I thought her pussy was tight! GOD DAMN!! Her ass was so snug I didn't think my cock was gonna fit inside. But I'm nothing if not persistent, as you well know, and I pushed on, feeding my dick into your mom's asshole inch by girthy inch.
And, babe, she was fucking LOVING it! She was looking back at me, eyes burning with lust, purring like a satisfied kitten, telling how much she loved my big, fat cock and begging me to feed more of it inside her. So I did. In fact, by now, I was going at her ass like a man possessed, gripping her cheeks, my fingers digging into those firm, tanned orbs as I pounded her back door. Before long, I was driving my dick right down to the base with each pass; making your mom cum over and over as I fed every inch into her rectum.
She leaned back, pressing her back against my torso, turning her head to make out with me as I fucked her in the ass. I wrapped my arms around her slender frame, groping her tits with one hand and strumming her clit with the other, feeling her ass squeezing even tighter around my dong as I did so. I held out until I could no longer; my dick throbbing and pulsing in her rectum like an athlete's ticker.
I pulled out and your mom span around, wrapping her lips around my pole and slurping her ass juices from the shaft as she choked it down to the base once more. At this point, you were on your way home. You'd be back in about ten minutes. Time for one more position. Your mom told me to lay back across the recliner as she squatted at the edge. She backed up toward me and I fed my dick back in her ass.
She bucked and writhed atop my chiseled frame; performing perfectly executed squats as she rode me in reverse cowgirl. She bounced that ass off my crotch; working her tight pink butthole right up to the head and back again, every inch of my girthy wang disappearing up her colon with each pass. She was screaming at the top of her lungs; yelling and cussing, telling me I fucked her better than any man who'd gone before, saying that my cock was bigger than her ex-husband and your dad's put together.
By now, my dick was pounding inside her asshole, my balls brewing and churning with a fresh wad of spunk as she bounced on my cock. I told your mom I was going to cum and she hopped down off my dong in the blink of an eye, kneeling on the floor in wait of my final load. I stood before her, jerking myself wildly as I prepared to shoot my wad. Your mom was playing with my balls, begging me to blast her with my nut, telling me she wanted to feel that hot, thick fuck juice dripping down her pretty face.



And then, she got what she asked for. I bellowed at the top of my voice as I came one final time; a third jet of off-white spunk, every bit as warm and gloopy as the previous two, splattered across her face, streaking her gorgeous features. And that's when we heard you. You opened the front door and called out to your mother. Your mom gasped and said I had to go, but not before telling me to come back the following day.
I tugged on my boxers and grabbed the rest of my clothes. I sprinted for the garden gate and vaulted over it like an Olympic high jumper. What happened next I can only speculate, but I assume she was scrambling back into her bikini and washing the cum off her face in the pool as you stepped out into the yard. Maybe her bikini top was a little askew and one of her nipples was hanging out? Now you know why. Did she seem a little out of breath? Did she get the streaks of cum out of her hair? God, I have so many questions.
I pulled my clothes on at the side of your house and headed to my car. Did you notice my car parked a few houses down when you got home, by the way? Well, you weren't seeing things. It was me and I was boning your mom. Anyway, I've been back for more on numerous occasions. Every day, in fact, when you've been at yoga. And let's not forget those nights you went out with your friends. And don't even mention that weekend you spent in Phoenix. I've only just gotten my strength back now! It's pretty casual at the moment, but who knows, maybe one day I'll be your new stepdad.
So, yeah, that's pretty much that. I feel like I've covered all bases, but if there's anything you want to know, don't hesitate to ask. So all that's left for me to do is bid you farewell and let you know that that, my dearest Lily, is how I banged your mother.
Yours,
Logan
PS- I got a voicemail from your mom. I called her back but couldn't get through, so could you let her know that yes, Joe would be interested in double teaming her with me, and we'll be around on Friday when you head to your class. Thanks, babe.
PPS- Enjoy your workout, I'm certainly gonna enjoy mine!
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"This is gonna be fun!" said Bailee Madison; the brunette actress pulling open a party size bag of Lay's potato chips and dumping them into a blue plastic bowl.
"Mmhmm," her roommate and fellow sophomore, Katelyn Nacon agreed. "I'm excited! I hope these freshman girls are as much fun as we are."
"I'm sure they will be," said Bailee, screwing up the empty bag of chips and stuffing it into an already overfilled trash bag. "Remember what we were like as freshmen?"
"All I remember was having my tongue buried in your pussy every night!"
"Exactly! Freshmen are some of the wildest girls at this school. Think about it. They're away from their parents for the very first time, surrounded by a bunch of other hot girls and guys with big dicks. Who's not gonna go a little crazy in that situation?!"
"And the teachers. Don't forget the teachers."
"Totally. I lost count of the amount of teachers I fucked for a passing grade last year!" Bailee admitted. "I mean, I was passing anyway, but...Trash!" she suddenly yelled, holding out the bulging garbage bag as a handsome man from campus security came in to collect it.
Katelyn and Bailee had enlisted the help of the muscular security guy to help them prepare for their slumber party. The dorms at SVSSG were larger than at the average school, but the girls had been eager to maximize the space in their room. As such, they'd put the security man to work, moving beds, cabinets, desks and wardrobes to ensure that their shared dorm room was as capacious as possible, rewarding the lucky guy with a world class double blowjob for his efforts.
"Anything else I can help you with, ladies?" he asked, several trash bags clutched in his hands.
The girls looked at one another. "No, I think we're good. Thanks, Scott," said Katelyn. "Don't forget to come back in the morning, before we leave for class for the rest of your payment." She flashed him a cheeky wink.
There was little danger of that. In fact, Scott figured he would have forgotten to pick up his mother's heart medicine before a threesome with these two slipped his mind!
"I won't. Have fun, girls."
"Thanks, Scott," they chimed in unison, blowing the security guy a kiss as he passed through the open doorway and strolled off down the hall.
The girls looked around Dorm 69C and admired their handiwork. Over the course of the last few hours, their unassuming, run of the mill dorm room had been prepped for a slumber party worthy of every valedictorian, homecoming queen and head cheerleader in the state of California. Giant beanbags and inflatable chairs were positioned strategically around the room. A stack of chick flicks; from The Notebook to Breakfast at Tiffany's, were piled up on the carpet, below the wall-mounted 72 inch plasma screen.
Their two desks had been pushed together; the twin counters covered with a white sheet and stacked to near collapsing point with all manner of unhealthy snacks. Bowls had been filled to the brim with Cheetos, Fritos, Doritos and Tostitos, while little plastic pots had been topped with M&Ms, Skittles, Jelly Bellies, gummy bears and Jolly Ranchers. Solo cups were stacked up in pillars stretching halfway to the ceiling, alongside 2 litre bottles of Sprite, Fanta, Dr Pepper and every variety of Coke known to man.
And it didn't end there. In fact, the makeshift table had been loaded with more sweet and savoury treats than the shelves at Walmart. So many teeth-rotting foods that dentists across the land would have been lickiing their lips at the impending business. There were Oreos, Nutter Butters and Chips Ahoy. Sweet popcorn, salty popcorn, toffee and buttered popcorn. Bags of Lay's, Ruffles, Funyuns and Bugles. Tubes of Pringles, and enough quesos and salsas to feed half of Mexico.
The girls were adding the finishing touches to their glorious, though diabetes-inducing spread when there was a knock at the door. They shrieked excitedly, clasped their hands together and raced for the entrance. No fewer than eight of their fellow students were waiting in the hall; three sophomores and five freshmen- every one of the celebrity scholars emitting a squeal so loud and ear-piercing it could have been heard at the other side of campus.
Katelyn and Bailee ushered their friends in; greeting each of the young starlets in turn with a warm embrace and exchange of cheek kisses. They filed into the room, each of them equipped with a sleeping bag or pink-sheeted duvet. The guests, much like their A-list hosts before them, were kitted out in their very scantiest of night gear; the dorm room a rolling plain of tight white tops, skimpy cotton short shorts and knee-high tube socks. Not to mention long flowing hair, shiny pink lip gloss, stiff, protruding nipples and panty chewing camel toes.
They laid out their bedding across the floor and gathered in front of the TV as the female-friendly film marathon got underway. First up was Clueless, and the girls grazed from bowls of popcorn and tubs of candy, filling cups with soda as they gazed up at the giant screen. Sound boomed from waist-high speakers from nearly every conceivable angle; the movie playing at such a volume that people halfway down the hall could have followed it word for word.
Though at the party itself, the movie was not garnering the attention it may have deserved and the decibel level most certainly warranted. Alicia Silverstone and her mid-90's cronies were doing their thing on screen but their acting prowess and the words they spoke were being largely ignored. Indeed, before the film was even 30 minutes old, the girls were already giggling amongst themselves at its expense; talking about how 'ancient' it was (after all, the celebrity students weren't even glints in their father's eyes at the time of its release), chuckling at the dated music and poking fun at the decades old fashions.
Another half an hour and the film had been forgotten almost entirely; the young ladies brading one another's hair, painting each other's nails and discussing nigh on every topic under the sun as the movie came to its very loud, but practically unobserved conclusion. The credits rolled and the girls were still chatting away. In fact, it was only for the sudden lack of background noise that they realised it had ended at all.
"Oh, the movie's finished," Bailee finally noticed, leaving Kaia Gerber's luscious hazelnut locks half-plaited as she leapt up from the floor. "Which one do you girls wanna watch now?" she asked, gathering a selection of blu-rays and fanning them out in her manicured hands.
The question was met with little more than a few disinterested shrugs from her fellow students. Some even groaned a little at the prospect of sitting through another boring movie.
"Well, don't all pick at once, ladies," said Bailee sarcastically, lowering the collection of films.
"Maybe we could do something else now," suggested Camren Bicondova. "Like play a game."
This proposition was met with a good deal more enthusiasm than the first one, the girls chirping a litany of animated 'yeah, yeah, yeah!'s in response.
"OK," said Bailee, dropping the blu-rays to the floor. "What shall we play?"
The girls pondered, striking cute thinking poses as they racked their brains for the perfect slumber party activity.
"Ooh, girls," said Katelyn Nacon, setting her half full cup of Coke precariously onto the plush cream carpet, "I've got just the thing."
She stuck her head under her and Bailee's king size bed, her friends wolf-whistling as she thrust her peachy round ass into the air. The girl next to her even gave it a playful squeeze. Finally, and perhaps after a little longer than was required, Katelyn re-emerged from under the bed, grinning mischievously, the game Twister clutched in her soft hands.
"You girls feeling limber?"
*
A few minutes later, and the duvets and sleeping bags had been piled up on the bed, the Twister mat laid out across the dorm room floor, an A-list partygoer positioned at each side. Squaring off in the first round were Devore Ledridge, Meg Donnelly, Natalie Alyn Lind and Madison Beer. Bailee was on spinning duties, her remaining friends gathered around her as the game got underway.
"OK," said Bailee, the plastic spinner poised in her neatly-painted fingers, "Devore's going first." She gave it a spin. "Left foot green."
"Well, that's easy enough," Devore grinned, confidently planting a tube sock-clad foot on the nearest green circle.
"That's your right foot, dummy," said Meg, drawing hoots of laughter from her watching friends.
Devore blushed, removing her foot from the plastic circle and replacing it with the correct one.
"Geez, girl," Bailee chuckled. "No wonder you go here and not a real college!"
More laughter.
"Meg," Bailee continued. "Right hand yellow."
Meg bent over, placing her hand on a yellow space; her tiny cotton shorts riding even further up the crack of her ass as she did so, drawing a fresh refrain of wolf-whistles from her surrounding pals.
"Not laughing now, are you, bitch?" asked Devore, the girls laughing raucously in response.
"Madison, left foot yellow."
Madison stretched across the mat and set her foot down on a yellow circle, the plastic sheet shifting slightly underneath her and eliciting an 'oooh!' from the enraptured audience.
"Natalie, left hand blue."
Natalie leaned forward, offering up a spectacular view of her bulging DD cleavage as she set her hand on a blue space.
"Yowza!" said Bailee, eyes popping as she looked back at the spectators.
"I know, right?" Katelyn grinned. "See why I picked this game!?"
Bailee continued to call out directions; the brunette and her plastic spinner putting her celebrity friends in a host of strenuous and increasingly peculiar positions- their lithe, young bodies intertwined in all kinds of exotic ways, until, one by one, they started to tumble. Devore was first to go; Bailee's call of 'left foot blue' sending her sprawling to the plastic mat like a deer on a frozen lake. After her came Madison; falling face first onto the floor as she stretched across the mat for an illusive red circle.
That just left Meg and Natalie and as the game progressed, the fair-haired duo started to adopt positions even the most supple of Olympic gymnasts would have struggled to pull off. Natalie was bent over to one side; her dainty hands placed on neighbouring green circles, with her feet at the opposite end of the mat. Meg, meanwhile, was sprawled out across the mat like crab. Her hands were planted on yellow and red circles, her legs spread, giving the captive audience an eyeful of her cameltoe, as her feet set on red and green spaces in the corner of the mat, her feminine biceps tensing as she held the awkward stance.
To say it was a suggestive pose would be putting it lightly and a wily grin stretched across Bailee's face as she conjured up all the weird and wonderful positions she could put her fellow students in before the game was up. She moved the plastic spinner to exactly where she wanted it on the board; a move that while very much spotted by her watching friends, went unnoticed by the participating duo.
"Natalie," she said, "right hand blue."
"Oh, fuck," Natalie cussed, glowering across at the nearest taunting blue circle and dreading the uncomfortable position it would mould her curvy young body into.
She reached across and placed her hand upon it; the chesty blonde spread like a starfish across the plastic mat; her huge, beach tanned boobs nearly spilling out of her top as he hovered over her opponent's body. They were now in remarkably close quarters, and had their bodies been but a foot nearer to one another, they'd be practically 69ing. Baillee knew exactly which move to make next and, once again, moved the spinner to her chosen place.
"Meg, right hand blue."
"Oh, no," said Meg, shifting her hand one space over; the subtle, but critical switch, moving her face ever nearer to Natalie's suspended groin- so close, in fact, that she could clearly make out the lips of her pussy through the fabric of her panties.
A wicked smile stretched across Bailee's face. This was it. The final move. She took a long, lingering look at the Twister board, assessed her options and picked her spot; grinning like a minx as she fired off the lethal blow.
"Natalie, right hand yellow."
Natalie gulped nervously. She moved her hand to the yellow circle and accepted the inevitable. Her arms were now side by side, wobbling away like nobody's business as she did her best to maintain her balance. But then, sure enough, her slender limbs gave away from beneath her and she buckled, slumping to the floor and taking Meg with her along the way. A loud whoop went up from the excited audience as the pair landed one on top of the other, in a 69 position so perfectly assembled it could have plucked from the frames of a porno.
"Jeez, girls," said Bailee, somehow managing not to let on that she'd orchestrated nearly the entire thing. "Get a room!"
The spectators fell about in fits of laughter, Meg and Natalie nursing their aching limbs as they clambered up off the floor.
"So, who won?" asked Katelyn.
"I won," Meg claimed. "She fell!"
"Well, technically, you hit the ground first," Natalie pointed out.
"That is a good point," said Bailee.
"Oh, shut up, bitch!" Meg snapped, glaring over at Natalie. "You fell, which means you lost!"
She picked up a pillow from the bed and hit Natalie with it; the soft weapon striking across her ample chest and rebounding off her giant boobs.
"Oh, you little slut!" she spat, grabbing the other pillow and returning fire.
Meg hopped up onto the bed and held her pillow aloft like a swordsman ready to duel. "En garde, Madame!"
Natalie leapt up onto the bed after her, her tits jiggling up and down as she did so, and struck the same pose. They swung at one another with their cotton melee weapons, hitting each other across the torso like battling buccaneers. Soon enough, the girls were bouncing up and down on the bed like a trampoline and testing the mattress to its limits, not to mention the wall behind as the headboard hammered against it. They traded blows like heavyweight boxers, giggling like the schoolgirls they were, their tits (Natalie's especially) flopping around every which way as they struck each other with their pillows.
The audience watched on; some whooping and hollering, others chanting the names of their dueling girlfriends as the battle raged on. And it wasn't long before they were joining in too; the girls gripping the nearest pillow and squaring off in four additional freshman-sophomore bouts. Tiny feathers were fluttering everywhere; the scene soon looking like a massacre in a chicken coop as the snow white tufts landed on the girls' shoulders and stuck in their hair. Suddenly, they collapsed to the ground in fits of laughter, heads rested on each other's tummies, feathers flitting across the room as they sprawled out across the dorm room floor.
"So, what shall we play now?" asked Rowan Blanchard.
The dorm fell silent; the girls thinking long and hard about what activity to engage in next, until Bailee piped up excitedly from the centre of the room.
"Oh, girls! I know what we can play." She poured the last dregs from a bottle Sprite into a solo cup and held the empty vessel aloft. "How about a little spin the bottle?"
*
Bailee Madison, Katelyn Nacon and their celebrity guests were sat in a circle some ten girls strong, the empty Sprite bottle laying on its side in the centre as the game got underway.
"OK, so we all know how to play, right?" asked Bailee, the question more rhetorical than anything. Of course everyone knew how to play spin the bottle. "You spin the bottle," she said, demonstrating as she explained, "and kiss whoever it lands on."
"Yeah," said Kaia Gerber. "No duh."
Her friends laughed.
"BUT," Bailee continued, shooting the freshman an icy glare, "we play it a little differently, don't we, sophomores?"
The second years murmured in agreement.
"One spin, you make out." She raised a finger to her surrounding chums. "With tongue. Two spins; second base." Bailee reached up and jiggled her perky breasts. "And three spins..." She split her fingers in a V shape and flicked her tongue between them to simulate cunnilingus.
More whoops.
"And four spins?" asked Devore Ledridge.
Bailee smirked. "Well, you'll find out when we get there. So, who's first?"
The girls looked at one another across the circle, each seeming a little reluctant to take the first spin.
"I'll go," Chloe Lukasiak finally volunteered.
"OK, Chloe," said Bailee, gesturing towards the empty bottle. "Spin away."
Chloe crawled into the centre of the ring. She clasped the bottle and gave it a hearty spin; the empty vessel rotating on its axis, quickly at first before gradually slowing. The girls watched on with bated breath, the bottle turning slowly, agonisingly so, before finally stopping- the wide plastic neck pointing at...Camren Bicondova. High pitched whoops rung out across the room. The girls blushed.
"Take it away, girls," said Bailee.
Chloe and Camren giggled and crawled into the middle of the ring.
"But, remember..." Bailee added, stopping the pair in their tracks, "tongues."
Chloe and Camren knelt opposite one another in the centre of the circle. They smiled at each other and steeled themselves with final deep breaths as they leaned in. Their soft lips pressed together and out came their tongues; slick red flesh invading each other's mouths. A still hush fell over the room as the remaining girls watched in awe, the smacking together of lips the only sound that could be heard as their two celebrity pals made out in front of them.
They kissed hotly, passionately, aggressively even; both students looking as though they were trying to chew each other's faces off as they locked their luscious lips. Tongues wrestled and grappled in their mouths, the pair swapping spit back and forth as they Frenched in the centre of the circle. They made out for an eternity; leaving their schoolmates stunned and stupefied as they finally broke from the kiss. The surrounding students gawked listlessly, some rubbing their groins in a trance-like daze as their lips separated. For a while nobody spoke, the watching girls still utterly dumbfounded by the sapphic face sucking they'd just observed.
"Oh my God, girls. Wow!" said Bailee.
She started to clap and her friends gradually accompanied her, some whipping their hands out from between their thighs as they joined in. Soon the girls were cheering raucously, Chloe and Camren glowing like ripe tomatoes, now wearing half of each other's lip gloss as they returned to their places in the circle. With everyone back in position, the game continued. Camren was next to spin; the brown-haired beauty making out with Rowan Blanchard as the bottle pointed at her kneeling frame.
Before long, girls were kissing left, right and centre; the scene soon resembling every teenage boy's wet dream as sophomores and freshman alike locked their lips together. Madison Beer and Kaia Gerber. Bailee Madison and Devore Ledridge. Chloe Lukasiak and Meg Donnelly. And so on and so forth; the all-star smooching continuing until Katelyn Nacon took her third spin of the game, the neck pointing for a second time at the buxom figure of Natalie Alyn Lind.
"Ohhh! That's twice, girls!" yelped Bailee Madison, the declaration met by a refrain of anticipated murmuring from her fellow students. "You know what that means, Katelyn. You gotta suck on those big titties!"
Natalie gripped the hem of her shirt and tugged it over her head; the blonde beauty removing the scanty garment with an exaggerated bounce of her curvy frame, her DD cans jiggling as she tossed it aside.



"Come and get 'em, baby!" she said, cupping her large breasts and waggling them with her silken hands.
Laughter erupted from wall to wall as Katelyn crawled nervously across the circle. She neared Natalie's chest; the stacked starlet shaking her huge mounds invitingly as she approached. Katelyn poised before Natalie's heaving bosom, shooting out her tongue to lap at one of the nipples when, without warning, she gripped the back of her head; the buxom blonde pulling her friend's dome into her bust and clamping it between her cans.
"MMPF!" Katelyn exclaimed as she was smothered by Natalie's rack; the gorgeous brunette scarcely able to breathe as her fair-haired friend locked her firmly between her tits.
But Katelyn quickly got over the initial shock of being plunged so forcefully into Natalie's bust, and it wasn't long before the second year student was thoroughly enjoying the feeling of her friend's big, pillowy breasts squishing against her face. She licked and lapped at any stretch of soft, bronzed titflesh her somewhat restricted movement would allow; emitting all manner of muffled coos and groans as she immersed herself in her rack.
Finally, and with Katelyn's face turning slightly red due to a lack of oxygen, Natalie released her from her clutches. Katelyn gasped, drawing in a deep breath. Hoots and applause rang out around the room and the game continued. Before long, shirts were being removed every which way. Titties were bared and nipples were sucked. Soon enough, every girl in the circle was partially clothed and only got nuder as the game progressed.
By this stage, the girls were praying for the game to advance to the next stage. Since minute one, they'd been making mental notes of who and had gotten who with every spin of the bottle. Soon, each go was met with a chorus of hopeful cheers as the vessel whirled, only to be replaced by disappointed groans as the neck turned past their desired target and onto someone else.
All, that was, until Kaia Gerber took her next turn. Kaia had just spent a good deal longer than was necessary sucking away on Madison Beer's full, perky breasts and as the bottleneck spun slowly around the circle, the remaining players watched on in with rapt attention as it turned towards her a second time. Some were holding tightly to each other; their bare breasts squishing together as they clung to one another in hope. Others were swatting at the air with their dainty hands; attempting to waft the bottleneck in Madison's direction. While more still were clasping their hands together and praying to Allah, Buddha, Shiva or anyone who'd listen that it land at their intended target. And, sure enough, the gods of spin the bottle gave them what they wished for. The bottle stopped at Miss Beer, prompting a deafening shriek that could've pierced eardrums from here to San Diego.
"Get those friggin' panties off, girl!" said Bailee, calling over the din of high-pitched screams.
Madison was way ahead of her, the brown-haired beauty already peeling her skimpy undergarments down her slender legs as Kaia crawled towards her from across the circle. Madison inched her panties past her pedicured toes and dropped them to the floor, parting her legs as Kaia knelt before her. Natalie Alyn Lind knelt behind Madison, allowing the dark-haired singer to use her lap as a pillow as she laid out across the floor. Kaia crawled between her legs, hooking her arms under the sophomores beach tanned thighs. Madison reached down and spread her labia; the soft pink lips already sticky with arousal as Kaia took up position between her thighs.
"Yeah, eat that pussy good, honey," said Bailee.
Kaia looked up at Madison with a grin, biting her glossy lower lip with desire as she nestled between her legs. She stuck out her tongue, ready to lick when Bailee spoke again, halting the young model in her tracks.
"And, Kaia, don't stop until you make her cum, OK?"
Kaia nodded and dove in. Her tongue went straight for Madison's clit, the gorgeous freshman looking up at her sophomore counterpart as she lapped at the stiff pink bud.
"Mmm," Madison purred, the horny songstress cooing like a wounded animal as Kaia tongued at her clit.
Natalie reached down to Madison's midriff and the pair clasped hands, the blonde stroking her friend's shiny raven locks with her free paw as Kaia ate her out. By now, Kaia had her soft, pouty lips wrapped around Madison's clit, a river of sugary girlcum seeping from the singer's cooze and smearing across her lips as she went down on her. The remaining party guests watched on longingly throughout the room, some starting to paw at their breasts or rub their burning crotches through the fabric of their panties.
Kaia slipped two fingers into her mouth and gave them a suck; the randy freshmen dousing them in her spittle before rubbing them against Madison's sodden gash. She fed them inside and they slipped in with ease, drawing further groans from her fellow student as her tongue returned to her clit. Kaia worked her fingers back and forth in Madison's pussy, delighting on the warmth and the velvet soft feel as she guided them into her depths, quickly finding her g-spot and prodding it with the painted tips.
By now, the surrounding girls were strumming themselves lewdly across the room. Panties had been discarded and legs splayed apart, fingertips of every style, shade and colour kneading their throbbing clits as a rampant bout of group masturbation ensued. Madison was purring like a satisfied kitten as Kaia licked her twat; the freshman's skilled fingers poking her pleasure points as she lapped at her pulsing bud. She really was doing a stand up job. Every trick in her oral arsenal, whether it was learned in class or self taught, had been honed to absolute perfection; the catwalk model practicing her moves every night and most mornings with her lucky roommate Rowan until she had them down to a tee.
Bailee Madison was sprawled out across her back, fucking herself with two fingers and rubbing her clit with a third as she watched the sapphic show play out. A stream of fluids oozed from her cunt, making her fingers glisten and her pussy squelch as she worked them into her depths. Sitting in such close proximity to her classmate Madison, Bailee had a fantastic view of proceedings, and every flick of Kaia's tongue, every plunge of her fingers, every flutter of Madison's mascara-coated eyelashes, every lick of her pouty, glossed up lips was coming in live and uninterrupted in crisp UHD.
Bailee slipped her fingers from her pussy and reached discreetly for Madison's discarded panties. She balled them up in her hand and took a quick scan of the room to check nobody was watching. They weren't. In fact, the girls were so engrossed in the live lesbian action and their own impending orgasms, they wouldn't have noticed if the school dormatories had been struck by a ten megaton blast.
She held the panties to her nose, the fragrant smell of Madison's arousal tickling her nostrils. Bailee sniffed at the creamy, wet panties like she was inhaling laughing gas, the brown-haired beauty strumming herself wildly as she inhaled the sweet scent. She watched as Madison's perky chest started to rise and fall rapidly, her breathing quickening, the impassioned coos escaping from her mouth growing louder and higher in pitch with each passing second as Kaia scoffed at her drooling box.
Sensing that her schoolmate's orgasm was close at hand, Bailee held the panties to her nose with greater force, practically suffocating herself with the cotton smalls, her fingers mere blurs of shiny coral pink as she rubbed her aching clit. Both girls came at the exact same time, just as Bailee had intended; equally vigorous, toe curling orgasms coursing through their systems as they were licked and lapped, fingered and frigged to climax.
"Ooh, wow!" Bailee cooed as she came down from her orgasm, returning Madison's panties from whence they came without anyone noticing. "Damn, girls! That was freakin' hot!"
Kaia emerged from between Madison's thighs, her shiny mouth fixed in a grin as she basked in the afterglow of her accomplishment.
"So, girls, on with the game?" asked Bailee as she slipped on her panties, the party host receiving no response from her celebrity guests. "Girls?"
Bailee had been so enraptured in the all-girl display and the contents of Madison's underwear that she hadn't even noticed that a number of similar trysts were now underway throughout the room. Indeed, as she looked across her dorm, her A-list pals were engaging in all manner of sapphic shenanigans; the all-star lesbian loving strethcing across the room from one wall to the other. Katelyn Nacon was going down on Rowan Blanchard. Camren Bicondova was 69ing with Devore Ledridge. Natalie Alyn Lind was scissoring with Chloe Lukasiak.
"Hey!" Bailee barked. "We were playing a game, you little bitches! You were supposed to wait your turn!"
Her protests fell on deaf ears, her friends either not hearing her remonstrations over the chorus of groans now filling the expanse of the room or simply choosing to ignore them. Either way, they carried on with their various ministrations like she hadn't uttered a sound.
"Ah, fuck it," she said.
She crossed the room and reached under her bed, producing a large tub filled to the brim with exotic marital aids; a toy collection that would put Prince George of Cambridge to shame. Vibrators, wands, Rampant rabbits. Love eggs, strapons, double ended dildos. You name it, she had it. Some had come as part of the SVSSG freshman welcome pack, along with sets of lingerie, bottles of lube, packs of contraceptive pills and roll after roll of extra large condoms. Others had been picked up in nearby sex stores during shopping trips with her friends.
But regardless of their origin and however she'd acquired them, each of the plastic fucktoys was bigger, bolder and more brightly coloured than the last, the marital aids ranging from the anatomically correct to the morally suspect in regards to their size, shape and overall appearance. Bailee had intended to save the toys for the fourth spin of the bottle- long, plastic tools with which they could hit that coveted home run- but with the game long since been abandoned, she thought it about time she broke them out regardless.
Bailee fetched a pink double ended dildo from the depths of her collection and pointed across the room at Meg Donelly.
"You," she said. "Over here."
Meg hopped down from atop Kaia Gerber's face, allowing Madison Beer to repay the model for her earlier efforts without distraction as she joined Bailee on the other side of the room. Bailee clutched the long plastic fuckwand in the centre as she and Meg knelt opposite one another; the second year student feeding its twin plastic heads into both of their pretty pink mouths at the same time.
She let go of the toy as they began to bob their heads, blonde and brunette alike sucking down their respective ends with flawless synchronicity. Two sets of plump, shiny lips roamed up and down the twin-headed dildo, inch after pink plastic inch disappearing as their mouths edged ever closer. One final joint plunge and the whole thing had gone, their twin pairs of pouty pink lips pressing together as they lodged all 18 of its girthy, man made inches within their conjoined mouths.
Before long, their friends had started watching attentively across the dorm room, heads emerging from underneath asses and between splayed thighs as Bailee and Meg choked the double-headed dick right down to the centre. But they weren't done yet, and as they harboured the plastic dong within their twin maws, the girls began to make out; the celebrity duo full on Frenching one another with the lengthy pink dildo stuck down their throats. By the time they finally released it, the prosthetic prong was slathered in their saliva from one tip to the next, the twin-headed toy perfectly lubed up for phase two.
By now, hands were dipping into the tub of marital aids every which way; the randy students grabbing for the exotically shaped items like hungry kids around a takeout pizza. Items were disappearing from the vast collection with every passing second until the tub was entirely empty, the girls passing around the giant fucktoys like gifts on Christmas morn.
"Lay back, honey," Bailee said, the spit-slicked dong clasped in her silken hand.
Meg assumed the position; splitting her legs as wide as they would go in wait of her friend. Bailee pressed the tip of the prosthetic cock against Meg's pussy and guided it inside; the fluids greasing her pussy from the earlier oral allowing the girthy toy to slip inside with minimal fuss. Bailee laid back on her side; she and Meg adopting the scissors position as she fed the other end of the dildo into her cooch.
"Mmm, yeah!" Baillee groaned, both girls cooing with delight as they rocked on the plastic dong, working their pussies up and down it's lengthy shaft in perfect unison, and gathering momentum with every motion.
Before long, they were bucking against the doubled ended dildo like there was no tomorrow; leaving viscid streaks of clear, wat sap along its lengthy span as they worked their tight pink pussies up and down the shaft. They clasped each others legs as their bodies writhed and ground together; the lusty students clinging to one another for dear life as they shared the manmade dong.
And they weren't the only ones putting Bailee's collection of plastic fucktoys to good use. In fact, party guests were using the exotic items on one another throughout the room; the array of oversized dildos probing mouths and pussies alike as the rampant, A-list orgy kicked into second gear. Rowan Blanchard was using a vibrator on Madison Beer. Kaia Gerber was masturbating with a Rampant Rabbit. Camren Bicondova was drilling Natalie Alyn Lind with a long black strap on.
Katelyn Nacon was sprawled out across the carpet, a large vibrating wand held to her clit as she watched Meg and Bailee use their lengthy dildo. The toy buzzed in her hands like a swarm of bees, a string of loud, mewling groans passing from between her lips as it rumbled against her bud like a pneumatic drill. Juices streamed from her gash like the Mississippi, lubing her burning crotch as the humming toy buzzed and vibrated against her clit, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her body.
By now, Meg and Bailee had changed up position; the randy duo now knelt back to back- or, more accurately, ass to ass- as they shared the long pink toy. They worked their pussies along the shaft, their shapely, round butts clapping together, its girthy twin heads probing their innermost sports and making them cry out in ecstasy as they fucked the giant dildo.
Meanwhile, the giant wand was buzzing wildly against Katelyn's clit; the young actress holding it to her person like a precious family heirloom as it worked its magic on her cooze. Every nerve in her body was tingling. Her toes curled. Her lower lip trembled. Her nipples were so stiff they could have sawed through a pane of glass, the brown-haired beauty tugging at the thick carpeting with such force she nearly pulled great clumps of it straight from the floor. She could hold out no longer.
"UGHHH! FUUUCKKK!!" she screamed, pulling the toy away at the very last second as a vicious ladyload spouted from her cooze, drenching Meg and Bailee in a deluge of sticky, warm squirt juice.
Meg and Bailee came too; mind-numbing orgasms igniting from deep within their slender frames as the first drops of sizzling girlspunk hit their sweat-gleaned skin. And on and on it went. Before long, the girls were cumming thick and fast; the party guests going off like fire hydrants, water cannons, fireman's hoses and anything else you can think of, as they writhed and bucked, frigged and fucked one another to a litany of tumultuous orgasms. Minutes passed, hours came and went; the horny students making a mockery of the term 'slumber party' as they lapped and licked, frapped and dicked each other into the early hours of the morn.
*
Scott rose bright and early the following day and dressed for his morning shift, the security stud still sporting a mighty trunk of morning wood as he stepped into his pants. He left his quarters and headed back to Dorm 69C to claim his payment for last night's services. He knocked on the door and waited to be summoned. No response. Figuring Bailee and Katelyn wouldn't object to the intrusion (and given that he had a lump like a slab of salami swelling under his pant leg, he was probably right), he eased the door open and entered regardless.
"Not too late, am I, ladies?" he asked, as he stepped inside, stopping still like a statue as he caught sight of the wondrous vision stretching out before him.
A troop of naked young women were strewn out across the dorm room floor for as far as the eye could see, cradling one another's nude bodies in all kinds of wonderful ways, their frames shining with perspiration, their hair wet with a cocktail of sweat and girlcum as they dozed on the plush carpeting.
"Nuh uh," groaned Bailee Madison, rousing from her sleep as Scott strolled into the crowded room. "Baby, you are right on time!"
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Word travelled fast through the highways and boulevards of cyberspace. Within minutes of going live on Emma Stone's official Facebook account, the video had received 547K likes, 209K shares, 93K comments and 34M views. It was re-posted, re-blogged and re-tweeted, not to mention shared on Reddit and every Internet forum worth its salt in the blink of an eye. Inside five minutes, every red blooded male on God's green Earth with a smartphone, laptop and Internet connection were tuning in as the video's view count rose to nine figures and beyond.
The video's title was simple but more than a little intriguing; #GangbangChallenge. Upon clicking on the clip, viewers were greeted with a perfectly framed long shot of Miss Stone herself, stood in the centre of a large, lavishly decorated room as she addressed the camera. She wore an expensive looking, though almost indecently scanty designer bikini; the sheer black fabric contrasting beautifully with her smooth, creamy white skin. Her lightly curled, shiny auburn looks hung gracefully over her shoulders while her gorgeous face was heavily though tastefully made up with a host of expensive cosmetics from rosy red lipstick to jet black mascara. A pair of strappy stilettos adorned her dainty feet while all manner of costly golden trinkets ringed her wrists, hung from her neck and dangled from her earlobes.
"Hey, guys," said Emma. "Welcome to my live stream. Thank you for tuning in. The purpose of this stream is to fill you guys in on an idea I had for a brand new Internet challenge that is just waiting to take the world by storm. Remember those social media challenges from a few years back? The Ice Bucket Challenge. The Mannequin Challenge. They were popular, right? Well I've come up with a new viral campaign that's set to blow those two little challenges clean out of the water; The Gangbang Challenge.
"The idea is very straight forward. I have ten, count them- ten," she said, raising her fingers to the camera, "very handsome, very well hung men waiting just outside that door," she added, pointing to the entrance way on the other side of the room, "who, in a moment, are going to come in here and utterly ravish me for your viewing pleasure. Then, when I'm done, I'm going to nominate one of my celebrity girlfriends to do the same.
"But the challenge element doesn't end there. No, no. Not only will the ladies be tasked with accepting the illicit challenge, they will be expected to match and outdo anything that has gone before, ensuring that every entry to The Gangbang Challenge is wilder and more untamed than the previous one. So there you have it. A simple premise but an exciting one, I'm sure you'll agree. I, for one, am very excited. In fact, I think it's time I got this new Internet challenge underway. What do you say, guys?" Emma grinned at the camera. "OK, boys," she called out, "I'm ready for you."
The door opened and the men filed into the room. Four were white, four black and two Latino. All naked, handsome and well-muscled; each of the ten hunks boasting the good looks of an Armani model and the chiseled frame of an NFL quarterback. But most important was their endowment and every one of the assembled studs had enough in that department to make most male pornstars blush. Indeed, cocks of every shape, size and colour jutted from their crotches like thick flesh girders; every one of the rock hard prongs measuring 8-12 inches in length with girth to match and giant sets of heavy, spunk-filled balls swinging pendulously beneath them.
Emma licked her lips and looked at the camera. "Ooh, yeah!" she grinned. "I'm gonna enjoy this! Come on, boys. Let's get to it!"
The guys didn't need a second invitation. They approached the auburn starlet and ringed her like schoolyard bullies. A white man to her right put a hand on her cheeks and angled her towards him; kissing her deeply on the mouth, while a further army of strong, multi-toned mitts squeezed and slapped her ass and pawed at her B cup titties. Emma reciprocated; the redheaded beauty reaching down and gripping two cocks, stroking them vigorously as her male co-stars explored her gorgeous body.
By now, the strings of both parts of her wire-thin bikini had been untied. Two men were groping her tits and tonguinging at her nipples, while a third knelt behind her, burying his face in her ass. Emma was on cloud nine; the horny actress marooned in an endless sea of chiseled jawlines, carefully trimmed stubble, neatly styled hair and stylized tattoos. Not to mention dark skin, light skin, olive skin, bulging biceps, rock hard pecs and long, thick cocks.
"Suck my dick, baby," said a tall white man named Tyler, the chiseled hunk gripping his dick at the base and waggling it invitingly before her.
Emma didn't need to be told twice. She leant forward, thrusting her peachy ass out at those behind her as she wrapped her lips around his dong. She gripped two more cocks and jerked them steadily as she sucked Tyler's dick; her plump, rosy red lips roaming up and down his girthy shaft like a glass elevator as she worked him over.
At the other end, a black stud named Kelan was busying himself between her thighs; his large, dark hands prizing her peachy, round asscheeks apart as he lapped at her sopping pussy. Emma cooed and groaned around Tyler's cock as it throbbed and swelled in her mouth. She bobbed her pretty red head; her full, pouty lips leaving behind thick trails of spittle as she guided them up and down his dick. She sucked and slurped, drooled and slobbered; an additional inch of his thick, veiny shaft vanishing between her lips with each pass until she reached the hilt.
"Ugh, fuck!" Tyler groaned, the shredded hunk placing a hand at the back of Emma's head as she sucked his dick right down to the balls.
Meanwhile, Kelan had managed to prize his mouth from the magnetic draw of Emma's snatch; her sugary-sweet girl juices smeared across his thick dark lips as he came up for air.
"Mmm! Damn, that pussy taste good!" he exclaimed as he rose to his feet. "Now I'ma see how that shit feel!"
He gripped his cock around mid-shaft and rubbed the swollen head against the opening of her gash; his huge black wang twitching in response to the slick, warm feel. Without further ado, he slipped it in; her greedy, wet pussy nearly swallowing it whole as he fed it inside.
"MMPFF!!" Emma groaned around Tyler's prick; the oversized dong throbbing and pulsing between her lips as she sucked it repeatedly to the hilt.
Kelan began to rock back and forth behind her; the dark-skinned stud steadily feeding inch after inch of his thick black dong into her twat. Emma continued to stroke and jerk any cock she could reach as she was taken from both ends; a swarm of hands squeezing her ass cheeks and fondling her tits all the while. By now, Kelan was going at her pussy balls deep; the chiseled hunk working all ten of his girthy black inches into the depths of her cunt with each pass.
Emma cooed and moaned as she fucked from both sides; her mouth and pussy alike filled almost to capacity as thick slabs of light and dark meat probed her luscious holes. By this stage, Tyler had a handful of her hair; the ripped young stud working his dick back and forth between her lips as she sucked him. At the other end, Kelan had a grip on her hips; his ass little more than a muscled, jet black blur as he plowed away at her cooch. Emma began to tremble as she stood; the head of Kelan's thick African dong hitting her g-spot with each pass he took.
"'Uck! 'M guh cuh!" she exclaimed around Tyler's cock as it swelled and pulsed in her mouth.
To some her words were indecipherable, but to the trained ear they came through clear as day; Fuck! I'm gonna cum! And that's exactly what she did. One more pass of Kelan's dong into the depths of her snatch was all it took to ignite an intense, powerful orgasm that tore through her slender frame like an earthquake.
"MMMPFFF!!" she groaned as she came, Tyler loosening his grip on her shiny red hair through fear she may bite down on his dick.
He managed to avoid such a fate, but those on either side of the horny actress weren't so lucky. Indeed, Emma gripped the two cocks in her hands for dear life as the thunderous climax ripped through her; the gorgeous redhead squeezing the girthy dongs so hard she nearly snapped them off at the base.
"UGH! FUCK!!" the two men groaned in perfect unison; both of the chiseled studs having to use every ounce of strength their considerable musculature could generate to prize her hands from their shafts.
Once Emma had cum, Tyler and Kelan retrieved their dicks from her holes; her mouth and pussy alike quickly plugged by a second pair of equally long, equally thick dongs as the first installment of the already world renowned Gangbang Challenge raged on. Before long, lines were forming at both her business ends; queues of white, black and olive studs stroking their fat cocks as they waited for their turn.
Emma was in seventh heaven; the randy starlet cumming time and again from the revolving doors of veiny oversized prongs stuffed in her juicy holes. At one end; no fewer than five well muscled, well hung studs took turns on her twat; swollen crown after swollen crown hitting her g-spot as they ran a train on her tight pink pussy. While at the other; a procession of chiseled young men stepped up to the plate one by one; lengthy flesh bats in hand as they filled her greedy mouth. Some worked their dicks back and forth between her lips, while others let her do the work; the shredded hunks cooing, groaning and offering encouragement as she sucked their long, veiny cocks right down to the base.
Once everyone had taken a turn in either her pussy or her mouth, the man fucking her from behind; a white guy named Austin, took it upon himself to kick things up a gear. He pulled his dick from her snatch; the girthy dong glistening with her juices as he pointed it ominously at the puckered rim of her asshole.
"You want this in your ass now, girl?" he asked, gripping the sticky, wet schlong at the base as he awaited her response.
"MMM!" Emma exclaimed, her excited shriek muffled by the thick Latin prong engorged in her mouth. She prized the cock from between her lips; the auburn starlet stroking the spit-slicked shaft as she addressed the man behind her. "YES! Got that fat fucking dick in my ass!"
Austin did as instructed. He pressed the swollen prickhead against her anus; splitting the tight hole open as he fed it inside.
"Uhh! SHIT!!" Emma groaned as Austin's thick, bulbous dickcrown invaded her rear entrance; her snug little asshole stretching like elastic to accommodate his girth.
A Hispanic stud by the name of Luis was stood before her and, as she turned back to him, his cock was angled upwards, his large, olive-toned balls dangling between his thighs like a set of Italian plums.
"Suck my balls, baby," he said, stroking his cock he looked down at her pretty face.
Emma gripped his nutsack and brought it to her lips; the actress wrapping her plump red prick-pleasers around his swollen gonads and sucking them like there was no tomorrow. She fed each of the big, spunk filled balls between her lips one at a time; the auburn beauty dousing them in oodles of spittle as Austin fed his thick, veiny prick into her asshole.
Indeed, Austin was giving Emma a good going over at her other end; the shredded hunk working his cock back and forth in her anal passage, feeding an addiional inch of his fat, girthy shaft into the tight pink hole with each pass he took. Before long, he was hitting it nuts deep; the chiseled stud feeding all nine of his thick, girthy inches into her rectum with each pass he took. Emma cooed and groaned as she sucked Luis' balls; the redhead stroking a long black cock with her free hand as she was taken from all sides.
"Fuck, you've got a tight ass, baby!" Austin declared; his voice rasped and breathy as he pounded her back door.
She really did. In fact, her butthole was gripping his cock like a soft pink vice; the snug orifice threatening to squeeze every last ounce of spunk from his bulging, oversized balls as he plowed away at her anus. His pelvis collided repeatedly with her asscheeks, his big, heavy balls smacking against her clit as he drilled tight pink rear.
Meanwhile, the men at the other end had changed up formation. Now, two well-hung men, one white, one black, were stood before her; their twin meaty, thick prongs clasped in her soft, silken hands as she worked them both over. Emma shifted quickly back and forth from one to the other; the auburn starlet sucking each of the fat, girthy prongs right down to the hilt before switching to the next.
At the other end, Austin had pulled his cock from her ass, another man quickly taking his place and picking up from where he left off. Once more, a line of horny, endowed young studs formed behind her; the muscular men jerking themselves off as they awaited their go. Before long, Emma had taken no fewer than four thick, veiny schlongs up her ass; the randy redhead cumming over and over as they took turns in her rectum.
Once the last man had taken his turn it was time to change positions and a ripped Hispanic hunk by the name of Javier hauled her up by her wrist and led her across to the couch. The remaining studs followed behind squeezing and smacking her ass as she walked. Javier took a seat on the sofa and Emma mounted him, her spindly stiletto heels digging into the leather couch cushions as she straddled his muscled frame. Javier placed a hand on her hip, the other gripping his dick at the base as he guided the swollen head into her ass.
"Oh, fuck!" Emma gasped as it entered her; the bulging dickcrown stretching her butthole open as it slid inside.
Two other men climbed up onto the couch and stood either side of her; the chiseled pair aiming their long thick cocks at her as she bounced on the one beneath her. Emma took one of the dicks into her mouth, stroking the other as she sucked it down to the balls. Javier gripped her waist with his big, strong hands; the Latin hunk holding her in place as he drove his cock up into her rectum. Emma switched back and forth between the two cocks either side of her; the actress swallowing each one to the hilt and jerking the other as she took a third up her ass. Javier was going like a jackhammer beneath her; the Hispanic stud drilling all ten of his thick, girthy inches into the depths of her anal passage with each pass he took.
Meanwhile, two rotating casts of hung, well-muscled studs took up position either side of her; each and every one ready and waiting to feed their lengthy cocks between her lips. No sooner had one man hopped down from the couch had another taken his place; the auburn beauty sucking each of their giant dongs right down to the base regardless of length, girth or colour. When she finally took a break, a fourth man; a white guy named Mark, was stood before her, long, girthy cock in hand as he grinned at her menacingly.
"Ready to get filled up, girl?"
Emma's pretty green eyes lit up at the sight of his cock; the auburn beauty licking her plump red lips at the thought of being stuffed full of oversized prong.
"Mmm, yes!" she shrieked. "Fill me to the brim with your big, fat dicks!!"
Javier held her in place and Mark stepped up; rubbing his swollen head against her slick, wet pussy before feeding it inside.
"Uhh! FUCK!!" Emma cooed as it entered her; the actress cumming on the spot as she was packed full of thick, veiny man meat.
Javier and Mark bucked their hips in perfect synchronicity; both of the chiseled studs drilling their dicks balls deep into her tight twin fuckholes. Cocks appeared on either side of her once more and Emma handled them both; the horny actress sucking one and stroking the other, switching regularly between them as she was plowed in both holes. A steady chorus of muffled groans escaped her busy mouth as she was taken from all sides. Javier and Mark thrust into her in impeccably timed strokes; the white stud's swollen cockhead repeatedly probing her g-spot, while his Latin counterpart ventured into the darkest recesses of her colon with each pass he took.
Emma quickly lost track of her orgasms. By this point she'd had too many to count and she barely had the time to ride the wave of one intense orgasm before another took its place. Mark pulled out of her pussy and another man entered; filling her to the brim with his huge, thick cock and making her cum once more. Soon enough, half the men in the room had taken a turn on her pussy; each of the shredded young hunks fucking her hard and deep before passing her on.
Numerous cocks and several orgasms later, Emma and her band of studs switched up positions once more. Javier and the man currently occupying her pussy, a black guy named Andre, hoisted her up; their twin girthy prongs still lodged in her holes as they held her aloft, sandwiched between their muscled bodies. The remaining studs gathered around, awaiting their turn as Andre and Javier bounced Emma up and down between their shredded frames; their long, thick cocks piercing both her snug pink holes time and again as they did so.
"Fuck! Yes! FUCK ME!!" Emma screamed, her perky tits jiggling delightfully as she was thrown up and down by the two men; the chiseled duo spearing her on their oversized dicks with each motion.
Once more, two lines formed at both ends; the men queueing up on either side of the auburn starlet like they were in line at the bank. Javier was first a vacate; a white man named Devin taking his place in her asshole and drilling her balls deep with his cock. It wasn't long before every man in the room had taken a turn; the gang of hunks plugging Emma's tight pink holes with white, black and olive cocks alike, making her cum and then passing her on.
After an hour plus of non-stop fucking, the gangbang had reached its zenith. Cocks began to throb uncontrollably in both of Emma's holes and finally, after countless earth-shattering orgasms on her part, it was the men's turn to cum. Emma was lowered to her knees and quickly ringed from all sides. Tyler and a black guy named Javonte stepped up first; both of the chiseled hunks jerking their dicks wildly as they pointed them at her face.
"Mmm, yes! Come on, boys," Emma purred, reaching up to fondle their twin sets of bulging, spunk-filled balls as they beat themselves off. "Shoot all that hot, thick cum over my pretty face!"
And then, they did just that.
"UHHH!!" they bellowed in unison as two equally thick jets of creamy, off-white seed blasted from their dickholes and splattered across Emma's face; coating her lips, chin, nose and cheeks with ropes of rich, warm spunk.
And the cumshots didn't end there. In fact, they were only just beginning and the men stepped up in their twos and threes; stroking their dicks and shooting their goo over Emma's person. Some opted for her face, while others chose her chest; their thick spunky blasts streaking her tits, hair and facial features alike as they emptied their swollen balls.
With the final pair of nuts drained and the last load of cum shot, the men took a step back, the camera guy moving in for a close up as Emma knelt on the carpeted floor, covered in spunk from the chest up. It was everywhere; the gooey mess coating her tits and face, while more still dripped from her chin and streaked her shiny red hair.
"Wow!" Emma exclaimed. "That was quite something, huh? Hope you guys enjoyed it. I know I did. And I really hope this challenge catches on. I have no doubt that it will." She scooped up a dollop of spunk from her face, slipped her finger into her mouth and sucked it clean. "Mmm, yummy! So, for the next instalment of The Gangbang Challenge, I nominate Chloe Moretz. How about it, Chloe? Think you're up to it?"
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The second year students were sat at their desks in room 69G, discussing the various episodes of their rather hectic and eventful weekends as they waited for their teacher to arrive. Finally, and some ten minutes after the chime of the school bell, the door opened and in stepped Kat Dennings; the buxom brunette carrying a canvas tote bag, a stack of essays and, somewhat curiously, a brown paper grocery bag as she hurried across the room.
"Hi, class," she said, setting her things down on the desk. "Sorry I'm late. I had to fetch a few things from the staff room." She strolled across to the blackboard, etching her name and the title of the course across it with a piece of chalk. "I'm Miss Dennings and this is Titfuck 201."
She wore a freshly pressed white blouse and a neatly tailored light grey pencil skirt; the figure hugging outfit perfectly showcasing a thick, curvaceous body that looked to have been torn from the pages of a vintage Playboy. She turned to face the class; eyes bulging around the room as her sophomore students caught sight of the giant set of DD flesh mounds ballooning from her chest. Her blouse was unbuttoned to below her ample bosom; the tight-fitting garment sculpting a cleavage so full and deep it could make the Sears Tower disappear.
"Now, I know what you're thinking, but this isn't a class tailored only to the busty. Which in this class looks to be just blondie at the back there."
The girls turned to Natalie Alyn Lind, whose skinny-fit grey cardigan was showcasing a rather bountiful young chasm of its own. Natalie, suddenly feeling rather self-conscious, did her level best to cover her bulging cleavage with her arms; the busty blonde glowing red like a fire truck as she crossed her toned limbs over her chest.
"Uh uh uh," said Miss Dennings, wagging an expertly-filed finger at Natalie from across the room. "There'll be none of that here, Blondie. That goes for all of you. Covering your tits in this class gets you acquainted with my riding crop, and the bigger your rack, the more lashes you'll receive. See me after class, honey. And by the looks of things, we could be a little while.
"Anyway, like I was saying, big boobs aren't a prerequisite for passing this class and we'll be doing a lot more with our juggies over the coming weeks than just jerking off a few TAs. Though we will definitely be doing that," she said with a grin. "Me and Blondie, anyhow. The rest of you will have to watch. But make sure you pay attention, 'cause there will be a written exam that you'll be expected to pass whether you've got big titties or not.
"OK, let's begin. Food. SVSSG doesn't currently have a course dedicated solely to food sex and that's not for a lack of trying on my part, believe me. In fact, I gave Principal Vergara a little demo on what a class on food sex might look like at her house last week. She seemed to enjoy it and so did her husband, so, who knows, maybe we'll be seeing it on the syllabus some time in the near future."
The students muttered amongst themselves. After the food fight in the dining hall two weeks earlier, the girls couldn't believe that the principal would even entertain the idea of a food sex class. However, if they'd seen the way the buxom MILF was lewdly masturbating on a dining table as they tongued, tribbed, licked and scissored their way through their wild food based orgy, they wouldn't have been so surprised.
"But for now I thought I'd incorporate it into Titfuck 101. After all, food and a good set of tits go together like a horse and carriage."
Miss Dennings returned to her desk and removed a number of items from her grocery bag. A can of whipped cream. A bunch of bananas. A carton of halved strawberries. A cucumber.
"Whoops!" she said, quickly returning the phallic vegetable from whence it came. "That's for later. My boyfriend's out with his buddies tonight."
Her students giggled.
"Right, two volunteers, please."
At first, Miss Dennings' students seemed a little reluctant to offer their assistance. Though that all changed when she unbuttoned her blouse. Indeed, jaws dropped every which way as the teacher freed her breasts; the giant milk jugs hanging in gravity defying pertitude over the rest of her curvy frame. The girls stared in disbelief at the whopping, great tit mounds, their hands raising slowly toward the ceiling like it was the work of a hypnotist.
"OK, you and you," said Miss Dennings pointing to two of her students in turn.
Still gawking listlessly, Sabrina Carpenter and Madison Beer rose from their seats and wandered in an enraptured daze to the front of the classroom, gazing in wonderment at their teacher's rack as they flanked her from either side.
"Like what you see, girls?" she asked, reaching up and jiggling her heavy mounds.
The girls nodded slowly, their eyes widening as they took in the full force of her bust. Miss Dennings picked up the bottle of cream; the chesty brunette hinting at a handjob technique that was second to none as she gave it a shake. She popped off the cap with a flick of a manicured finger and squirted two perfectly coiled cream pyramids over her puffy pink nipples.
"How about now?"
The girls nodded once more.
"Come on, then, ladies," said Miss Dennings, giving her diary-topped cans a second jiggle. "These titties aren't gonna clean themselves."
With that, Sabrina and Madison dipped down to her chest; wrapping their glossy lips around her nipples and suckling away like hungry newborns as they slurped up the tasty cream.
"Ooh, yeah! That's it, girls," Miss Dennings groaned as her two students feasted on her funbags.
By the time they were done, her teets had been sucked clean; thin streaks or creamy white residue smeared across their lips as they released them from their mouths.
"Mmm, I love having my titties sucked on. And when you've got big ones like me, you can even do it yourself."
She angled one of her boobs up to her mouth to demonstrate; the chesty star tonguing away at her own erect nipple with equal ferocity to that of her students.
"You gonna give me a hand, baby?" she asked, looking across at Sabrina.
The blonde promptly joined in, and before long, student and teacher alike were lapping at her giant breast, their slick tongues brushing back and forth across one another as they licked her swollen teets.
"There. That was fun wasn't it, girls?"
"Mmhmm," they replied in zombie-like unison, still gawping at the size of her tanks.
Miss Dennings sprayed two further cream pyramids atop her stiff nipples and the two sophomores greedily went in for seconds.
"Uh uh," she said, stopping them as they shot out their tongues; the tips poised taintisilingly short of her creamy teets. "Hold your horses there, ladies."
She fetched a halved strawberry from the pot on her desk and scooped up the cream from her left nipple; feeding the white-topped fruit between Madison's lips. Madison sucked the cream from the strawberry, bit off half the red fruit and chewed the sweet flesh. Miss Dennings rubbed the remaining half against her nipple, smearing the excess cream across her areola until it was covered with a sticky pink glaze. Then, Madison returned her lips to her teacher's breast, slurping up the creamy mess and sucking at her erect nipple like she was trying to extract further dairy goodness from within.
Miss Dennings took a second strawberry and did the same to her right nipple, this time offering it to Sabrina. She sucked the cream from the piece of fruit, then student and teacher fed it between their lips; their plump sets of pillows pressing together as they bit it in half and feasted on the flesh.
"Mmm, yummy!" Miss Dennings purred. "Gotta love strawberries, huh, girls? Now let's see what fun we can with these," she said, snapping a banana from the bunch on her desk.
She picked up the can of whipped cream and gave it a squeeze once more. This time, however, she was far more liberal with its application; the busty teacher dousing her rack in the sweet white substance like she was topping a sundae. Then, she took the banana, peeled it and sunk it into her cleavage; the yellow fruit plunging into the creamy depths like a deep sea diver. When she retrieved it, the banana was smeared a gooey white. She fed it between Madison's lips; the young brunette swallowing the piece of fruit right down to the base and slurping up the cream from the shaft.
"Wow!" Miss Dennings gushed. "Someone got an A in Blowjob 101!"
Her students laughed. Miss Dennings dunked the banana between her cans once more and offered it to Sabrina; the blonde beauty sucking it down with equal ease to that of her classmate, before biting off some of the tender flesh and giving it a chew. Miss Dennings offered the rest of the banana to Madison, then tossed the peel over her shoulder and into the bin behind her.
"There. Did you enjoy that, girls?" she asked.
"Yes, Miss Dennings," they replied through mouthfuls of soft fruit.
"OK, ladies, back to your seats."
The girls returned to their desks.
"Oh, look. I'm all messy," said Miss Dennings, peering down at her cream-covered bosom. "Where's my assistant? LUIS!"
The classroom door opened and a handsome young Hispanic man strolled on through. His dark hair had been carefully slicked back with more expensive product than the state of New Jersey, the sides buzzed down almost to the scalp. He was muscled beyond belief; his shredded frame marked with a plethora of stylized tattoos, his skin tight underpants bulging with the light brown trouser snake coiled away within.
"Ah, there you are," said Miss Dennings as her TA wandered to the front of the class. "Come here, Luis. I could use a little cleaning up."
Miss Dennings placed a hand at the back of his head and, rather unceremoniously, pulled his face into her rack.
"MMPF!" Luis exclaimed, cream smearing across his face as she smothered him with her tits.
"Yeah, that's it, baby," Miss Dennings purred. "Get in there good!"
She gripped the back of his head; the brown-haired beauty holding him between her jugs with such force that all the files in the world wouldn't have aided his escape. Mind you, emerging from the teacher's bust didn't appear to be too high on Luis' list of priorities. In fact, he looked to be having the time of his life between her tits; the Latin TA licking and tonguing at any stretch of smooth, cream-coated flesh his somewhat restricted movement would allow.
"Mmm!" Miss Dennings groaned, as Luis lapped at her big, messy breasts. "God, I love having a handsome face between my boobs like this. Here's a little something I like to do when a guy's buried in my rack."
She removed her hand from the back of his head and moved her body swiftly from side to side, smacking her weighty cans against his cheeks. *SLAP* *SMACK* *SLAP* came the sounds as her still quite creamy tanks collided with his face.
"Yeah, I love beating up a man with my titties. And I think he secretly likes it too, don't you, Luis?"
He did like it, but why she thought it was such a big secret was anyone's guess. In fact, Luis looked happier than a pig in shit as he burrowed between her cans; the heavy milk tanks striking his face with such force it felt like Anthony Joshua and Tyson Fury were using him as a punching bag. Eventually, she let him up for air. He was battered, bruised and covered in so much white dairy goo that it looked like a birthday clown had planted a cream pie right on his face. But he was grinning like an idiot nonetheless as he finally resurfaced from between her cans.
"Come on, baby. Give 'em a suck."
Luis didn't have to be told twice. He gripped Miss Dennings full, weighty breasts and gave them a squeeze; the Hispanic stud kneading the gooey funbags like dough as he put his lips to her nipples and started to suck. He switched back and forth from one to the other, moulding her titanic titties in his big, strong hands as he suckled at her stiffened teets like an infant at feeding time. Then, he squished her boobs together, and shook his face between them. He licked and sucked at her rock hard nipples, all manner of unseemly razzing noises escaping his mouth as he feasted on her tanks.
Miss Dennings chuckled. "OK, this is called motorboating, class. Named as such 'cause it sounds like a motorboat starting up. And judging by how long it's taking, we might have a fault with the mechanics," she grinned as the sounds continued.
"No such problems down here though," she exclaimed, the busty teacher now stroking her assistant's wang through the fabric of his undies. "This seems to be working just fine!"
Indeed it did. In fact, his journey into the depths of her rack had left Luis' dong as stiff as a board; the waistband of his boxers sagging down to around mid-shaft as the giant member tested the flimsy garments to their limits. He pushed his underwear down and his cock sprung out; the olive pole measuring a good ten inches long with girth to match. Miss Dennings knelt before him and sprayed a further helping of cream between her breasts.
"Cream isn't the best lubricant but, boy, is it fun! Oil is more traditional and we'll take a look at that next time, but for now a generous helping of Bessie's finest will be just grand!" She looked up at Luis, jiggling her creamy tits in a manner that no creature on God's green Earth could have possibly resisted. "Come on, baby. Get that cock in here."
No further invitation was required. In what can only be described as a true clash of the titans, Luis buried his dick between her tits; the eighth and ninth wonders of the world colliding and sending cream spattering every which way as he slapped his meaty prong into the white dairy gorge.
"Mmm," Miss Dennings purred, "that dick feels good in there. Now, there's two ways you can tittyfuck a guy. Hold onto those puppies yourself and work them up and down his rod. Or let him take hold of 'em and saw his dick between them like there's no tomorrow. I think I'll handle them first, then Luis can take over."
She wrapped her tits around his cock; clumps of cream squelching under her fingers and against his shaft as he did so.
"It's pretty easy. All you gotta do is guide them up and down his pole."
She grinned naughtily, hopping up and down from her kneeling stance, her shiny raven hair bobbing majestically as she worked her creamy tits up and down his dong. It was abundantly clear from the get go that were was nobody more qualified to teach Titfuck 201 than Miss Dennings. Indeed, Luis had buried his cock in more racks than he cared to remember, but nobody had worked their big, jiggling juggies up and down his rod like she did. He'd only had his dick between her tits for a couple of minutes and already the large, pillowy mounds were caressing every inch of his twitching pole; the giant mammaries roaming from the base to the tip and back again with consummate ease.
Cream was smearing everywhere; across Miss Denning's hands, her tits, Luis' cock, his thighs and his midriff. Melted drops of the stuff was even trickling down his ballsack and dripping onto the carpet below. *FWAP* *FWAP* *FWAP* The heavy undersides of her big, messy jugs slapped repeatedly against his pelvis; cream splattering across the desk, the black board, and even leaving tiny specks across her student's faces as she titfucked her TA.
"The challenge comes in keeping it in there," she went on. "Especially if, like me, you like to use a little more lubricant than is probably necessary. Speaking of which." She looked up at Luis. "Take over for me, would you, honey?"
Luis gripped her tits as Miss Dennings released them, keeping the huge, creamy mounds clamped around his dong as he started to buck his hips, working his dick and fro in the depths of her chasm. Before long, he was humping away at her gooey rack like his life depended on it; the Latin hunk slicing his dick between her bulging boobs like a master craftsman, cream spattering over his balls as they slapped against her torso. Miss Dennings picked up the tube of cream and started spraying, dousing her already greased up melons with further goo, until she must have had half the can squirted across her chest.
Then, just as Miss Dennings had predicted, Luis' grip on her pillowy cans started to loosen. In fact, his hands were slip sliding across her mucky mams like a patch of black ice, his biceps rippling as he tried to hold them together. But unfortunately for the muscled TA, he was fighting a losing battle. Even with every sinew in his very large arms putting in a double shift, he was unable to keep Miss Denning's huge, greasy tits in his grasp. His hands slipped from her bust in comical style; the big, creamy jugs spilling from his clutches like an outfielder fumbling a catch. His dick slipped out from between her tits, the oversized member smeared with cream from the tip to the base.
"See," said Miss Dennings, grinning as she looked out across the class. "And it looks like I made a bit of a mess of his dick too," she declared; a statement that was most certainly in the running for understatement of the century. "I better clean it up."
Miss Dennings placed her creamy hands on Luis' hips, leaving white paw marks on his olive skin as she took his dick in her mouth; sucking the sticky wang right down to the hilt in a single motion. She sucked greedily at the long, thick rod as it pulsed against her tongue, slurping up every ounce of gooey, white cream from the veiny shaft.
"There," she said as she retrieved it from her maw, the giant dong clutched in her hand, sucked so clean that it practically shone. "Good as new. OK, so that's one way you can do it, girls. Another is to lay back and let the guy mount you. Allow me to demonstrate."
Miss Dennings climbed up onto the desk and laid flat across the surface. Luis clambered up after her and knelt over her suprine form. He gripped his weighty pole and slapped it between her tits; the girthy rod smacking against her chest like a slab of meat on a butcher's worktop. He took hold of her boobs and wrapped them around his dong; the giant mams sheathing his shaft like buns around a hot dog.
Luis began to work his hips once more; gripping her creamy jugs as he thrust between them, gaining momentum with every stroke. Before long, his cock was soaring through her greased up tit tunnel like a flesh locomotive. His dickhead poked out repeatedly from the tops of her cans; the swollen crown whiter and stickier with cream each time it emerged.
"Then, once your guy's got a rhythm going, you can suck at the head of his dick as it pokes out from between your boobs. It's a lot of fun and will have him shooting one hell of a load when he's ready to cum."
Miss Dennings gaped her lips at the opening of her bust; the chesty actress playing Whac-A-Mole with his dick as the bulging head poked out from the snow-white peaks.
"Talking of cum, there are a number of different ways in which your guy can finish when you're giving a titfuck. He can plow away at them until he cums. You can suck at the head so he goes off in your mouth. Or, he can pull it out and blow his load all over them. That's my personal favourite. After all, you're jerking him off with your boobs. It's only right that he finishes on them, wouldn't you say?" She looked up at Luis. "Ready, baby?"
"Si," Luis replied, prizing his dong from her creamy rack and giving it a stroke.
*SCHLICK* *SCHLOCK* *SCHLICK* came the sounds as he jerked himself off, his sticky pole twitching in his hands as he aimed it at her tits.
"Mmm, come on, baby!" Miss Dennings purred, gazing up at him with her sapphire blue eyes as she gripped her heaving breasts and gave them a jiggle. "Hose me down. Drench my titties in all that gloopy, hot nut!"



Luis' dick went off on cue, dousing her mucky chest mounds in a further dose of thick, gooey cream; a sloppy wad of rich, potent spunk that splattered across her bust in great ropes and trickled down her weighty cans like off-white wall paint. He climbed down from the desk and slumped back in Miss Denning's comfy leather swivel chair, the Hispanic stud looking half-comatose having just expelled what for most folk would have been a week's build up of boiling seed all over the teacher's rack.
"And there you have it, ladies," said Miss Dennings. "That's how you give a tittyfuck. Wow!" she added, looking down at her cream and cum-slathered breasts. "I could do with a bit of a spruce up, huh? Why don't we head on over to the gym. We can continue this class in the showers."
Miss Dennings hopped down from her desk as her students rose from their chairs. Luis wasn't sure he had the energy for further demonstration, but the jiggle in the teacher's big, messy tits as she jumped down the desk drew a stir in his junk that told him otherwise. He hauled himself up from the chair as quickly as his weary frame would allow, his firm buns leaving two matching creamy ovals on the expensive leather, drops of the sticky goo dripping from his swollen cockhead as he rose to his feet.
"Not you," said Miss Dennings. "You look like you could use a break. But don't worry, I'll be back to clean you up after class."
Disappointed but also a little relieved, Luis slumped back onto the chair, practically sparking straight out as his ass touched the leather.
"Aww," Miss Dennnings grinned. "He'll sleep well tonight. Unless I keep him up 'til the morning, that is," she added, a devilish thought suddenly sparking in her dirty mind. "Like I said, my boyfriend's out with friends. Follow me, ladies."
Miss Dennings marched across the room and out the door, her tits flopping about uncontrollably as her students trailed behind.
*
Jordyn Jones bounced a tennis ball several times against the shiny hardwood floor of SVSSG's state of the art gymnasium. She raised her arms slowly, arcing her racket out behind her as she prepared to serve; the blonde actress adopting such perfect form it would turn Serena Williams herself green with envy. She tossed the ball up and drove her racket forward, the plastic strings slicing through the air as it struck the ball, sending a sweetly struck service shot over the net and across the court.
Eugenie Bouchard brought her racket up to return serve, looping the ball high into the air, setting up the perfect smash shot for her younger opponent. It wasn't her best return ever and wasn't intended to be. After all, the Canadian pro had been hired to coach these young students, not kick their asses up and down the court, which the former Wimbledon finalist undoubtedly could have done without breaking sweat.
Jordyn raced forward as the ball hung invitingly in the air. Her perky tits jiggled and the crinkled hem of her indecently short white dress whipped up, revealing her bare pussy as she leapt to spike the ball; driving it down into the ground on the other side of the net with little regard for her professional opponent. Eugenie did her best to return the shot, stretching every sinew in her athletic frame as she vaulted for the high ball; the gorgeous tennis star able to do little more than bat it down harmlessly onto the floor below. The ball struck the net and rolled to a stop on the wooden floor.
A ball boy wearing only a pair of sneakers (at 24 years old, 6 ft 5, with a build like an NFL linebacker and skin as dark as coal, he wasn't actually a 'boy' in any way, shape or form) rose from his knelt stance at the side of the court and darted across the floor, his long, flaccid cock flopping about every which way as he sprinted for the stray ball. He gathered the fibrous green orb and rushed back to the side of the court, the tip of his huge black dong trailing almost down to the floor as he returned to his previous position.
"Good shot, Jordyn," said Eugenie. "Your overheads are really coming along."
"Thanks, Coach," Jordyn replied, hopping in her pristine white sneakers like a lightweight boxer as she prepared for her opponent's serve.
Coach Bouchard slid a hand under the hem of her dress, revealing that she too was wearing no underwear as she fetched a spare ball from the interior pocket. She bounced the ball against the floor as she readied a serve of her own, the tennis pro fighting the urge to release a bullet of a shot that would catch fire in midair and burn straight through her opponent's racket, as she adopted the familiar stance.
She was just about to toss the ball into the air when the door at the back of the hall swung open. Coach Bouchard and her students spun around en masse, looking over at the entrance as Miss Dennings and her second year pupils came marching into the sports hall.
"Hi, Coach," she said, bounding across the courts half naked, her ample bosom still covered with a cocktail of semen and cream.
"Morning, Miss Dennings. What can I do for you?"
"We're going to go use the shower room, if that's OK," said Miss Dennings, standing at the side of the court beside the naked ball boy.
"Certainly," Coach Bouchard replied. "We won't be done here for another hour yet, so it's all yours."
"Thank you. And would you mind if I borrowed this young man?" Miss Dennings placed a hand on the ball boy's shoulder. She peered down at his long black cock, now starting to stiffen upon sight of her creamy frame. "I'm doing a demo I think he would be perfect for."
"Go right ahead, Miss Dennings," Coach Bouchard replied. "I've got plenty of spares so I'll be fine without him," she added, gesturing across to a bench of equally muscular, equally well hung ball boys just sitting there, waiting to be summoned.
"So I see," said Miss Dennings, looking across at the bench of studs. "I might have to start playing tennis!" There was a collective bulging of eyes and stiffening of dicks across the wooden bench as the ball boys pictured the brunette's giant mounds bouncing and jiggling about as she raced across court. She patted the young black man on the shoulder. "Come with me."
The ball boy leapt to his feet, following Miss Dennings and her class across the hall.
"Right," said Couch Bouchard, "where were we?"
"30-love," Jordyn replied, readying herself for the next point.
"Oh, yes." Couch Bouchard looked back at her remaining ball boys, her gaze fixed on a handsome, young brown-haired stud, his long, flaccid cock and giant, weighty balls dangling over the edge of the bench and halfway to the floor. "Ryan, new balls, please."
*
The locker room door opened and Miss Dennings, her students and her borrowed stud filed inside, heading straight for the large shower area at the far end.
"OK, you girls wait there while I clean myself up," the teacher announced.
Miss Dennings stepped under one of the shower heads and turned the nozzle, warm water spurting from above and soaking her creamy frame. She fetched a bottle of shower gel and squeezed a hearty dose into her hand. She rubbed her hands together, sudding them nicely before guiding them over her breasts. The busty actress looked like a siren on some faraway island, cleansing herself under the cascade of a waterfall. The water streamed over her thick, voluptuous body, wet locks of jet black hair falling down her back as she sudded her enormous breasts.
"Hmm," she said, looking down at her body, only half clean despite a pawful of soap and a good amount of exertion on her part. "That cream really did go everywhere, didn't it? I could use a second pair of hands." She looked at Natalie Alyn Lind. "Blondie, lose those clothes and come join me."
Natalie did as instructed; the buxom blonde pulling her cardigan and blouse up over her head in one fell swoop, her own set of giant chest mounds spilling out and hanging free as she did so.
"Damn, girl!" Miss Dennings exclaimed as Natalie removed her remaining attire. "They look even better out in the open!" Natalie joined her teacher in the shower. "What's your name, honey?"
"Natalie."
"Well, Natalie, I'm expecting big things from you in this class with a rack like this," Miss Dennings declared, reaching up and giving one of her student's breasts a squeeze. "Anything less than an A and you'll have me to answer to, OK?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"Glad you understand. Clean me up, will you, sweetie."
Natalie squeezed a helping of shower gel into her hands and put them to her teacher's chest, soaping up her weighty cans until they were coated with frothy white suds. Miss Dennings returned the favour, and though Natalie's tits didn't have a mark on them, the chesty teacher gave the big, heavy breasts a thorough cleanse all the same. By now, every watching party was utterly transfixed, and nobody more so than the black ball boy, his long chocolate rod growing and stiffening as he watched the two busty women wash each other.
"Hmm," Miss Dennings grinned, spotting the stir in the young man's groin (no surprise, since it would take the combined impairment of Stevie Wonder, Ray Charles and Helen Keller to possibly miss it), "looks like someone wants to join us. In you come, handsome," she added, beckoning him with a painted finger.
The ball boy stepped forward, his thick, half-hard cock swinging like Foucault's pendulum as he approached.
"Name, baby?" asked Miss Dennings.
"Darius."
"On your knees, Darius."
Darius dropped to his knees under the shower head, the powerful torrent of water raining down onto his nappy hair.
"Ready, honey?" asked Miss Dennings, looking across at Natalie, the cupping of her huge breasts a clear indicator of what was coming next.
"Yes, Miss Dennings," Natalie replied, supporting her ample mounds in a similar fashion.
Then, without prior warning, the pair lunged forward, squishing Darius' head between their twin pairs of fat, soapy tits; the dark-skinned stud the meaty filling in a buxom sandwich as they smothered him with their racks.
"Hmm, I think he likes that," Miss Dennings declared, looking down at his crotch as his long black cock rose to full mast.
That was putting it lightly. In fact, the young ball boy was having a whale of a time, wedged so firmly between two sets of giant white tits that he couldn't have escaped for all the tea in China. Natalie and Miss Denning's breasts pressed together, suffocating Darius half to death as they smooshed and squished them in his face; the handsome black man buried so fully between their collective busts, it would take a team of Amazonian explorers to rescue him.
"I think we could do with a little more soap," the teacher suggested. "What do you think, Natalie?"
"I think so too, Miss Dennings."
Miss Dennings fetched the bottle of shower gel once more and gave it another squeeze. This time the sweet fluid oozed from the bottle in a long drip; the blue gel landing in a thick glob atop Darius' head. Natalie and Miss Dennings smooshed their chests harder into Darius' dome, the shower gel foaming in his hair and across his face as they cocooned him with their tits. Shower gel stung his eyes but he didn't care. In fact, the young man was so enraptured by the women's breasts, someone could have been pouring hydrofluoric acid directly into his sockets and he wouldn't have batted an eye.
Finally, and much to Darius' chagrin, Natalie and Miss Dennings let him up for air, his dark face turned white with foam as they released him from their clutches. But his disappointment was short lived, and no sooner had the buxom pair freed him from their grasp, had they moved onto the main event.
"Up you come," Miss Dennings instructed, she and Natalie dropping to their knees as he stood. "Now, class, shower gel is a more traditional form of lubricant than whipped cream, and a freakin' fun one at that. I love giving tittyfucks in the shower. And sucking dick in the shower. And fucking in the shower. And out of the shower. I just love sex, OK? Right, let's get to it. Natalie, wrap your tits around that cock."
Natalie did as directed, gripping Darius' wang and feeding it between her cans; the chesty blonde practically engulfing the entire thing as she swathed it with her bust.
"Now work 'em up and down the shaft, honey. Just like I showed you."
Natalie guided her tits up and down Darius' rod, the soft, pillowy pair roaming along his thick black dong from tip to base, massaging and caressing every nerve and fibre along the way.
"The problem with tittyfucking in the shower is you can't suck at the head while you're doing it," Miss Dennings declared. "Not if you don't want a mouthful of soap, anyway. But, hey, it's still fun. Right, Natalie?"
"Mmhmm," Natalie agreed as she hopped and bounced on the wet shower floor; the chesty blonde gripping her big, soapy boobs as hard as he could as she worked them up and down his pole.
She could feel Darius' girthy rod throb between her cans as she beat him off; the giant member seeming to twitch and pulse more violently with every pass she took. By now, the remaining students were looking on at their buxom classmate with a palpable jealousy. In part due to the huge, thick cock sandwiched between her tits, but also because God and the wonder of genetics had gifted her with such a huge, heaving rack in the first place.
Miss Dennings was knelt at her side, squeezing out ounce after ounce of shower gel onto her student's already soaped up bust until she'd drained almost the entire bottle. By this stage, Natalie's classmates were pushing their own barely covered, cotton blouse-clad tits together to see if a dick would fit between them after all, while others were desperately googling LA plastic surgeons to get the definitive lowdown on breast enhancement surgery.
Darius started to thrust up into Natalie's rack; the dark-skinned stud sawing his dick between her foamy flesh globes like he was slicing through a 2X4, his large, swollen head poking out and prodding her in the throat with each pass. His dick was throbbing away like nobody's business as it sawed between her rack. With the entire bottle of shower gel now dousing Natalie's tits, Miss Dennings threw the empty vessel over her shoulder, allowing the torrent of water to rinse away the suds.
"You gonna cum for me, honey?" she asked, looking up at Darius as he plowed her student's mounds.
"Uh huh," he just about managed in response; the usually handsome man looking like he was chewing his way through a batch of stinging nettles as he pumped away at Natalie's tits.
"Mmm, do it, baby," Miss Dennings purred. "Fuck those big, fat titties 'til you blow your load all over them!"
Darius was way ahead of her; the black ball boy already drilling Natalie's pillowy rack like a man possessed; his dick pulsing and pumping, twitching and throbbing, pounding away like an athlete's ticker until...
"UUURRRGGGHHH!!" he bellowed, a harsh, throaty roar that carried out onto the tennis courts and beyond as his dick exploded; a thick blast of gloopy, warm seed spouting from his tip.
Streaks of gooey seed spattered across Natalie's throat and chin, while more of the off-white ropes rained back down over her bust like a semen tsunami, drenching her bronzed cans in an unholy amount of sticky, hot nut.
"Damn!" Miss Dennings exclaimed. "You're a first learner, girl! Keep that up and you're a shoo-in for that A! Now, come here and let me clean you up."
She put her mouth to Natalie's chest, licking the cum from her tits, her neck and right up to her chin. Then she met her for a kiss; student and teacher swapping the spunk back and forth before swallowing it down. Natalie fetched a towel from a nearby bench and got to drying herself. Miss Dennings turned off the shower and it trickled to a stop.
"Well, I hope you learned something today, girls," she said, looking across at her remaining students. "This will be a very enriching class for you, whether you have big titties or small. And besides, who's to say you won't obtain a little boost in the chest department somewhere along the line? This is LA, after all. I'm not a big fan of fake tits but, hey, they're your bodies. You can do what you want with them, right? In fact, why don't you go do some things with them right now. I'm sure Coach Bouchard would spare another ball boy or two if you ask her nice enough. Run along, girls. Me and Darius have gotta towel off."
The girls headed for the door, filing out of the locker room and back out into the gym. Darius strolled across the room and picked up a towel; the dark-skinned stud about to wrap it around his muscled frame when Miss Dennings' sharp voice halted him in his tracks.
"Hey! Where do you think you're going?" she barked over the pitter patter of falling water as the shower started up once more. "I'm not done with you yet!"
*
Alexa Bliss pushed open the door to the SVSSG gym locker room and strolled inside, taking a moment to survey her surroundings before she addressed her students. And, really, who could blame her? After all, the scene in the girls' changing room looked like the opening shot of a porno movie; a sight so alluring and downright hardon-inducing that the folks at Vivid Video couldn't have done better themselves. Indeed, Coach Bliss' second year students were poised in various states of undress throughout the large room, giggling and gossiping amongst themselves as they changed from their skimpy school uniform and into even skimpier lycra leotards; garments so revealing they made the average Victoria's Secret ensemble look like Alpine ski wear.
"Afternoon, ladies," called Coach Bliss over the excited jabbering of her students.
The natter ceased as she uttered the first syllable; and upon sight of the buxom blonde wrestling coach it was immediately clear why. In fact, the WWE starlet sported a look that could have stopped a herd of stampeding wildebeest in its tracks. Her beauty was eye-popping, her makeup on point, her revealing getup a veritable what's what of flesh-baring scantitude. Expensive Adidas sneakers? Check. Knee high black tube socks? Check. Black short shorts wedged so far up her backside it looked like she'd had a run in with a schoolyard bully? Check. Black and white striped ref's jersey, cropped just below the chest and showcasing a surgically enhanced cleavage so deep and cavernous it could put the Rio Grande to shame? Check and mate.
"I'm Coach Bliss and welcome to Wrestling 201. Now, I'm sure you girls would rather be prepping for an additional session of Vaginal 201 right about now, and with the wealth of studs roaming the halls at this school, I can't say I blame you. But, as I'm sure Coach Bouchard informed you in the tennis classes you took last year, staying in shape is a vital component of maintaining a healthy sex life. That's right, girls. Keeping fit will allow you to fuck for longer, mould those bodies into increasingly more exotic positions, ride those TA's dicks with greater skill and ferocity, and look freakin' awesome while you do it!
"That's why Principal Vergara has enlisted the services of some of the sexiest, most successful women in the world of sports to ensure that you ladies are using those tight, little bodies of yours to their full potential. And as a Women's Tag Team champion, two time SmackDown Women's champion, three time Raw Women's champion and, let's face it, general all around hottie," she said, fluttering her mascara-laden lashes and running her fingers through her pink-tipped golden hair, "there is no-one better than me to teach this class today. Come with me and we'll get started."
Coach Bliss led her students to the wrestling area on the far side of the gym; the celebrity scholars gathering before the fair-haired wrestling pro as the class got underway.



"OK, girls, as I'm sure you've noticed, the setup we'll be working with today is markedly different to any you might have seen in WWE."
The girls looked at one another and shrugged, not one of the A-list students appearing to have even the slightest insight into the world of wrestling. But to anyone well-versed in the realm of professional grappling, the layout of the gym's wrestling quarters would have made for a curious sight at best. Indeed, the area bore little resemblance to any kind of wrestling setup (for either the Greco-Roman kind or the pantomime kind) known to man.
There was no ring, no ropes, no turnbuckles, no thick red circles on the floor. In fact, the area consisted of little more than a large blue plastic sheet, laid over a shock-absorbing rubber mat. And, perhaps most curiously of all, the perimeter was lined by numerous bottles of what appeared to be some kind of oil.
"Form a circle, please, girls," Coach Bliss announced. Her students did as instructed, fanning out into a ring around the edges of the mat. "So, I'll start by showing you girls some moves. Can I get a volunteer, please?"
The girls exchanged sheepish glances. The prospect of being bent out of shape and twisted to near snapping point by a professional wrestler didn't exactly fill them with joy, no matter how enjoyable interlocking with her toned, buxom body might have been. Their hands stayed at their sides.
"Nobody? Am I gonna have to pick someone?"
Still no takers.
"OK, you." She pointed at Camren Bicondova. "Come with me."
Camren gulped nervously as Coach Bliss took her by the hand; the WWE starlet fetching a bottle of oil as she led her to the centre of the mat.
"What's your name, sweetie?"
"Camren."
"OK, Camren, let's start by getting you greased up."
She flicked the cap off the bottle and gave it a squeeze, spurting the slick oil over Camren's body. By the time she was done, the brown-haired sophomore was lubed up from her shoulders to her feet, her already snug-fitting leotard now wet through and clinging to her slender form like an overbearing boyfriend, every inch of her creamy white skin shining like polished brassware.
Coach Bliss tied her glossy blonde hair into a bun before turning the bottle on herself, dousing her own muscled frame in oodles of grease, just as she had with her student's before her. Before long, she'd voided the entire bottle; the busty wrestling coach slathering herself in the stuff and paying particular attention to her chasm-like cleavage, her now sodden ref's top hugging her chest so tightly that little puddles of oil were pooling between her cans.
"OK, I'd say we're ready," she grinned. "So, the way to start a bout is to get a good hold on your opponent. It's a little tricky when you're covered in oil, but this is how it's done." She looked at Camren. "Follow my lead, OK, sweetie?"
Coach Bliss locked onto her student's frame like a two person rugby scrum, their greased up bodies slip sliding across one another, Camren mirroring her actions to a tee as they gripped each other tightly.
"Then, when you've got your opponent in a firm grip, give her a good grappling. You want to wear her down nicely before you go in for that takedown."
Camren fought against Coach Bliss' toned form a best as she could, but even with the WWE starlet using but one tenth of her brawn and world class wrestling ability, the coach was able to tackle her brown-haired student with ease, gripping her around the midriff and taking her down without breaking sweat.
"So, when you've got your opponent on the ground, you have to pin her to the mat for three seconds," said Coach Bliss. Camren struggled against her hold as she explained, but the wrestling pro was able to keep her in place with minimal effort. "Do so successfully and you've won the bout. These are some of my favourite pins. Some are established wrestling moves, while others are of my own creation."
Coach Bliss gripped Camren's left leg and turned onto her side, sliding up between her splayed thighs and locking her in place, their greased up pussies rubbing together as she pinned her to the mat in a tribbing stance.
"This one I like to call the scissor pin, because...well, it's pretty self explanatory really," she explained, locking her legs around her student's torso with such force that it would've taken the might of an Olympic weightlifter to prize her free.
"OK, here's another. I call this one the reverse face sit."
Coach Bliss demonstrated, holding Camren in place as she spun around on the mat, setting her slick groin down on her student's face as she straddled her in the reverse cowgirl position.
"Pin her arms to the mat so she can't break free," said Coach Bliss, holding Camren's wrists firmly against the oily ground; the wrestling pro perched atop her opponent's face like a queen atop her throne.
"OK, I think we've put Camren through enough torture for one day," she added, the brunette gasping for air as the buxom coach released her from her grip.
Coach Bliss stood and helped Camren to her feet. "You OK, sweetie?"
"Yes...uhh...yes, Coach Bliss," Camren replied, punctuating her response with sharp intakes of breath.
"How about a hand for Camren, ladies."
The girls clapped as Camren hobbled to the sidelines, the sophomore student doing her best to mask her gingerly gait as she returned to the edge of the mat.
"OK, another volunteer, please."
After seeing the punishment their classmate had just taken, the celebrity coeds were even less eager to offer themselves up as their coach's tackling dummy than they had been initially.
"Still no-one, huh? OK, you." She pointed at Joey King. "Name?"
"Joey."
"Come here, Joey."
Joey approached tentatively from the edge of the mat.
"Don't worry, sweetie. I'll go easy on you," said Coach Bliss, soothing Joey's fears a grand total of 0%, as she doused her petite frame in oil. "Right, who wants to see some more pins?"
The remaining students raised their hands enthusiastically; the young girls giving little thought to their classmate's wellbeing as they thrust their manicured paws into the air. Coach Bliss lunged at Joey without a single word of warning, taking her to ground without breaking sweat.
"OK, so we've seen the reverse face sit. Now let's take a look at the regular version."
Coach Bliss straddled Joey in the cowgirl stance; the WWE star nearly smothering her student to death as she sat on her pretty face.
"She's pinned good, huh?" Coach Bliss grinned. "Grip her legs too, and she won't be able to move a muscle."
She demonstrated, reaching back and wrapping her arms around Joey's thighs; the busty coach holding her student in a grip so firm, Hulk Hogan himself couldn't have broken free from it.
"OK, I've got one more pin to show you, ladies," said Coach Bliss. "This one I like to call the pinback. It wouldn't be recognised in professional wrestling as my opponent's back doesn't touch the floor but, as I'm sure you girls have noticed, this isn't professional wrestling. We're both covered in oil for one thing. OK, here it is."
She gripped Joey by the ankles and pushed them right back until her dainty feet were level with her head; the sophomore's shapely ass thrusting into mid-air as she did so. She pinned her wrists to the mat, holding her legs in place now that her ankles were tucked beneath her shoulders.
"So, when you've got your opponent in this position she shouldn't put up much of a fight. But if she does, here's a little trick that oughta disarm her quick smart."
Coach Bliss stuck her face in Joey's suspended crotch and tongued at her pussy through her wet leotard. Sure enough, the small degree of resistance Joey put up was quickly rescinded; the brown-haired beauty entirely at her coach's mercy as she pinned her supple body to the mat.
"OK," said Coach Bliss, finally releasing Joey from her clutches, "I think that's enough moves for today. Why don't you girls show me what you've learned. Camren."
Camren returned to the centre of the mat and stood beside Joey.
"Right, girls, let's see what you've got. First one to pin their opponent is the victor. Ready?"
"Yes, Coach Bliss," the girls chimed.
"Wait," said the coach. "Where's my ring girl? Ah, there she is," she added as Natalie Alyn Lind approached from across the gym; her buxom figure squeezed into a string bikini that was at least two sizes too small.
Natalie crossed the mat from one side to the other, walking gingerly to avoid slipping in the volumes of oil that coated the plastic sheeting. A sign reading Round 1 was raised above her head; the chesty blonde striking all manner of model-worthy poses as she paraded across the mat to rapturous applause from her watching classmates.
"OK, girls, shake hands and let's begin," said Coach Bliss.
The girls shook their dainty paws and the bout was underway. This particular matchup was a lot more even strengthed than the first two and as such it took a little while to get going; both of the greased up fighters dancing around the mat as much as the oil-slicked surface would allow while they sized each other up.
"Come on, girls. Get stuck in!" Coach Bliss encouraged, their fellow students roaring from the sidelines in response.
Finally, Joey went in for a tackle, Camren repelling the advance with the force of her athletic frame.
"Nice defense, Camren," clapped Coach Bliss. "Hold that ground, girl."
The pair grappled one another like rutting stags, Joey still reeling from her failed takedown attempt, when Camren returned fire; the actress wrapping her arms around her opponent's torso and wrestling her to the ground. Camren landed on top of Joey on the mat; their oily bodies slip-sliding across one another as they tussled on the greased up floor.
"Hmm, I think it's getting a little dry in there. Don't you, ladies?"
"YEAH!" the girls cheered in unison, some with bottles of oil prepped and ready to squirt.
Coach Bliss grinned. "OK, ladies, you know what to do."
The girls squeezed at the bottles of oil every which way around the circle; dousing the wrestling mat and the two fighters in further sprays of slippery, wet grease. By now, the girls were sliding across the plastic sheet like Bambi on ice, Natalie and Coach Bliss also struggling to retain their footing as the mat was drenched in oodles of greasy lube. Camren and Joey struggled against one another, both girls attempting to trap their opponent in one of Coach Bliss' signature pins, only to see her oiled up frame slip from their grasp like a wet fish.
Finally, and after numerous unsuccessful attempts from both parties, Camren managed to pin Joey with the reverse face sit; the actress pinning her fellow brunette's arms to the floor just as her coach had shown her, as she perched on her gorgeous face.
"Ooh, looks like we have a pin, ladies!" Coach Bliss exclaimed. "Remember, Camren, you gotta keep her like that for three seconds." She dropped to her knees and began to count off, slapping the padded floor with her hand as she did so. "3..."
Joey fought against Camren's grip, kicking her legs furiously in an effort to free herself. Though while her flailing limbs did little to combat her opponent's hold, they did catch the feet of a passing Natalie. The force of the kick, combined with the slickness of the oiled up floor sent the buxom blonde tumbling to the mat in true slapstick fashion, her huge boobs spilling from her bikini top as she hit the deck.
"2..."
Joey continued to struggle, and while her efforts had thus far been to little avail, she did have one final trick left up her sleeve. The trick was what wrestling aficionados might have termed 'underhand', but desperate times called for desperate measures and with the brunette one strike of the padded floor away from defeat, she saw little choice but to employ it. Without delay she shot out her tongue, lapping wildly at her competitor's pussy through the thin, wet fabric of her leotard. The trick, dirty though it may have been, worked like a charm and as Joey tongued away at Camren's slick pussy, the grip on her wrists started to loosen, allowing the brown-haired beauty to break free from her opponent's clutches at the very last second.
"Oh, wow!" Coach Bliss gushed. "Good save, Joey!"
Joey and Camren continued to grapple, their leotards so soaked through you could see their areolas and the slits of their vaginas through the sodden fabric. Joey, now on top, managed to pin Camren's legs to the deck, the brunette sliding between her thighs as she locked her in a scissor pin. Coach Bliss, still on the mat, from her previous count off, started to pound the deck once more.
"3...2..."
But after her opponent's use of underhand tactics, Camren certainly wasn't above a little retaliation. As Joey trapped her in the forceful pin, Camren started to grind against her crotch, loosening her opponent's grip on her body in much the same way as she had to her.
"Argh! You bitch!" Joey growled, incensed by Camren's dirty play.
This time, however, instead of attempting to pin her opponent once more, Joey simply returned fire; the gorgeous brunette bucking and writhing against her competitor's groin with equal vigour. By now, the scene looked less like a wrestling match and more like the set of porno; the two supposed opponent's grinding away at one another like bitches in heat, their perky tits jiggling, their pussies leaking like sieves as they tribbed violently on the oily mat.
And it wasn't long before the spectators and even Coach Bliss herself were joining in too. The horny students and their buxom coach sliding across the lubed up floor and surrounding the two fighters from every angle, engaging in all manner of all-girl antics as a greased up girl on girl orgy quickly ensued. Katelyn Nacon and Kiernan Shipka were 69ing. Sarina Carpenter went down on Natalie Alyn Lind. Bailee Madison strummed Coach Bliss' clit until she came; the chesty blonde drenching the already sodden wet mat and her rutting sophomore students in a torrent of sizzling squirt juice, the girls giving a whole new meaning to the term Royal Rumble as they licked and lapped, frigged and frapped one another to countless thunderous orgasms.
This went on for some time, until finally, several hours after the ring of the school bell, the last climax was achieved, the final blast of girlcum shot. Coach Bliss and her second year students were sprawled out across the greasy mat, cuddled up together in a tangled mass of naked bodies, sopping wet hair and slick, oily flesh.
"Wow! Wrestling is awesome!" Joey King exclaimed, Madison Beer's lubed up frame cradled in her slender arms.
"Yeah!" Camren Bicondova agreed. "I might have to start watching WWE if it's anything like that!"
Her classmates laughed.
"Like that, did you, girls?" chuckled Coach Bliss. "Well, let me tell you, ladies, that was only the beginning. What 'til you see what I've got planned for next time!"
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Men across the globe waited with bated breath. Indeed, from the second Emma Stone's Facebook live stream came to an end, nigh on the entire male half of the world's population were on tenterhooks as they awaited the response from Miss Stone's nominated starlet, Chloe Moretz. She was tweeted countless times by thousands of desperate males, literally begging her to take part. Dozens of blog posts appeared online with every passing minute, pleading with the young blonde actress, while others dropped to their knees and prayed to God, Allah, Buddha, or anyone who'd listen, that she'd answer in the affirmative.
And, soon enough, their prayers were answered. Less than 24 hours later, a post appeared on Miss Moretz's Twitter feed. It read: challenge accepted [1 woman and 5 man emojis]. A cheer went up from menfolk the world over; so loud it could be heard from all four corners of the globe. Champagne bottles popped en masse. Reaction videos were posted to YouTube in their thousands by excited males from every age group and walk of life; roaring, shrieking and screaming with joy.
The following morning the announcement was made. #GangbangChallenge Video 2 would be going live on Chloe Moretz's official Facebook page at two o'clock that afternoon. Sickies were pulled in their thousands. Teenagers ditched school in record numbers across the globe. Funerals were missed. Anniversaries and children's birthdays ignored. Then the time arrived. Doors were locked. Landlines were unplugged. Computers switched on. Tissues and lube prepared.
The video faded in on a close up of the lady herself, looking not a cent short of million bucks as she sat in her backyard. Her long golden hair dangled over her shoulder, her cute features dabbed, glossed and otherwise adorned with an array of priceless cosmetics.
"Hi, everyone. This is Chloe Moretz," she announced, smiling sweetly at the camera lens. "Thank you for joining me. I know what you're all here for and, don't worry, we'll be getting to that in just a second. But first, I'd like to thank the five lovely men who nominated me to do this challenge today. Now, I know I'm a little late on this one, but when is it not a good time to give a little back to charity? Yep, that's right, folks. Sit back and enjoy 'cause today I will be taking part in the Ice Bucket Challenge!"
The cameraman pulled back to reveal Miss Moretz sat on a sun lounger, a large pail of icy water by her side. Jaws dropped in dejection across the globe. Swear words were yelled at the tops of lungs in every language going. Laptops were smashed against desks, smartphones hurled out of four storey windows.
"Just kidding! Let's get this thing started, shall we?"
Chloe rose from her seat and headed across her patio and along the side of her house; her expensive stilettos clicking against the floor as she went. The camera guy followed behind, training his lens on her peachy, frayed denim shorts-clad ass as she walked. Chloe continued around to the front of her luxury LA home, opened the front door and stepped inside. In the hallway were nine very handsome, very muscular men, lined up against the wall in a white-black-white-black formation, like a human zebra crossing; their long, thick cocks projecting from their waists like tree branches.
"Oh, my!" Chloe grinned at the camera. "Look at all these big, fat dicks just for me!"
She squatted before the first man; a tall, chiseled white guy named Brandon, and took his ten inch dick in her hand. Chloe shot out her tongue and lapped at his winking slit; the actress making light work of the glob of precum pooling therein, before wrapping her lips around his head. She looked up at him; the fair-haired starlet sucking at his crown as he stroked his shaft, a river of prespunk tricking across her tongue and down her throat as she sucked him. Chloe reached down to cup his balls, leaving his shaft free as she bobbed her pretty blonde head. She caressed his nuts as she worked the shaft; her greedy mouth accomodating an additional inch of his thick, veiny wang with each pass she took.
"Shit!" Brandon groaned. "Girl can suck some dick!"
He wasn't wrong. In fact, Chloe was going at his dong like a seasoned pro; her lead little more than an expensively styled, platinum blonde blur as she dipped at his endowed crotch. In a matter of seconds, his dick had disappeared from sight; the young actress placing her hands on his hips as she sucked his lengthy wang right down to the balls. But she wasn't done yet, and no sooner had her pouty pink lips pressed against the base, were they back up around his head; the randy starlet taking but a moment's pause before plunging down to the hilt once more.
And on and on it went. Chloe bobbed and dipped at Brandon's groin; her lips roaming from the head to the base at lightning speed and leaving thick trails of spittle in their wake. Finally, and with the veiny shaft twitching like crazy against her tongue, Chloe released Brandon's dick from her mouth; drips of saliva trickling from his shaft as she moved onto the next.
Next up was a shredded young black man by the name of Kendrick. At eight inches, his dick was a little shorter than that of his predecessor, but what he lacked in length (relatively speaking, of course) he more than made up for in girth; his jet black dong nearly as thick as a baseball bat, by Chloe's estimation. But the little blonde starlet wasn't perturbed by such a thick slab of coal-dark man meat. Not for a second, and as she held it in her hand, she licked her shiny pink lips at the prospect of the girthy black schlong filling her mouth to capacity.
She started at the balls; the actress angling his cock upwards as she fed one of the large black nuts into her mouth. Chloe gobbled on Kendrick's balls one by one; the horny blonde sucking at the oversized gonads like large like boiled candies before switching to the other; his thick dark cock seering and throbbing against her cute face as she did so. Next, she licked up his underside; the tip of her tongue trailing a juicy vein that protruded from his shaft like a blood-filled drinking straw as she worked her way up to the top.
Once she reached the summit, Chloe fed his crown inside; her pretty pink lips stretching to their limits to accommodate his unfathomable girth. And she didn't stop there. With the head inside, Chloe made the plunge toward the base; the blonde beauty sucking the oversized cock right down to the balls with equal ease as she had the previous.
When she came up for air, Chloe looked down the line. Seven more men were queued up before her; every bit as blessed and endowed as the first two, stroking their cocks in wait of her skilled young mouth. Chloe made her way down the line of studs; working over each of their long, girthy pricks one by one and reeling off every trick in the blowjob handbook along the way.
She tongued at slits, encircled heads, lapped at undersides and sucked on balls; the fair-haired starlet performing each and every trick and technique with the skill and expertise of an experienced pornstar. She sucked, slurped, drooled, slobbered and sucked some more; the young actress swallowing each of their fat, lengthy schlongs down to the base and slathering them in spittle as she went. Once she reached the end, every dick in the room was throbbing like an athlete's ticker, saliva dripping from their shafts like leaking faucets.
"Follow me, boys," said Chloe as she rose to her feet; the cameraman and her band of studs following the hypnotic sway of her ass as she moved into the next room.
Chloe approached a white leather futon in the centre of the room and laid back across the surface. In the blink of an eye, the blonde beauty found herself ringed by a pack of chiseled hunks; their thick, mammoth dongs pointing at her from all angles as she assumed the position. At one end, a white guy named Aaron took up position between her splayed thighs. He peeled off her shorts and panties, then rubbed the tip of his dong against the slick opening of her snatch before slipping it inside.
At the other end, a black man by the name of Darius stood over her; his lengthy black prong clasped in his hand as he dipped his heavy, cum-filled balls into her mouth. Chloe reached up to stroke his dick; the horny starlet jerking another with her free hand as she sucked on his big dark balls. Meanwhile, Aaron was rocking to and fro between her thighs; the chiseled hunk working his girthy ten inch cock steadily back and forth inside her. Chloe cooed and groaned around the pair of weighty black nuts in her mouth as he worked her over; the endowed young stud guiding his dick back so only the head remained, before driving back forward, the swollen crown venturing deeper into her tight pink gash with each motion.
"Shit, this pussy feels good!" Aaron exclaimed, his voice breathy as he bucked his muscled hips; the burly God of a man now working all ten of his thick, veiny inches into her twat, his bulging dickhead probing her g-spot with each pass he took.
But Chloe wasn't to be overawed by such a large penis probing her nether regions. Not by a long shot, and as she was drilled balls deep by the lengthy wang, she stroked and jerked any cock and sucked on any pair of big, swollen balls within spitting distance; the blonde actress handling multiple sets of oversized genitals like it was second nature.
After some time, Darius prized his balls from Chloe's mouth; the blonde beauty releasing the giant gonads with a loud *POP* sound as a second man, a white guy named Logan, stepped up to take a turn. He knelt over her, bringing his pulsing cockhead to her gaping lips and feeding it inside. Chloe accepted the invading member with grace; the young starlet wrapping her lips around the thick shaft and sucking it with aplomb. Logan squatted and dipped atop her supine frame; the burly stud working his dick steadily back and forth between her lips, his hefty, spunk-filled balls slapping against her face as he fucked her pretty mouth.
At the other end, Aaron was plowing away at her pussy like a man possessed; the chiseled hunk putting every ounce of his 220lb frame behind each stroke. Chloe started to quiver from head to toe; the tip of Aaron's long, girthy cock touching all the right places as he drove it nutsdeep into her snatch. One more thrust was all it took; the latest g-spot bothering pass of his fat, lengthy schlong sparking an intense, fiery climax that ripped through her athletic frame like an inferno.
"MMMMM!!" Chloe screamed; her orgasmic cries muffled by the giant dong pulsing and throbbing between her lips.
But the gang weren't done yet. In fact, they'd only just gotten started and no sooner had Aaron retrieved his dick from the depths of her pussy, had another one entered. Soon enough, lines had formed at both ends of the futon; two queues of horny, well-muscled men stroking their pricks as they awaited their go. At one end, a band of studs ran a train on Chloe's pussy, while at the other, a second group took turns in her mouth. Some fed their cocks between her lips, others their balls; the randy blonde sucking heartily at any oversized dong or heavy set of gonads that came her way.
Then, once the last pair had taken their turn, it was time to switch up positions. A black man named Tyson sat beside her on the futon; his huge, veiny prong stood tall like a skyscraper as he lay back across the surface.
"Sit on this dick, girl," he said, gripping his girthy dong at the base.
Chloe did as directed. She threw a leg over his muscled thighs; the young actress adopting the cowgirl position as she straddled his shredded frame. Tyson fed his dick inside; her tight pussy hugging his cock like a hot, wet sheath as he entered her.
"Uhhh!!" Chloe gasped as he thrust his prick inside, the remaining studs quickly ringing her once more as she perched on his girthy dong.
Tyson began to buck his hips; the dark-skinned hunk working his dick both and forth in her snatch; feeding an additional inch of his coal-black length inside her with each pass. Before long he was hitting it ballsdeep; the burly young stud gripping her ass with his large dark hands as he drove all ten of his thick, girthy inches up her snatch.
A second man, a white guy named Travis, fed his dick into her mouth; the chiseled hunk placing a hand at the back of her head as worked it back and forth between her lips. Chloe gripped the two nearest cocks and started tugging; the blonde starlet handling four big, fat cocks at once and doing it like a champ as she was taken from all sides.
This went on for some time. A rotating cast of horny, well endowed men took turns at one end while Tyson worked her over from the other. Cocks from both ends of the colour wheel filled her mouth and hands alike as Tyson pounded her pussy; the burly black stud driving his dick right down to the hilt with each pass he took.
"Ready for another one, baby?" came a voice from behind her.
Chloe looked over her shoulder as a fifth man; a black guy by the name of Jalen, took up position behind her, his thick African cock clasped at the base.
"Mmm, yes!" she purred as she looked back at the tall dark stud. "Get that big black cock inside me!"
Jalen didn't need a second invitation. He stepped forward, kneeling on the edge of the futon as he prepared to fill her up. Tyson held Chloe in place; the young actress relaxing her glutes as she readied herself for the second dick. But, to Chloe's surprise, Jalen had no interest in her plugging her tight pink asshole (at least, not yet). No- he had designs on her pussy; the chiseled hunk ready to stretch that snatch to its limits with a second big black dong. He pressed his dick against Tyson's; the two black studs clearly having no qualms about their junk rubbing together, as he fed the second cock into her twat.
"UGH! FUCK!" Chloe gasped, her pussy stretching like knicker elastic as it was stuffed full of fat dark cock.
The guys began to thrust back and forth; the dark-skinned duo bucking their muscled hips in perfect synchronicity as they worked their twin black dongs to and fro in her slick, wet cunt. Chloe sucked and jerked the rest of the group; the randy blonde handling no fewer than three of the remaining cocks as the pair of ripped black studs dual dicked her sung pink cooch.
Before long, both men were driving their dicks right down to the base; the chiseled pair feeding a combined foot and a half of veiny black pipe into her twat with each pass. Chloe came over and over; her g-spot probed repeatedly by not one, but TWO thick dark dickcrowns as they double stuffed her hot, wet pussy. But it didn't end there, and no sooner had Jalen prized his dick from the ultra tight grip of her snatch, had another taken his place. Soon enough, half the men in the room had stuffed Chloe's cooze to the brim; the fair-haired starlet taking each of the second pricks up her gash with ease, no matter how long or thick.
Then, after four separate bouts of deep double vaginial, the guys finally turned their attention to her asshole. A white guy named Blake went first; Tyson's dick still buried in her pussy as he pressed his swollen crown against the ring of her anus and slipped it inside.
"OH, JESUS! FUCK!" Chloe shrieked as he entered her; the slender actress stuffed to the brim as Blake's fat, girthy cock plugged her second hole.
And that wasn't all. As Blake and Tyson worked their cocks back and forth in her tight twin holes, Brandon fed his own thick, lengthy dong between her lips; the band of studs stuffing her airtight as she was taken from all angles. Chloe stroked the two nearest cocks as she was filled in all three orifices; the skilled young slut handling the oversized dongs like a seasoned plate spinner as she worked them five at a time. Blake and Tyson plowed her ballsdeep; their girthy prongs venturing to the hilt in her ass and pussy alike with each motion as they double dicked her tight pink holes. Chloe came time and again; nigh on every joint thrust of their thick dongs into the depths of her tight twin tunnels igniting a new fiery orgasm from within her.
Once again, the guys took turns in her holes; revolving doors of shredded, well-endowed studs filling her ass, mouth and pussy to the brim before passing her onto someone else. Then, once everyone in the room had taken at least one turn in all three of her holes, it was time for them to cum. Chloe hopped down off the futon and knelt on the floor as the guys surrounded her; no fewer than nine well-muscled studs pointing their dicks at her pretty face as they prepared to shoot their goo.
"Mmm! Do it in my mouth, boys," Chloe requested. "Fill my slutty maw with all that piping hot cum!"
The guys stepped up one by one; beating themselves off and blasting a thick, creamy wad between her gaping lips, the blonde beauty gargling with each load as she eagerly awaited the next. All it took was three of the gloopy, rich cumwads to fill her mouth to the brim; the horny starlet closing her lips, gulping down the spunky cocktail and opening them once more as she waited for another.
Nine loads and three murky pools of creamy, off-white seed later, and every pair of balls in the room had been successfully drained. The cameraman went in for a close up as she licked her lips; the young actress lapping up the few stray streaks of spunk from around her mouth as she prepared her sign off.
"Well, that was fun, wasn't it, guys?" Chloe smirked. "Hope you boys at home went off like these guys did! Bye for now!" She blew a kiss to the camera. The camera guy made a gesture from behind his lens. "Oh, right, yeah! My nomination. Hmm," she pondered, placing a manicured finger to her cheek as she thought long and hard, "I pick Melissa Benoist. Think you can handle it, girl?" She grinned at the camera lens then looked up at her band of studs; their cocks in varying degrees of erection as they ringed her squatted frame. "Right," she said, "who's still hard?"
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Amy Adams opened the door to her Room 69K and stepped inside. The room was already half full, as it often was upon her arrival. Miss Adams had been teaching Anal 301 to her third year students since the start of the month, and it had taken the redheaded actress less than half a session to learn that her class of seniors were spilt into two distinct groups.
The first group, which Miss Adams had referred to as her 'good' students (a relative term, considering the stories she'd heard of them blowing every member of campus security in a single evening) were the ones already sat at their desks, beaming smiles at her as she arrived. They were Elle Fanning, Ariel Winter, Olivia Holt, Maya Hawke and Maude Apatow; every one of them prime specimens of the archetypal schoolgirl. Hair neatly brushed. Ties done up to 11. Standard issue white socks pulled up to the knee. The bottom curves of their asses barely visible under the hems of the skirts.
They rarely spoke out of turn, never answered back and were first to answer every question; their manicured fingers reaching for the ceiling with ardent enthusiasm at each inquiry. Their homework was always on time and of the highest quality, the young ladies boasting GPAs that, in another lifetime, could have seen them top of the class at Harvard or Princeton. Apple polishings were a regularity, and Miss Adams often found her desk ornamented with an array of different gits; from batches of freshly baked cookies (penis shaped, of course) to invites to their dorm rooms for a spot of one on one tutoring.
"Hi, Miss Adams," they chimed in flawless unison, flashing smiles so wide and toothy, they nearly blinded her with their sparkling veneers.
"Morning, girls," Miss Adams replied, taking a seat at her desk in wait of her remaining students.
The customary ten minutes after the ring of the school bell, the stragglers finally arrived in their usual boisterous manner; the door nearly flying clean off its hinges as they barged their way into the classroom. This second band of A-list students; Sydney Sweeney, Kira Kosarin, Peyton List, Paris Berelc and Amandla Stenberg, were about as far a cry from the first in both appearance and behaviour as was possible to imagine. Miss Adams had dubbed them her 'bad' students and after one look at the celebrity seniors it was clear to see why.
Their ties hung loosely around their necks, their scarcely buttoned blouses showcasing cleavages of every depth, size and skin tone. Their skirts were so short that they wrapped around their waists like plaid cotton belts. Their white socks had been exchanged for knee high garments of every colour of the rainbow and every imaginable design. And when they took to their seats they'd do so as they did every day; blowing pink bubbles with their gum, painting their nails or tapping away at cell phones, ready to dip into their Rolodex of ridiculous excuses for their missing homework.
"Yo, teach'," said Kira, pointing a painted finger at Miss Adams and flashing her a wink as she passed.
"Ladies," said Miss Adams. "Late again, I see."
"Sorry, Miss A," Sydney replied. "We got a little caught up in the showers this morning. Didn't we, girls?"
Her friends giggled and murmured in agreement as they took their seats. Elle, clearly unimpressed by her classmates' tardiness and typically feeble excuse, tutted loudly, rolling her pretty blue eyes at their discourtesy and lack of respect.
"Oh, I'm sorry, Elle," Sydney retorted, "but we don't all start the day with yoga and muesli, like you. Some of us like to have a little fun first thing in the morning."
Elle looked back at Sydney, the buxom blonde smirking with pride at her witty putdown.
"Well, maybe you should've spent a little less time having fun, " she did air quotes, "in the shower, and a little more time washing your hair. I can see the grease from here."
Elle turned back to the front of the class, grinning from ear to ear like she'd just delivered the slam of the century.
"OK, girls. That's enough," Miss Adams cut in. "This class has been held up enough already. So, you know what today is, don't you, girls?" There were excited murmurs across the room. "Yep, after weeks of prepping those cute little asses of yours, it's about time we put them to use. I trust you all brought your buttplugs, like I asked."
"Yes, Miss Adams," the 'good' girls chorused in response, reaching into their backpacks and producing cone shaped marital aids of every size, girth and colour.
Spotting no such movement from the back row, Miss Adams addressed her 'bad' students; the redheaded beauty questioning them in her usual ready to scorn manner. "No toys, ladies? Why am I not surprised?"
"Cool your boots, Miss A," Peyton replied. "We've got 'em."
"Yeah, you could say we came extra prepared for today's class," Paris added, every passing syllable more suggestive than the last.
Realising there was only one place her students could be keeping their chosen toys, Miss Adams quickly put two and two together. "I see," she grinned. "Well, since you ladies are such experts on the subject, why don't you come and help me demo some of these toys for the rest of the class?"
She reached under her desk and produced a large plastic tub that was literally brimming with marital aids, some sporting girth that made their boyfriends' endowments look like a pack of cocktail weenies.
"Amandla, up you come, honey."
Amandla Stenberg got up from her seat and joined the teacher at the front of the class.
"OK, let's see what you've brought along today," said Miss Adams. "Turn around for me, sweetie, and whip up that skirt."
Amandla did as instructed. She span around and flashed her ass, revealing that she did indeed have the stem of a pink buttplug poking out from between her chocolate orbs.
"Oooh! A nice little pink one. How does it feel in there, sweetie? Nice and snug?"
"Yes, Miss A."
"Hmm, let's take a peak, shall we."
Miss Adams squatted down beside her student and pulled at the stem of the buttplug.
"Oh, yes. Very tight," she declared, as Amandla's snug brown asshole stretched slowly around the girth of the toy, the auburn starlet having to apply a good deal of exertion to wrench it from her rear.
Finally, it popped free, Amandla's sphincter quickly returning to its original aperture. A sticky sheen of ass juice coated the plastic toy and Miss Adams fed it between her lips, tasting her student's fluids as she sucked it clean.
"Mmm! Yummy," she purred, licking her lips as she savoured the sweet taste. "OK, let's pop this back in. Spread that ass for me, sweetie."
Amandla reached back and prized her butt cheeks apart, her rim splitting open enticingly as she did so.
"So, it's very important that you use some form of lube when putting things in your ass," said Miss Adams, turning to face the class. "Be it a store bought lubricant or something else. This toy's only small so I think a little saliva oughta do the trick."
She sunk the buttplug between her lips once more, this time drooling over the plastic toy and leaving thick trails of saliva trickling down its span as she retrieved it.
"Couldn't hurt to add a little to the point of entry as well," she added, sticking out her tongue and lapping at Amandla's asshole.
Miss Adams pressed the tip up against Amandla's puckered anus and fed it inside, the toy sliding in with little difficulty thanks to the volumes of spittle coating the shaft.
"OK, thank you, Amandla. You can return to your seat."
Amandla lowered her skirt and strolled across the room, her bright pink buttplug lodged in her rectum as she returned to her desk.
"Right, who wants to try some more toys?" asked Miss Adams, hands shooting up in all directions in response. "Maya, come here, sweetie."
Maya Hawke hopped up from her seat, an impossibly girthy black buttplug grasped in her dainty hand as she crossed the room.
"Damn, girl!" Miss Adams exclaimed. "I thought you were supposed to be one of the good ones!"
The students laughed. Maya popped a lengthy nailed finger between her teeth and batted her lengthy eyelashes; a display of innocence so convincing that, if not for the giant sextoy clutched in her hands, could have fooled even the very sternest of police interrogators.
"You better bend over the desk, honey. I think you're gonna want something to cling onto if I'm sticking that thing up your butt!"
More laughter. Maya handed the buttplug to Miss Adams and assumed the position; legs spread apart as she leaned over the teacher's desk.
"OK, so we're definitely gonna need some lube for this one."
That was putting it lightly. In fact, Miss Adams wasn't sure there was enough grease on the planet to fit the large black toy in anyasshole, much less one so tight it looked like the eye of a needle would have trouble passing through. The thick black buttplug was quite possibly the biggest she'd ever seen. Larger than any in the teacher's extensive collection, and looked to be thicker than a soda can at its girthiest point.
"In fact, I think I better warm you up a little first, sweetie," she added, setting the buttplug down on the desk for later use.
Miss Adams took a bottle of lube from her box of tricks and squeezed a glob of it onto Maya's puckered pink rim.
"The same goes for penetration as well," she declared. "If the guy's dick looks a little daunting, get him to stick a finger or two up there first. It'll help loosen you up."
Miss Adams slipped a finger into Maya's asshole, guiding it back and forth a few times before adding a second, then a third. Before long, the brunette's sphincter was stretched obscenely around her teacher's probing digits, the stretchy orifice looking more than ready for whatever was to come.
"There, that oughta do it," said Miss Adams, retracting her fingers from her student's rectum and sucking them clean.
She squeezed a dose of lube onto the buttplug and rubbed it across the shaft. She aimed the tip at Maya's asshole and guided it in; the brown-haired senior unleashing a sharp, breathy gasp as the cone-shaped toy invaded her rear. Miss Adams pushed the buttplug slowly into her student's rectum, watching as her tight pink anus stretched around its girth.
"Yowza! This toy is stretching that asshole good, huh? How you doing there, Maya?"
"Fine...Miss...Adams," Maya replied, doing her best to mask the strain in her voice as the girthy toy stretched her sphincter to its limits.
She white-kunckled the edges of the desk, her usually gorgeous features contorting in all manner unsightly ways as the big black buttplug was guided into her rear. Her asshole stretched around the girthiest point, the brunette chewing on her lower lip like a stick of gum as her snug, little anus sucked the whole thing up.
"Wowee!" Miss Adams exclaimed, as the massive toy disappeared inside her student's passage, leaving only the rectangular plastic base poking out between her cheeks. "Well done, girl. OK, let's talk about gaping. Stretching your asshole open when having anal sex is a lot of fun, and there's nothing a guy likes more than pulling his dick out of your butt making it gape like the Black Hole of Calcutta!"
Her students laughed.
"Let's give it a try. Pull those cheeks apart for me, sweetie."
Maya did as directed. She reached back and gripped her creamy white orbs, stretching them lewdly as her teacher tugged the large buttplug from her rectum.
"Uhhh!" she groaned as the thickest point was wrenched free, the remaining length slipping out with ease as her asshole gaped open.
"Damn! That's one of the best gapes I've ever seen!" Miss Adams declared as she peered into Maya's rear, her sphincter stretched so wide she could practically see into her soul. "Let's give it up for Maya, girls."
Maya's friends clapped and cheered as she let go of her supple ass cheeks and climbed down from the desk. Even Sydney and co. found it in themselves to applaud the astonishing feat.
"OK," said Miss Adams, "one more toy then onto the main event."
She fetched a string of bright red anal beads from the box on her desk and held them aloft.
"I think I'll demonstrate this one. Who wants to push these things up my ass?"
Five hands shot up across the back row in double quick time; the mischievous grins worn by the third year students suggesting that they were seeking to enact a little revenge for the numerous paddlings the redheaded teacher had inflicted upon them over the course of the semester. As such, Miss Adams turned her attention to the front row and picked one of her students at random.
"Olivia, come here, please."
Olivia Holt joined her teacher at the front of the class.
"Now, these beads are very thick so go slowly, OK?" said Miss Adams, as she handed the toy to her student.
"Yes, ma'am."
Miss Adams unzipped her pencil skirt and tugged it down, thrusting out her shapely MILF ass as she bent over the desk.
"And don't forget the lube."
Olivia squeezed a helping of lube from the first ball to the fourth, dousing each of the plastic orbs in turn. The first bead was about the size of a marble and Olivia pressed it against her teacher's ring and pushed it inside. It slipped in with ease and was closely followed by a second and third. By the time the final orb was pressing against her asshole, Miss Adams' anal cavity was almost packed to capacity.
The fourth bead was significantly larger than the first three- about the size of a ping pong ball, to be exact- and as such, required a good deal more effort on Olivia's part to squeeze it into her teacher's rear. Miss Adams' asshole stretched around the orb's substantial girth, the auburn starlet relaxing her glutes as much as her ardent athleticism would allow. Finally, and after some considerable strain on the part of student and teacher alike, the final bead slipped inside, leaving little more than the looped end of the red string poking out of the actress' behind as the four plastic balls lodged in her rectum.
"Wow!" Miss Adams exclaimed. "That's a tight fit! The really great thing about anal beads, and butt plugs as well, is that they feel just as good coming back out as they do going in. Pull those things back out, Olivia. Nice and slow. I want to feel my asshole stretch around their girth."
Olivia hooked her finger into the looped end of the plastic string and gave it a tug, her teacher's sphincter stretching around the fourth bead's monstrous girth, just as it had on the inward journey. The final orb took some effort to dislodge, but once it did it fired out of Miss Adams' rectum like a ball from a tennis machine, and it was only the girth of bead number three that stopped the auburn beauty from firing the orb at her watching students like some kind of Far Eastern ping pong trick.
Miss Adams chuckled. "Yeah, that can happen! Now you know why they don't make singular versions of these things. If the others weren't there to stop it, that bead could've knocked someone unconscious!"
Olivia pulled at the plastic string once more, and now that the fourth bead had been displaced, the remaining three practically spilled out after it, Miss Adams' asshole closing back up to its original size in the blink of an eye. Olivia held the anal beads aloft and Miss Adams turned and gobbled the up; the redheaded actress choking down as many of the large plastic orbs as her gag reflex would permit.
"OK," said Miss Adams, returning the beads to her toy collection, "now for the main event."
Olivia returned to her seat as the classroom door opened; the girls cooing en masse as a handsome, young TA strolled on through. His dark brown hair had been freshly buzzed, his chiseled features marked by a week's worth of designer stubble. His torso was almost impossibly muscled and his boxers stretched lewdly from the sheer length of the giant rod protruding from his groin.
"This is Aaron. He'll be assisting with our class today, and let me tell you, ladies, he has the perfect tool for the job."
A cocky grin stretched across Aaron's face as Miss Adams gave her students the rundown of his endowment.
"Nice and long. Ten inches, right, honey?" Aaron nodded. "Thick, but not too thick."
Aaron's smirk eased slightly. He didn't much like it when women spoke even remotely disparagingly about his proudest feature.
"And equipped with a big pair of balls just waiting to unload in your colon!"
Aaron's grin returned to its previous glory, his cock seeming to grow even larger upon hearing the gorgeous redheaded MILF speak in such crude terms about the magnificence of his genitals.
"Let's take a look, shall we?"
Miss Adams circled around behind her TA and whipped down his undies; his massive rod shooting out as if spring loaded. The coos grew louder across the room, some of the students even applauding as the mighty flesh beast was released from its cage.
"See, girls. What did I tell you?" Miss Adams grinned. "But the question is, who's gonna be taking this dick up their ass today?"
Elle and friends adopted their best pick me, teacher pose; the straight A scholars sitting so bolt upright their backs could have balanced a spirit level. Even Sydney and co managed to rise slightly from their usual slump, leaving nails half painted and text messages half composed as they sought their teacher's selection.
"Hmm, let's see," Miss Adams pondered. "Who's got the best butt?"
No more needed to be said. The teacher had barely even finished the question before Sydney Sweeney was up on her feet, huge boobs jiggling as she leapt up from her chair.
"Well, that's obviously me," she declared; the buxom blonde not even awaiting Miss Adams' approval as she marched to the front of the class. She looked at Aaron. "Hope you're ready for me, baby. You're gonna need every inch of that dick to give this juicy ass the pounding it deserves!"
Miss Adams rolled her eyes. "Sit down, Sydney," she said, her weary tone suggesting that it was a sentence she was tired of uttering. "Ariel, up you come, sweetie."
Sydney was aghast, her pouty pink lips fixed in an O of shock and bewilderment.
"What the fuck?!" she spat. "Come on, Miss A. I've got a better ass than that bitch! Right, ladies?"
She spun around in her Nikes, looking back at her friends for confirmation. Some of them mumbled in far from convincing agreement, while others simply looked at the floor in hope of avoiding the question entirely.
"You fucking little sluts!" Sydney barked, the pretty face glowing red with rage.
"Sydney, I've made my choice," said Miss Adams. "Ariel will be doing this demo. Sit down right now, or I'll see to it that no dicks go anywhere near your ass for the rest of the semester!"
Sydney huffed in frustration and returned to her seat, crossing her arms across her ample bosom and pouting like a child who'd spilt their milk. Ariel Winter stepped out from behind her desk, flashing a triumphant grin at Sydney as she strolled to the front of the class.
"Ever done anal before, Ariel?" asked Miss Adams.
"No, ma'am."
"OK, well there's a first time for everything, right? Don't worry, honey. I'll walk you through it. Lose those clothes for me, please. Let's show Aaron what he's got to work with."
Ariel removed her tie and unbuttoned her blouse, her magnificent D cup tits spilling out of the flimsy garment like melons from a grocery bag.
"Wow!" Miss Adams exclaimed. "Look at those, Aaron! Not only the best ass, but the best set of tittites, as well!"
By this stage Sydney was shaking with rage in her plastic seat; the irate blonde one step away from flipping her desk over and storming out of the room. Ariel turned to face the class and thrust her ass out, giving the teacher and her assistant a fantastic view of her shapely, round rump as she inched down her skirt. Before long, she was entirely nude save for the white socks pulled up to her knee and her designer leather flats.



"OK, Ariel, why don't you bend over my desk here," said Miss Adams, patting the freshly buffed surface.
Ariel did as instructed. She leant over the agarwood desk, peering back at Aaron as she stuck her ass out in all manner of inviting ways. Without even awaiting the teacher's cue, Aaron stepped up to the plate; the handsome TA aiming the tip of his mighty wang at Ariel's pink puckered asshole.
"Woah! Woah! Woah!" Miss Adams yelled from the side of the desk, stopping the young man in his tracks as he began to feed it inside. "Lube, honey! Lube! I don't wanna have to take any of my students to the emergency room, thank you very much!"
She fetched the bottle of lube and squeezed some into her hand.
"Here, why don't I apply it for you."
She ran her greased up mit along Aaron's shaft, lubing the thick prong from tip to base until it shone like vintage silverware.
"Obviously with a dick as big as this, you're gonna need a lot of lube. Really slather it on there. The more, the merrier."
Miss Adams squeezed a trail of lube across Aaron's dick and stroked it once more. The students began to wonder if such an amount of lube was entirely necessary, even for such a large cock, or if their teacher just really liked jerking off her TA. And if the smouldering looks she gave him as she pulled his pork were anything to go by, they might have been onto something.
"Err...Miss Adams?" said Ariel, looking back impatiently at her teacher as she stroked Aaron's rod.
"Whoops! Sorry, ladies," said Miss Adams, her vicious pumping coming to an abrupt halt. "Got a little carried away there!"
Aaron pressed his engorged head against Ariel's asshole once more; the snug pink ring winking lewdly in anticipation. He placed a hand on the student's hip, the other clasped around the base of his dong as he guided it forward.
"MMM!" Ariel exclaimed, her eyes nearly popping out of their skull as the bulging crown pressed against her virgin sphincter and began to split it open.
"Ariel, you OK there, honey?" asked Miss Adams.
"Mmhmm," Ariel murmured in response, the busty brunette disguising the look of discomfort etched across her face as best she could, as Aaron's swollen dickhead slid into her rectum.
Even with the generous helping of lube coating every inch, taking Aaron's girthy dong up her rear was a challenge of Herculean proportions. Indeed, the muscled TA had fed little more than the tip of his giant wang inside and already it was stretching her maiden ring to its limits.
"OK, so the key to taking a cock up your butt, especially one of this size, is to relax those glutes. I don't want to go all New Testament on you ladies, but our asses weren't designed to put things inside, so it's your body's natural reaction to repel anything that's trying to enter. But if you loosen those muscles as much as you can, then that dick will find its way in there eventually. It can be a little tricky to begin with, especially if your ass is as thick and firm as Ariel's here, and it will probably hurt a little at first. But, trust me, ladies, the amount of pleasure you'll feel from a dick ballsdeep in your ass will be more than worth it."
Aaron began to rock back and forth, slowly guiding his dick into Ariel's rectum inch by inch. And once his head had slipped inside, he didn't look back. He began to pick up the pace, the handsome young stud quickly finding his rhythm as he reamed her backdoor; his bulbous, round head tunnelling further into her anal passage with each pass he took. Before long, he was hitting it nutsdeep; his brawny torso smacking against Ariel's ass and making the juicy cheeks clap as he drove all ten of his thick, girthy inches into the darkest depths of her insides. By the look on her face, Ariel had long since moved past the pain phase of anal pentration and advanced to the pleasure stage; the actress' gorgeous features lit up like the Fourth of July as Aaron's giant wang explored her rear entrance.
"Damn!" Miss Adams gushed. "Ballsdeep already! What can I say? Some women are just naturals, I suppose. OK, so that was doggy style. Probably the most common position for anal as it's the easiest one for the guy to find his rhythm, and it gives him the best view of your ass. Although, reverse cowgirl certainly gives it a run for its money. Let's take a look at that now. Aaron."
Aaron prized his dick from Ariel's asshole and she climbed down from the desk. The TA went to take her position, when Miss Adams halted him with a grip on his arm.
"Wait a second, honey. This would be a good opportunity for a little ass to mouth." She squatted before him and took his cock in her hands. "OK, class, ass to mouth, or ATM for short, is exactly what it sounds like- sucking a dick clean after it's been up a butt, yours or someone else's. It's particularly fun for threesomes 'cause you get to taste your girlfriend's booty right off a big fat rod. And as huge dicks and nice, juicy butts are two of my favourite things, it should go without saying that I love a little ass to mouth! Just make sure your ass or your friend's ass is nice and clean, and choke down that prick like there's no tomorrow!"
Miss Adams parted her lips and took Aaron's cock inside, swallowing it down to the base right off the bat, and slurping her student's juices from the shaft.
"Damn, you've got a sweet little asshole, girl!" she declared, looking up at Ariel and licking her full pink lips. "Right, reverse cowgirl," she added, looking at Aaron as she patted the surface of her desk.
Aaron climbed up onto the desk and laid out across it, his massive dong protruding from his groin like a skin obelisk.
"OK, Ariel. Up you pop."
Ariel clambered up after him, knelt over his supine form and backed up towards him. Aaron watched as her thick, round ass edged closer to his crotch; a load so wide it should have been accompanied by the obnoxious beeping of a big rig in reverse. Aaron gripped his dick at the base and pointed it at her asshole as she perched above his groin, the buxom starlet lowering herself onto it until the bulging head slipped inside.
"So, reverse cowgirl is one of my favourite positions, because either the girl or the guy can be in control," Miss Adams explained. "I think we'll start with Ariel riding his dick, then Aaron can take over."
Ariel began to squat atop Aaron's chiseled frame, the chesty brunette guiding her shapely rear up and down his lengthy wang, gaining momentum and travelling further down the shaft with each pass. In practically no time at all, Ariel was dropping right down to the base with every motion, her ass smacking against his muscled torso and making the juicy cheeks ripple, her huge tits flopping about like nobody's business as she rode his massive dong.
"Damn!" said Miss Adams leaning on the desk and looming over Aaron's head. "That's quite a view, huh, Aaron?"
"Uh huh," he mumbled in response as he watched Ariel hop and bounce on his dick, the strapping TA nearly put into a trance by the hypnotic rise and fall of her bubble butt.
"Why don't you take over now, honey."
Aaron didn't need a second invitation. He reached up and gripped Ariel's ass cheeks; strands of muscular, creamy white flesh spilling through his fingers as he held her in place and began to buck his hips. He started slowly, but quickly gathered pace, the shredded hunk guiding an additional inch of his meaty wang into her anal passage with each pass, until his bulging cockhead was mining into her darkest recesses with litte restraint.
"Ugh! Fuck!" Ariel exclaimed, her curvaceous body trembling from head to foot as no fewer than ten inches of thick, veiny cockmeat bore into her virgin tunnel.
Miss Adams circled around to the front of the desk and stood before her buxom student, looking deep into her nut brown eyes as she was drilled to within an inch of her life.
"That dick feel good in your ass, baby?"
"Yes...uhhh...yes, Miss Adams."
Ariel leant forward and clasped the edges of the desk, the busty student nearly snapping off chunks of varnished agarwood as she gripped onto it for dear life. Aaron bucked like a madman from beneath her squatted frame, driving every inch of his colossal rod deep into the rectum with each pass. *CLAP* *CLAP* *CLAP* came the sounds of their bodies clattering together, Ariel's boobs jiggling and her round cheeks rippling like a choppy sea as his muscled pelvis collided with her ass.
"Mmm! Fuck, that's hot!" Miss Adams exclaimed, reaching down and rubbing her moist pussy as she watched the two sexy young people bang on her expensive desk. "Pull that cock out and let me taste it!"
With great reluctance, Aaron slowed his thrusts, then pulled his prong from the vice-like grip of Ariel's rear. Miss Adams was on it like a flash, her vibrant red hair spilling across his thighs and torso as she took the giant wang into her mouth, making the entire thing disappear in a single gulp.
"OK, let's squeeze in one more position before you blow that load," said Miss Adams, jerking Aaron's spit-slicked dong as she came up for air. "Now, missionary might not be the first position most people think of when they're having anal sex, but trust me, it's one of the best. Especially when you're using a raised surface like this," she added, patting her varnished desk. "Ariel, lay down for me, sweetie."
Aaron and Ariel changed up positions once more. This time, the busty student laid back across the desk as Aaron stood before it, stroking his rod as he prepared for round three.
"With a fit body like that, you must be pretty flexible, right, Ariel?" asked Miss Adams.
"Mmhmm."
"OK, spread those legs open then, honey. Wide as they'll go."
Ariel parted her toned pins until her ankles were up by her ears. Aaron guided his dickhead back into Ariel's rear and quickly picked up from where he left off. Soon, the handsome TA was driving his dong into the depths of her anal cavity once more, his big, heavy balls smacking against the small of her back as he pounded her backdoor.
"My favourite thing about this position is that it's great for playing with your pussy while you're getting fucked," Miss Adams declared. "A little clitoral stimulation can really enhance the pleasure of anal sex. And not just for you, but for the guy as well, 'cause when you rub your clit, your asshole will contract and grip even tighter around his dick."
Ariel reached down to strum her pulsing bud, and sure enough, Aaron felt her sphincter clenching so snugly around his dong that it almost snapped it clean off!
"God damn!" Aaron uttered through clenched teeth, the chiseled young stud still pounding away at Ariel's backside as hard as her ultra-tight anus would allow.
"What's the matter, honey?" said Miss Adams, in a somewhat mocking tone. "That asshole getting too tight for ya?"
"Uh huh."
"Well, a little more lube oughta fix that."
Miss Adams picked up her bottle of lube and squeezed a further dose across Aaron's shaft and Ariel's stretched asshole, her TA's strokes becoming smoother and quickening slightly as she greased his girthy span.
"This is also a great position for gaping," Miss Adams declared. "Ariel, grip those ass cheeks and prize them apart as Aaron pulls his dick out."
Ariel did as directed; her asshole gaping like a black hole- so large it could suck up the entire Solar System, as Aaron retracted from her rear.
"Wow! Another fantastic gape! You girls are some real anal prodigies, aren't ya? OK, Aaron, get your dick back in that ass."
Aaron aimed his bulging head at Ariel's gawking sphincter and fed it back inside with ease.
"Rub that clit some more, Ariel," Miss Adams instructed. "Let's see if we can make that little pussy squirt."
Ariel returned her fingers to her clit and frigged herself with wild abandon, her fingers mere blurs of pale skin and expensive nail polish as she strummed her pulsing bud. Miss Adams leaned over her supine form, gripping her ankles and holding her legs apart, staring a hole through her chiseled TA as he pumped her student's behind.
"Come on, baby! Fuck that ass!" she growled. "Make this little bitch squirt like a freakin' water cannon!"
Aaron drilled away at Ariel's snug pink rear until she did just that; the chesty senior emitting an almighty shriek as her pussy erupted. A thunderous gout of sticky, wet girlspunk blasted from her cooze like the Steamboat Geyser, spraying her opposite number with a sluice of lady liquids.
"Fuck! That was quite a blast!" Miss Adams gushed. "OK, big boy, now it's your turn."
She turned to face the class as Aaron pounded away at Ariel's backdoor.
"So, there's a lot your guy can do with his load when he's ready to blow. Of course, you've got all the usual options; facial, swallow, et cetera. If you're in doggy style, then the guy pulling out and shooting all over your ass is a great way to finish. I think today we'll demonstrate a good creampie for you ladies. Obviously, you don't have to worry about contraception with anal sex, but you have to be extra mindful of STDs. Don't let a guy go off inside you unless he's been thoroughly checked." She looked up at Aaron. "Ready, baby?"
Aaron had been 'ready' for some time. In fact, he'd been clinging to his load by a thread for the better part of 15 minutes, and no sooner had Miss Adams given him permission to cum, had the brawny young hunk unloaded a thick, creamy deposit deep into her student's bowels.
"UHHH!! FUUUCCCKKK!!" he cried, looking to the heavens as he flooded Ariel's virgin tunnel with a surge of boiling spunk.
"Damn! You went off like a friggin' rocket, huh, baby?" said Miss Adams, looking up at Aaron as his epic ejaculation finally ceased. "Pull that dick out, honey, and let me take a look."
Aaron prized his dong from Ariel's rump; her asshole still spread wide open as he extracted his lengthy fuckstick. Miss Adams squatted between Ariel's splayed thighs and looked into her gaping rear.
"Yep!" she confirmed. "He filled this ass to the friggin' brim! Squeeze that cum out for me, sweetie. I want to taste it."
With the very slightest of pushes, the gloopy mess of thick, off-white spunk slopped out of Ariel's asshole and into her teacher's waiting mouth. Miss Adams closed her lips and swallowed; the auburn beauty gulping down the rich, gooey spunkwad in a single go.
"Mmm! Delicious! Well, how about that, ladies? Wasn't that something?" She looked up at Ariel. "Well done, honey. A round of applause for Ariel, please, girls."
Ariel hopped down from the desk, walking slightly gingerly but grinning from ear to ear as she crossed the classroom. Her friends in the front row whooped and applauded with considerable gusto, those at the back joining in with apparent reluctance; her fierce rivals doing their best to hide their amazement at her impressive anal antics.
Miss Adams returned to her seat. Her shimmering blue eyes only left Aaron's still rock hard dong long enough to look up at the clock, the redheaded beauty huffing in frustration as she realized there was still ten minutes of class time left. As with any educational institution, letting one's students out early was something of a no no (though the punishment from the principal for doing so was wildly different from that of other schools). However, Miss Adams figured the extra ten minutes with Aaron's huge dong ballsdeep in her ass would be worth any potential repercussions.
"OK, class, we've still got ten minutes left, but as you girls have been so good, I'm gonna let you go a little early. Just don't tell, Principal Vergara, OK?"
One of the many ways in which SVSSG differed from more traditional schools was that such an announcement was met by a chorus of groans from the student body. Even Sydney and co, who at another institution would have been halfway down the hall before the teacher had even finished her sentence, were complaining and muttering amongst themselves as they collected their things and trudged towards the exit.
"See you next week, ladies," said Miss Adams, as she rose from her seat, the auburn starlet barely waiting for her students to leave the room before she bent over the edge of her desk and thrust her juicy, round ass in Aaron's direction. "Come on, big boy," she said, looking back at him over her shoulder as she assumed the position. "Get that fucking dick in my ass!"
*
Brie Larson was sat at her desk, marking essays, when the ring of the afternoon bell brought a flood of excited third year students funneling through the door and into her classroom. The seniors had been awaiting this particular class with eager anticipation ever since they'd spotted it on their timetables at the start of the semester. They were so excited, in fact, that even Sydney Sweeney and her mischievous pals, who usually would have been in the midst of an extended lunch break, were taking to their desks and gazing forward at their A-list teacher with fiery exuberance.
"Hi, class," said Miss Larson as she rose from her seat.
She wore a tight-fitting cream pant suit with no blouse underneath, a single button on her professionally tailored blazer all that stood between the fair haired actress and a rather serious wardrobe malfunction. Her face had been gracefully made up with what appeared to be a department store shelf's worth of expensive cosmetics, her shiny bottle blonde locks falling from her head in light curls that perfectly framed her gorgeous features.
"I'm Miss Larson and this is DP 301," she announced, the mention of the course title alone drawing a litany of excited murmurs from her students. "In this class I'll be teaching you ladies how to handle not one, but two," she raised a pair of manicured fingers, "very large penises at the same time. And how would one achieve such a feat, I hear you ask? One in your hand and one in between your lips? One in your pussy and one in your mouth?
"And while, yes, we will be looking at both of those configurations too, our main focus for today's class will be double penetration. Dual dicking. One in the pink, one in the stink. Whatever you want to call it, double penetration is taking one dick deep inside your vagina and a second, equally large penis ballsdeep in your ass! I did my first DP a little over two years ago and have been addicted ever since. I honestly can't get enough, and by home time today, you girls will be just as hooked as I am! Shall we begin?"
A near deafening cheer went up from wall to wall as the door opened and two muscular young men- one white, one black- marched on through.
"This is Jason and Mark," Miss Larson declared. "I forget which is which, but they'll be helping me with my demonstration today. Isn't that right, fellas?" she added, wrapping her arms around their chiseled backs as they flanked her from either side.
"Yes, ma'am," they replied in unison, they chiseled pair already grinning impishly and undressing the celebrity teacher with their eyes (her get up adorning her frame in such a precarious manner, that removing it with one's vision alone wasn't the most fanciful of endeavours).
"OK, so the best way to begin a threesome with two guys is to suck on their cocks for a little while." Miss Larson dropped to a squat between the two men. "After all, you're gonna want them to be nice and wet before they go in both your holes. Especially ones as big as these!" she exclaimed, her brown eyes popping as she clocked their giant bulges. "OK, boys, show me those dicks!"
Before the teacher had even completed her demand, both sets of tight, white boxers had been whipped down in double quick time; two equally large phalli vaulting out from the elasticated waistbands in perfect synchronicity.
"Jeez!" Miss Larson looked at both cocks, then back at her students. "Big, right?"



A gross understatement, if ever there was one. In fact, both of the yin and yang dongs were positively gigantic. The black one was about nine inches long with girth that would turn even the most endowed of pornstars green with envy. The white one was a little thinner, but incredibly long; the oversized wang measuring in at a cool 11 inches and change of throbbing, vein-encrusted fuckmeat!
Without a single word more to either her students or her TAs, Miss Larson turned towards the white guy and gaped her lips apart. She took his long vanilla dick inside, swallowing a greedy portion of his monstrous length on the first pass. Miss Larson bobbed and dipped at his jutting groin, sucking and slurping at the lengthy tool as it swelled and pulsed in her mouth. Inch after inch vanished between her lips; the horny starlet sucking down a further stretch of its girthy span with each pass, until the whole thing had disappeared- lodged in her mouth and down her gullet like a sword in its sheath. She held in there for some time, drooling and slobbering over the veiny shaft, spit slopping from the member in great ropes as she finally released it.
"When handling two dicks it's very important that they both stay stimulated at all times. You don't want them going soft now, do you? I can't imagine these two have a lot of trouble in the virility department, but lesser men might start to droop a little if their dick goes untended. That's why it's vital that you give that second dick a hearty stroke while you suck on the other. Like this."
Miss Larson grasped the white man's cock and started to pump it with both hands; her soft, manicured mits roaming up and down the spit-slicked shaft in expertly timed strokes as she turned to his friend. She parted her lips, wagging her tongue invitingly as the burly black stud gripped his dick at the base and fed the bulging head between her lips. He placed a large dark hand at the back of her head and guided her down his wang. Miss Larson sucked down the coal black schlong with considerable aplomb; the gorgeous actress choking down the second wang with equal ease as she had the first, her mouth stretching to accommodate its unfathomable girth.
The white dick throbbed and pulsed in her hands; the rythmic to and fro of her toned arms guiding her dainty mits up and down the length of the rod in lightning quick pace. Meanwhile, she slurped greedily at the thick black pole engorged in her mouth; the randy teacher sucking down an extra inch of its impossibly girthy span with each pass until, once again, the entire thing had gone, her shiny pink lips kissing the black man's dark ebony groin as she swallowed his wood right down to the root.
"Phew!" said Miss Larson as she came up for air, the second wang every bit as wet and dripping as the first as she retracted it from her maw. "That's a fat one! Now, it should go with saying really, but there are a lot of fun things you can do when you have two cocks at your disposal. Switching back and forth from one to the other is particularly enjoyable. It can make you feel a little dizzy if you do it too quickly, but trust me, it's worth it!"
She moved one hand across to the white man's rod so she had both clasped around the hilt. Then, she fed his big vanilla cock between her lips, giving the lengthy rod a single, solitary suck, before switching to the other. She rinsed and repeated this process numerous times. Every plunge took her further down each of the mammoth schlongs until she was choking them right down to the balls once more, swollen cockheads both pink and brown tunneling deep down her esophagus with every pass.
Two nimble dark fingers reached down her chest and unbuttoned her blazer. Strong hands of ebony and ivory skin tones quickly found her freed breasts and started to grope; both of the muscular men squeezing and caressing her large, milky mounds as she worked their twitching poles.
"OK, I'd say these cocks are nice and ready now," Miss Larson declared, both of the giant dongs greased with spittle as she clutched them in her hands. "So, before you take both dicks inside you, it's a good idea to let the guys have a go at you from both ends. It's called spitroasting, and is a great way to warm up before you're stuffed to the brim! You," she added, looking up at the white guy, "you're Jason, right?"
"No, ma'am. I'm Mark."
"Ah, well," Miss Larson grinned, looking out across her classroom. "It was a 50-50 shot. OK, Jas...Mark, you're going first."
Mark clenched his fist in celebration as Miss Larson rose to her feet. She slid her jacket down her arms, kicked off her heels and inched down her pants, thrusting her peachy, round ass in Mark's direction as she dipped down to Jason's groin. She swallowed down Jason's girthy dark cock once more, sucking ferociously at the veiny shaft. In the meantime, Mark rubbed the tip of his own giant wang against the slick opening of her pussy before burying it inside, skewering the A-list teacher like a butchered pig.
"MMM!" Miss Larson groaned around the cock in her mouth as she was filled from both ends; dicks of widely contrasting shade tunneling into her from both poles as the chiseled studs began to buck their muscled hips.
The two men held Miss Larson's athletic body in place as they thrust into it from their opposing ends. Jason had pawfuls of her platinum blonde hair clasped in his strong black hands as he pumped away at her pretty mouth, his swollen brown cockhead tunelling deeper into her mouth and down her throat with each pass. Meanwhile, Mark had a firm grip on her hips, his muscular thighs clattering against her ass, his girthy tip poking and probing her g-spot as he pounded her tight pink pussy.
"The best thing about spitroasted- apart from having two big cocks inside you, of course- is that it's very quick and easy to switch from one guy to the next," said Miss Larson, the gorgeous blonde somehow managing to wrench Jason's dong from her mouth long enough to address her watching students. "All you gotta do is turn around and, hey presto, the dick that was in your pussy is suddenly in your mouth! Or, if you like being in control, like me, get the guys to switch ends. That way you don't even have to move!" She clapped her hands. "Come on, boys!"
The guys switched positions and filled Miss Larson up once more, each of the rugged TAs picking up from where his friend had left off as they took her both ends. Mark plunged his cock into her gaping mouth, giving the fair-haired starlet a taste of her sweet pussy as he buried his prong between her lips. At the other end, Jason was ballsdeep in her dripping cooze within a matter of moments, the dark-skinned stud driving all nine of his girthy black inches deep into her burning snatch with each pass he took.
Miss Larson cooed and groaned around the long, thick pole in her mouth, her tits jiggling gloriously beneath her as a combined 20 inches of throbbing, veiny manmeat bore into opposing orifices; their bulging twin heads mining so deep into her frame that they almost met in the middle. Before long, her wonderfully toned frame was trembling from head to foot. Jason's giant black crown was hitting her pleasure points with each pass, making her squeal as she sucked Mark's wang; every plunge of the coal-dark rod into the depths of her cooze bringing the blonde beauty ever closer to her peak. One more was all that was required.
"MMMMM!!" she screamed as best she could as an intense, bone shaking orgasm tore through her system.
She pushed against Mark's thighs and he reluctantly retracted, his wang dripping with great ropes of saliva as he retrieved it from her maw. Miss Larson stood up straight, Jason's dong slipping from her coochie as she returned to her upright position.
"Whew!" she gasped, breathing heavily as she recovered from her climax. "Boy, these guys sure know how to fuck! OK, you," she added, pointing at Jason and appearing to have forgotten his name again already, "lay down on my desk."
Jason climbed up onto the teacher's desk and sprawled out across the varnished surface.
"So, this is the standard DP position. You can either straddle the first guy in cowgirl so his dick is in your pussy, or reverse cowgirl so it's in your ass. Entirely up to you."
Miss Larson clambered up next, setting her knees either side of Jason's groin and feeding his long black snake into her pussy as she mounted his muscled form. Then Mark completed the trifecta; the watching students wondering if Miss Larson's desk was sturdy enough to support all three of them as he climbed up after her, kneeling between his friend's legs and pointing his bulging round cockhead at the teacher's asshole. He pushed forward and steered it inside.
"Uhhh!!" Miss Larson gasped as the second dick entered her, sinking right down to the base and stuffing her full of thick, veiny schlong on the first pass.
From here on out, the guys showed Miss Larson little mercy. Both of the strapping young studs were driving their dongs deep into the holes from behind and below, their equally large, equally swollen dickcrowns mining into the depths of her ass and pussy alike with each joint thrust.
"Fuck, those are some big cocks!" she groaned, the blonde actress wedged between the two men's chiseled, sinewy bodies like the filling in a sandwich. "Come on! Fuck me, boys! Make me cum on those big fucking dicks!"
The guys certainly didn't need any encouragement in that department. In fact, they were well on their way to making the horny teacher cream all over their giant dongs already; both men drilling their dicks ballsdeep into her tight twin fuckholes and seeming to do so at a quicker pace and with greater fervour each time. Miss Larson was on the verge of orgasm within moments, and one more combined plunge into her seemingly bottomless cavities was all it took to ignite a second climax. Her body quaked and she cried out from between her TA's muscled forms as an orgasm, so violent and powerful it made her first feel like she'd been tickled by a feather, ripped through her toned frame.
"Holy fuck!" she wheezed, gasping for air as her orgasm finally ceased. "Goddamn, these dicks are fucking big! So, once you've gotten off, turn around and let the guy beneath take a turn in your ass. He'll start to get antsy if his friend is getting all the booty!"
Mark pulled out of her ass and she climbed down from atop Jason's burly, dark frame.
"Actually, why don't one of you girls demonstrate this next position? You. Back row, with the DSLs."
Everyone turned immediately to Paris Berelc, the brunette grinning proudly having just been given the biggest compliment a woman with her pouty brand of facial charms could possibly receive. lndeed, the young actress was the proud owner of a set of plump, glossed up prick pillows that looked like they could have drained both Jason and Mark's big, heavy balls from where she sat. She stood and joined Miss Larson at the front of the class.
"What's your name, honey?" the teacher asked.
"Paris."
"OK, Paris, why don't you start by cleaning those dicks off. I want to see those lips in action."
Paris knelt at the edge of the desk and gripped both wangs in her soft, dainty hands. She sucked down both of the large, twitching poles with equal aplomb, slurping up her teacher's various juices from each shaft.
"Very good, Paris. Clean as a whistle," Miss Larson, inspecting both dongs as her dark-haired student stroked the slippery shafts. "OK, let's see you straddle this hot black body." She ran her smooth hands across Jason's muscled chest. "Reverse cowgirl, please, sweetie."
Paris threw a slender pin over Jason's legs and backed up towards him. He gripped his pole with one hand, gripping one of Paris' beach-tanned butt cheeks with the other as he slipped his bulging brown head into her asshole.
"Uhh!" Paris whimpered as it entered her; the girthy crown stretching her sphincter as he fed it inside.
"Lean back, Paris, so Jas...I mean, Mark can get up in that pussy," said Miss Larson. "Don't worry. Jason," she added, the actress looking immensely proud of herself having finally gotten one of her TA's names right, "here will hold you in place. Won't you, honey?"
"Uh huh," he grunted, gripping Paris' thighs as she lay back on his torso and holding onto them with such force, it would have taken the brawn of the world's strongest man to wrench her free.
Mark climbed up onto the desk once more; the handsome TA rubbing his bulbous pink helmet against her drooling slit before burying it inside, the brown-haired beauty cumming on the stop as a second meaty prong was thrust up inside her.
"Ahhh! FUCK!" she cooed, a tangible look of fiery, orgasmic bliss etched across her face as the light-skinned hunk speared her on his rod.
The TAs began to thrust into Paris' athletic body in perfect unison, both men driving their fat, veiny pricks into her snug pink holes in impeccably timed strokes. Jason's turgid black dong bore into her from beneath, his big, bulging crown mining deep into her anal cavity. Meanwhile, Mark was drilling his dick into her sticky, wet cooze, his own swollen, throbbing crown hitting her g-post and making her yelp in delight with each pass. Her classmates watched on with rapt attention and palpable envy; the celebrity students chewing their lips with desire as the two meaty pricks bore into Paris' supple young body.
A few more thrusts and Paris was cumming just like her teacher. A violent, thunderous orgasm sparked within her that shook her to her very core, the dark-haired student emitting a cry so loud and shrill it could have pierced ears from here to Arizona. Her holes clenched even tighter around Mark and Jason's thick, juicy pricks as she came. Both men somehow still managed to cling onto the thick, potent loads stewing in their balls as a second set of tight, tensing orifices tried to wring their girthy schlongs like a pair of washcloths.
"Wow!" Miss Larson exclaimed. "These cocks dish out more orgasms than a Rampant Rabbit, huh, girls? OK, boys, that's enough. Pull those dicks out and we'll move onto the next position."
Mark retracted and leapt down off the desk, helping Paris down after him. It was the least he could do, having just dicked the celebrity scholar to the point that she could barely move without a good deal of assistance.
"Aww, what a gentleman," said Miss Larson. "See, girls, these guys are a lot more than just a big pair of cocks!"
Paris returned to her seat, wobbling slightly from the pounding she'd taken as the teacher picked her next victim.
"You. Cute little blonde, second row."
Peyton List strolled to the front to the class as Miss Larson beckoned her with a carefully filed finger.
"Name?"
"Peyton."
"On the desk, please, Peyton. On your side with your ass stuck out."
Peyton climbed up onto the desk and laid across it just as her teacher instructed. She sprawled across the polished surface, almost in the fetal position. Her ass was thrust out invitingly over the edge of the desk and she hugged her legs close to her torso, her pussy and asshole splitting open as she did so.
"OK, I'd say she's ready," Miss Larson grinned. "But I think these dicks could with a little more lubing up first."
She dropped to her knees between her two TAs and sucked down their rods once more, tasting Paris' asshole and pussy alike from their thick, throbbing shafts as she choked them down one by one. Miss Larson switched from one to the other, her vision little more than a chaotic blur or light and dark skin as her head darted back and forth between them. She sucked down each of the girthy rods in turn, making all kinds of slutty slurping and gagging noises as she did so.
Peyton watched impatiently as her greedy teacher hogged the giant cocks. Miss Larson's pretty blonde head shifted from one dick to the next and back again, dousing them in probably a little more saliva than was necessary as she switched back and forth between them.
"Err...Miss Larson..."
"Mmm...OK...I think...that's enough...spit...now," said Miss Larson, punctuating almost every word with a wet, deepthroating pass on one of her TAs cocks, saliva oozing from both of the meaty shafts by the time she finally finished. She rose to her feet and slapped both men on the ass. "Go get her, boys."
The guys stepped up to the desk side by side, dicks primed as they pointed them at Peyton's stretched holes. With perfectly mirrored thrusts, they fed them inside; Mark's in her ass and Jason's in her pussy. Once inside, the fucking commenced, and this time, they opted for the piston motion, the muscled duo alternating deep plunges into the blonde's gripping holes. One pulled his dick back so only the head remained, while the other buried his dong right down to the hilt, and vice versa.
"Uhhh, fuck yes!" Peyton screamed. "Pound my tight holes."
And pound them, they did. Mark drove his dick deep into Peyton's ass, while Jason retracted. Then Jason thrust inside. Then Mark. Then Jason. Then Mark. Jason, Mark, Jason, Mark; the thrust and counterthrust of their light and dark dongs meaning that the gorgeous blonde senior had ten inches of pulsing meat inside her at all times. The TA's practiced, rhythmic dicking soon brought about an orgasm from their female counterpart; a climax so brutal and intense it made the desk tremble on its wooden legs.
"Jeez! Another orgasm!" Miss Larson shrieked. "How many climaxes would you say you've doled out in your time, fellas?"
"Dunno," Jason shrugged, pulling his long dark rod from Peyton's drenched pussy. "Hundreds, probably."
"Hundreds?" Mark countered. "More like thousands!"
"Wow! That's a lot! What do you say we dish out one more before we bring this demo to a close?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"Thank you, Peyton," said Miss Larson as her fellow blonde hopped down from the desk. "OK, who's next? You." She pointed at Kira Kosarin. "Come on down."
Kira and Peyton passed each other as the brunette wandered to the front of the class.
"Name, sweetie?" asked Miss Larson.
"Kira."
"OK, Kira here is gonna demonstrate the standing position," said Miss Larson. She turned to her two assistants. "Over to you, boys."
Without a single word of warning, Jason and Mark gripped Kira's toned frame and scooped her up, the chiseled duo holding her aloft in their bicep-laden arms; guns so large they should have been classified as lethal weapons. Kira threw her arms around their broad shoulders as they held in her place. Mark had hold of her legs while Jason was clasping her ass; his long dark fingers digging into the pillowy cheeks as he kept her athletic body poised in mid-air. Keeping her suspended with only one hand each, the guys found their dicks; the handsome TAs guiding their giant wangs into Kira's tight twin holes in tandem. Mark took the front and Jason the rear.
"UHH! Sweet JESUS!" Kira gasped as the two cocks entered her, their impossible girth stretching her holes to near rupturing point from the get go.
"Now, there's two ways that guys can fuck you in this position," Miss Larson explained. "They can throw you up and down on their dongs or hold you in place and drive them up into you. Both are fucking fantastic. I honestly can't decide which is better, and I doubt Kira will be able to either. In fact, I don't think she'll be able to do much of anything once these two are finished with her!"
Jason and Mark started with the former option. They lifted her up, guiding her tight holes along their thick shafts until only the heads were inside. Then, they dropped her back down, piercing the brown-haired beauty on nearly two feet of throbbing fuckmeat.
"FUUUCCCKKK!!" Kira screamed, the heavy plunge igniting an orgasm from within her curvy frame that shook not only the room, but the entire school building to its very foundations.



But the two TAs weren't done yet, and Kira was barely given time to recover from the first precipitous drop before they'd lifted her up and sunk her down once more, impaling the randy senior a second time on their mighty twin prongs. Then they did it again. And again. And again. Her big tits flopped around majestically as they bounced her up and down between their chiseled frames, each plunge stuffing her to the brim with 20 inches of girthy, thick dong.
Then, when their arms started to tire a little, Jason and Mark held Kira in place; the horny actress sandwiched between their shredded forms as they drove their dicks up into her. Kira held onto their twin sets of hulk-like shoulder blades; the third year student gripping their sinewy bodies with such force that her long painted nails nearly pierced the skin. The two men went at her gorgeous frame like there was no tomorrow; the studly duo thrusting deep into her snug holes and driving their meaty wangs right to the hilt with each pass.
Kira wrapped her legs around Mark's waist; the brunette squeezing so tightly around his muscled torso that she nearly severed his legs. The TAs plowed away at Kira's toned body with vicious intent, her classmates watching on with equal parts jealousy and disbelief at the ceaseless pounding she was able to withstand. Their dickheads mined into her darkest recesses, snaking through her colon and prodding her g-spot with equal ferocity. She came time and again, nigh on every joint plunge of the TA's dicks seeming to spark new and increasingly rapturous climaxes that rumbled through her body like earthquakes.
Several minutes and countless orgasms later, and the TA's poles were starting to twitch and spasm inside Kira's holes, her twin orifices seeming to clench even tighter around their mighty trunks each time they thrust inside. Spotting the violent convulsions in the men's groins, Miss Larson, as the responsible adult, took it upon herself to bring a halt to proceedings before her two assistants pumped the curvy senior with enough piping ball batter to blast her into outer space.
"OK, looks like we're ready for the big finale," she announced. "I think you girls know all about the various cumshots by now, so I'll let Kira decide where she wants them to finish. Where do you want that nut, Kira?"
"FACE!!" Kira yelled at the top of her lungs. "I want it on my face!"
"Well, there you are," Miss Larson grinned. "A very emphatic choice. Come on then, boys. Lower her down and give the lady what she wants."
In a move so speedy it was almost indistinguishable to the naked eye, the guys dropped Kira to her knees, the drooling, winking tips of their mammoth schlongs pointed at her pretty, sweat gleamed face as they beat themselves off. Just as they had with nigh on every other action thus far, the duo went off in tandem. Both men shot creamy wads of gooey, off-white side that positivelyplastered Kira's features, the muscled pair coating her with so much goop that it looked like the work of a pack of studs at least three times their number. Cum splattered across her cheeks and over her nose. Thick trails of the stuff glued her eyes shut and streaked her sweaty hair, while more still coated her lips and dripped from her chin in thick, endless strands.
"Good Lord!" Miss Larson gasped, once her TA's dicks had finally stopped spewing. "I knew these guys were verile, but I've never seen them go off like that before! That was incredible! Let's hear it for Kira, girls!"
Jason and Mark helped Kira to her feet and back to her desk, trails of cum still leaking from their tips as they guided her across the room. The remaining students, regardless of their personal relationship with the brunette, clapped and cheered her manically as she passed. The exhausted, fucked out actress did her best to convey her appreciation as she was practically carried across the classroom and plonked back down in her seat.
"Well, that's it for today, girls," said Miss Larson, the announcement met with a disappointed whine from her assembled students. "I know, I know," she continued, clasping her TA's cocks as they returned to the front of the class and positioned themselves at her side. "But there's still a whole month of the semester left, and rest assured, every one of you ladies will be getting to know these two studs pretty well over the coming weeks."
Miss Larson's students shifted excitedly in their seats, their dirty minds whirring as they pictured all the wondrous, two-pronged antics that awaited them before the year was up.
"Speaking of which, we better get prepping for next week's class. Hadn't we, fellas?"
"Yes, Miss Larson," her TAs replied, their still hard cocks twitching and hopping at the prospect.
Miss Larson dropped to her knees, shooting out her tongue and scooping of the drops of cum left in both men's gaping dickholes.
"Off you pop, ladies," she said, looking across at her students with a devilish grin. "Class dismissed."
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Parent-teacher nights at Sofia Vergara's Summer School for Girls were always a sight to behold. Such evenings at more traditional schools generally made for a rather drab affair, and while crowning moments of such events might include a balding, divorcee English teacher questioning a dumpy housewife about their daughter's choice of literature, or a bespectacled algebra geek urging a jock dad to convince their disappointing son to try out for the mathletes, parent-teacher nights at SVSSG were one of the highlights of the semester.
And this particular edition of the annual event was no exception. Indeed, all manner of exchanges were taking place in classrooms throughout the famed institution, each one more curious and offbeat than the last. In one room, Evan Rachel Wood regaled Christi Lukasiak about her daughter Chloe's penchant for 69ing. In another, Kristen Bell talked Madison Beer's mother, Tracie, through her daughter's favourite sexual positions. While in a third, Brie Larson gave a concerned looking Uma Thurman a rundown on Maya Hawke's struggles with double penetration. But that was the mere tip of the iceberg and soon parent-teacher conferences would be taking place throughout the school that made those sexually charged discussions look like a night at the library.
Kate Beckinsale was sitting at her desk in Room 69C, slurping from a cup of decaf, when there was a knock at the door.
"Come in."
The door eased open and in stepped first year student, Kaia Gerber, and her mother, legendary supermodel Cindy Crawford. Cindy, like Miss Beckinsale herself, was wearing a form fitting, professionally tailored suit. Kaia was dressed more casually in a light summer dress.
"Miss Beckinsale?" asked Cindy as she closed the door behind her.
"That's me," the teacher replied, rising from her seat. "And you must be Miss Crawford. Lovely to meet you."
She extended a hand and Cindy shook it.
"Please, have a seat," she added, gesturing to two leather bound chairs at the other side of the desk.
"Thank you."
All three women sat down.
"So, you're my daughter's teacher for Blowjob 101, right?" asked Cindy, popping the question like it was the most natural thing in the world.
"That I am, Miss Crawford. That I am."
"Right. And how's she doing?"
"Very well, actually. She's a very quick learner and has a real passion for giving head. Isn't that right, Kaia?"
"Mmhmm," Kaia grinned.
"Kaia is great at dealing with precum and never leaves the guy leaking, which, as I'm sure you'll agree, is one of the most important aspects of sucking dick."
"Oh, absolutely," Cindy agreed.
"She's very good at handling balls. Be it sucking on them or fondling them whilst working the shaft. She's one of the best multitaskers I've ever had. Eye contact is fantastic and she generates a heck of a lot of saliva. Honestly, I don't know how she does it sometimes!"
"Wow!" Cindy exclaimed, turning to face her daughter. "It sounds like you're doing really well, baby!"
A smug grin stretched across Kaia's face.
"She really is," Miss Beckinsale confirmed. "Though if there's one area in which she could improve, it's her deepthroating. Now, don't worry, it's quite a common thing for girls her age, and she's not the only one in the class having a little trouble in that area, believe me. My daughter is 21 now and even she still struggles with it at times. Kaia's first effort at choking down my TA's dick came in at...I believe..." She consulted a sheet of paper on her desk. "Yes, 8.2 inches. Not bad at all for a first attempt, but I have yet to see much of an improvement in the following weeks."
Cindy listened intently as Miss Beckinsale explained, nodding along like the brown-haired British teacher was describing her daughter's struggles with trigonometry.
"We managed to get it up to..." Miss Beckinsale looked at the sheet once more, "9.4 inches on Monday. A slight improvement but still some way short of our target."
Cindy puffed her cheeks. If nine inches was seen as coming up short, just how big were these dicks her daughter was being expected to swallow!?
"I see," she said. "Is there anything we can do to improve that? Do you offer private tuition?"
"I do, but I think it would make for a better learning environment for Kaia if she were to be taught these things by those nearest to her. I mean, we've gotten close to one another over the course of the semester. Very close, in fact. Haven't we, Kaia?"
"Mmhmm," she replied with a suggestive grin.
"But there really is no substitute for the bond of a mother and daughter."
"So you think I should teach her?" asked Cindy.
"I do, Miss Crawford. Very much so. Now, I'm sure you know plenty of guys who would be up to the job, but if not I'm more than happy to lend out my TA for a weekend or two to aid in your tutoring. In fact, why don't we bring him in right now? I'm sure he'd be very willing to assist you. Tyler!"
The door opened and Tyler stepped inside, the handsome TA kitted out in his usual get up of tight white boxer briefs as he strolled into the room. Cindy's jaw dropped; so much so she almost had to pick it up off the desk, as she caught sight of the young stud's ultra-chiseled from and the girthy, snake-like bulge coiled in his undies.
"Hi, Tyler," said Miss Beckinsale. "Come here, honey."
Tyler stood at the side of the desk.
"Now, as you know all too well, Kaia is struggling a little with her deepthroating," the teacher contnued. "So I've offered up your services to Miss Crawford here, so she can give her daughter a little one on one lesson. Hope you don't mind."
"Not at all," Tyler grinned, as he looked down at the smoking hot freshman and her equally gorgeous, super MILF mother, his mind whirring with the endless possibilities such a configuration could provide.
"Yeah, I didn't think you would," said Miss Beckinsale with a smirk. "Come on then, honey. Whip those pants down. Let's show Miss Crawford what we're working with here."
Tyler slid his fingers under the waistband of his boxers, and like a magician preparing the big reveal, he whipped them down, quick as a flash. His giant, footlong rod came shooting out; Cindy's deep brown eyes nearly popping from their sockets like a cartoon character as it flopped up and down before her. Miss Beckinsale chuckled, a devilish grin stretching across her flawless features as her student's mother stared listlessly at the massive dong jutting from Tyler's groin.
"What's the matter, Miss Crawford? Never seen a dick that big before?"
"Err...w-well, it's been a while, I must say," she managed in response, the stunning supermodel utterly dumbfounded by the sheer size of the TA's wang.
Cindy reached out and took Tyler's cock her hands, her mouth hanging open as she took in the full extent of its magnitude. Time seemed to stand still as she inspected the huge dong, her hazel peppers taking in every stretch of skim, every thick vein and pulsing capillary. But as anyone with a means of timekeeping would attest, an entire two minutes had passed since the catwalk legend had first wrapped her paws around its girth.
"Whenever you're ready, Miss Crawford," said Miss Beckinsale.
"Hmm?" Cindy replied, looking across at the teacher with a comically vacant stare as she held Tyler's dong in her mits. "Right, yes, sorry," she said, finally gaining some semblance of lucidity. "My God! Look at the size of this thing!" she said, taking one last scan at Tyler's cock. "No wonder you've been struggling, baby! OK, Kaia, so the first you're gonna want to do is get that dick nice and wet. The slicker it is, the easier it'll slide down your throat."
Cindy and Kaia rose from their seats and squatted next to one another by the side of the desk. Cindy parted her shiny pink lips and fed the dick inside; the gorgeous brown-haired MILF gazing up at Tyler as she started to blow him. Kaia watched on attentively; the teenage model making a pad's worth of mental notes in her pretty little head as her mother sucked on Tyler's wang.
Cindy's lips roamed up and down Tyler's giant dong; the plump pair accomodating a little more of his monstrous length with each pass and leaving behind thick trails of sticky, wet saliva as they went. Inch and after inch of Tyler's girthy span disappeared between her lips; his lengthy pipe getting wetter and slicker by the second as she choked it down. With just an inch or two to go, Cindy retrieved Tyler's sopping cock from her mouth; the brunette relaying some closing instructions to her daughter before she took the final plunge.
"So, baby, the key to deepthroating is to relax your gullet. Once that dickhead pushes past your tonsils, your gag reflex is gonna be doing all it can to stop it from entering your esophagus. It's up to you to fight that bitch with all you've got. Like this."
Cindy placed her hands on Tyler's hips and took his cock between her lips once more. This time, however, she plunged right down to the base on the first pass; her lips puckering at his groin as all 12 of his thick, veiny inches vanished into her maw. Kaia's lips gaped in disbelief; the teen's pretty little mouth falling slack like a trailer park dweller's as her mother choken down every inch of Tyler's mammoth schlong like it was nothing. Even Miss Beckinsale, who had swallowed her TA's wang more times than she could count, was staring in wonderment at the oral exhibition taking place before her. Cindy kept Tyler's cock between her lips for some time before finally releasing it, the giant dong slathered it spittle from the tip to the base as it retracted from her maw.
"Wow, mom!" Kaia gushed. "You sure know how to suck a dick! Dad is a lucky guy!"
Cindy chuckled. "Baby, your dad's dick isn't anywhere near as big as this one! My talents really are wasted on him." She looked up at Tyler as she stroked his meaty wang, her sultry gaze indicating that she wanted to do a lot more with his dick in the future than just stick in her mouth. "OK, your turn, sweetie."
Kaia gulped nervously.
"You'll be fine, baby," Cindy added. "Just remember what I told you."
Kaia wrapped her hands around Tyler's dong and steered it between her lips. Her pretty head bobbed and dipped at his crotch; the runway model dousing his already spit-slicked rod in yet more slippery, warm spittle as she slurped at his veiny shaft. Kaia reached down to fondle Tyler's nuts; the weighty, cum-filled orbs rolling around in her hands like big, flesh stress balls as she sucked his mighty dong.
"That's it, Kaia," Cindy encouraged. "Play with those balls, baby. You were right about her multitasking, Miss Beckinsale. You sure have taught her well!"
The teacher grinned. "Well, I aim to please, Miss Crawford. And your daughter is a very last learner. Just look how she's choking down that dick!"
Cindy and Miss Beckinsale watched intently as Kaia sucked down Tyler's pole; stretches of thick, vein-encrusted cockmeat coming and going as she guzzled his throbbing junk. In almost no time at all, Kaia's glossy lips were poised mere inches from Tyler's groin; the A-list student gripping his muscled hips as she reached the home straight.
"Come on, Kaia," said Miss Beckinsale. "You've got this, sweetie!"
"You can do it, baby," Cindy added. "Just fight that gag reflex and suck it down!"
Kaia braced herself as she went for the final push. She closed her eyes, tears of mascara trickling down her cheeks as she practically forced the last few inches of Tyler's wang into her heaving gullet. All manner of choking and coughing noises spluttered from her throat, the dark-haired teen battling hard against her stubborn gag reflex; fighting the urge to eject the mighty penis with every ounce of will.
"That's it, sweetie," Cindy encouraged. "Nearly there!"
Another inch vanished between Kaia's lips. Then another. And another. She willed herself to the finish line; the young model pushing on with all her might as Tyler's massive dong journeyed down her gullet, not stopping until she felt the wispy hair of his neatly trimmed pubic bath tickle her button nose. She eased an eye open and saw nothing but beach-tanned flesh; Tyler's ab-lined midriff the only thing staring back at her as she held his cock in her mouth. She'd done it. Sucked down that mammoth span of meat like a seasoned sword swallower. All 12 inches of it.
"YES!" Cindy shrieked, gripping her daughter in a bear hug as she released Tyler's cock, volleys of saliva raining from the shaft as it retracted from her maw. "You did it, Kaia! I'm so proud of you, baby!"
"Thanks...mom," Kaia replied, her face squished against her mother's chest as she squeezed her to within an inch of her life.
"Well done, Kaia," Miss Beckinsale added. "I knew you could do it."
"Thanks, Miss B," said Kaia as her mother finally released her from her clutches.
"So, we should probably make this dick go off now, right, Kaia?" Cindy suggested. "We can't very well leave it like that can we?" she added, watching as Tyler's cock twitched and spasmed before them; the spit-drenched dong hopping about like it had a mind of its own. "What do you think, Miss Beckinsale? The other moms won't mind if their appointment is a little delayed, will they?"
"Well, I doubt they'll be best pleased if they have to wait," Miss Beckinsale grinned in response. "But if they saw that dick, I'm sure they'd understand!"
"Great! Have you shown Kaia and her friends how to share a dick yet?"
"No, Miss Crawford. I teach that class to my second years."
"Well then, Kaia, it looks like you're getting two classes today," said Cindy. "Just follow my lead, OK, sweetie?"
"OK, mom," Kaia replied.
From here, Cindy proceeded to talk her young daughter through the ancient art of cock sharing like she was teaching her about the birds and the bees. Though in this instance, the bird was Tyler's cock and the bees were his big, low hanging balls!
"Let's start by sharing this thick ol' shaft," Cindy declared, grasping Tyler's meaty wang about halfway along its span. "Just wrap your lips around the side and work them up and down it. Like this."
Cindy demonstrated, swathing one side of Tyler's dong with her soft, pillowy lips and guiding them along the shaft like she was playing the harmonica. Kaia joined her and soon mommy and daughter alike were sharing Tyler's rod like a giant popsicle; their twin sets of pouty pink lips roaming up and down the twitching pole in flawless unison.
"OK, now let's take care of these balls," said Cindy, palming Tyler's weighty scrotum like a sack of gold coins. "You suck one, I'll suck the other."
Cindy and Kaia dipped down to get at Tyler's balls and fed them between their lips; the supermodel and her teenage spawn gobbling away at the large, churning orbs like they were sharing a bag of candies.
"And don't forget to stroke the shaft while you do it, baby," Cindy went on, momentarily releasing her designated nut so she could give further instruction.
Soon, two soft hands were venturing up and down the length of his dong, one below the other; their silken mits roaming up and down his shaft and over every vein and capillary along the way.
"OK, keep sucking on those balls, Kaia, while I return to the shaft."
Cindy fed Tyler's dick back between her lips and got to sucking; the randy MILF choking down inch after inch of his giant rod while her daughter saw to his balls. Cindy and Kaia shared Tyler's junk like a tub of Haagen-Dazs; the young model sucking away at each of his heavy, dangling balls in turn, while her mother worked the shaft. Before long, every inch of his genitalia was drenched with spit, from the tip of his dick to the bottom of his sac.
"Right, let's switch now, baby," Cindy suggested, retracting Tyler's dong so Kaia could take over. "Actually, I think I'm gonna..."
Without a single indication of what she was going to do next, Cindy crawled around behind Tyler's muscled form, parted his butt cheeks and buried her face in his crack. Taken aback by this sudden and unexpected move, Kaia released Tyler's cock almost involuntarily.
"Mom!" she exclaimed, stroking Tyler's rod as she peered around his groin, staring in bewilderment as her mother burrowed into his crack and munched on his stripwaxed rear.
Miss Beckinsale chuckled from her seat at the desk. "What's the matter, Kaia?" she grinned. "No idea your mom was such a slut?"
"Uh uh," Kaia replied, still looking a little shocked as she returned Tyler's dick to her mouth.
Cindy's unexpected foray into the depths of Tyler's rear might have taken her daughter by surprise, but to the TA himself the excursion was most welcome. In fact, he was loving every second of it; the chiseled stud trembling like a leaf as the mother-daughter combo of stunning supermodels attacked him from both ends.
Behind him, Cindy was holding his ass cheeks apart; her long fingernails digging into his muscled flesh as she tongue fucked his rear. At the front, Kaia was sucking away at his pulsing rod like she hadn't eaten in days; sliding the lengthy pole down her throat and drooling and slobbering over every stretch that came her way. Finally, and with the handsome TA shaking from head to toe, Cindy emerged from Tyler's rear, her face red and slicked with spit as she returned to the front to join her daughter.
"Wow! You looked like you enjoyed that, Miss Crawford," Miss Beckinsale declared, grinning at her fellow MILF from behind her varnished desk.
Cindy suddenly looked a little embarrassed, her already glowing face flushing even further as she knelt back at Tyler's feet. "Sorry about that, Miss Beckinsale. I don't know what came over me."
Tyler grinned. He knew exactly what had come over her (after all, she wasn't the first woman to lose every ounce of their decorum in his presence), and exactly what would be coming over her next; his massive cock!
"Please, Miss Crawford, don't apologise," Miss Beckinsale replied. "I freakin' loved it! And I think Tyler quite liked it too. Didn't you, honey?"
"Uh huh," he groaned, the shredded hunk still not fully recovered from the rampant rectal probing he'd just recieved.
"Actually, I'm starting to feel a little left out over here," Miss Beckinsale continued, rising from her chair. "You ladies don't mind if I join you, do you?"
"Not at all, Miss Beckinsale," Cindy replied. "He's your TA, after all."
"Thank you," the teacher replied, dropping to her knees and sliding her toned frame between the first year student and her A-list mother. "Three heads are better than two, right, Tyler?"
Miss Beckinsale made out with Cindy, then turned and did the same to Kaia. Tyler's pole twitched as he watched his gorgeous boss lock lips with celebrity mom and daughter alike, tongues jostling every which way as she kissed the two women in turn. Three sets of hands pawed at his genitals; teacher, student and mother alike squeezing his balls and stroking his rod in equal measure as they made out at his feet. By the time they were done, Miss Beckinsale was wearing an interesting mixture of three types of lip gloss; the brown-haired beauty licking her now very sticky pillows as she turned to her TA.
Without further delay, the trio of heads all went for his groin; his dick throbbing like mad as three sets of plump pink lips seized his junk from every angle. Kaia was sucking on his balls; the first year student guzzling at each of the spunk-filled orbs in turn, while Cindy and Miss Beckinsale shared his cock; their soft twin mouths roaming up and down his rod in perfect synchronicity.
Tyler looked down at the three women gathered at his feet and presumed he must have been dreaming. Group blowjobs were a regularity in his profession, but even for someone with a sexual history as colourful as his, this was quite something. By now, the A-list trio were lined up in front of him, passing his cock back and forth between them like a game of pass the parcel. His dick went from Kaia to Miss Beckinsale, then onto Cindy and back again; each woman taking a single, deep plunge on his lengthy rod before passing it onto the next. His dick twitched and spasmed as it was passed from teen to MILF to MILF; MILF to MILF to teen- the three women handing his dick back and forth like an assembly line.



But soon, things started to get a lot less regimented, and before long, the celebrity trio were practically clamouring over one another to get at Tyler's junk; three pretty mouths jockeying and jostling for position, and licking and sucking at any stretch of pulsing man beef they could reach.
"Hmm, it's getting a little crowded here, ladies," said Miss Beckinsale, the British actress currently the meat in a Gerber-Crawford clan sandwich. "Kaia, why don't you go lick Tyler's ass while me and your mum share his dick? It's nice and clean, right, Miss Crawford?"
"Mmhmm," Miss Crawford replied, the runway legend answering as best she could while Tyler's mammoth dong throbbed between her lips.
"How do I do it?" asked Kaia.
"It's easy, sweetie," said Miss Beckinsale. "Just stick your face in his crack and jam your tongue up his ass. Just like you do to me."
Cindy carried on sucking away at Tyler's girthy wang like nothing had been said; the gorgeous supermodel not even batting an eyelid at the revelation that her teenage daughter had been eating her teacher's ass for extra credit. In fairness, she had Tyler's lengthy span lodged too far down her throat to object to much of anything.
Kaia circled around behind Tyler, just as her mom had done earlier and spread his ass cheeks apart. She peered into his crack- the waxed crevice a mess of saliva and smeared lipgloss from her mother's earlier jaunt- the freshman taking but a single moment's pause before sinking into his darkest depths.
"Uhh!" Tyler groaned, as Kaia stuck her face in his ass, her tongue shooting out and plunging into his rectum.
By now, he was shaking from head to foot; the muscled TA getting shelled from all angles by a trio of foes and their endless array of oral artillery. Miss Beckinsale was working his dick; her full, shiny lips roaming up and down the lengthy wang from tip to base. Cindy was sucking his balls; the brown-haired beauty dousing each of the brewing spunk tanks in turn in oodles upon oodles of spittle. And Kaia was tonguing his ass; the first year student rooting around in his anal cavity like she was searching for loose change.
This went on for some time. A line of students and their impatient mothers started to form outside Miss Beckinsale's classroom door, some of which had been waiting on their appointments with the oral expert for close to an hour. Back inside the room, the three women were showing no signs of slowing down. By this stage, student, mother and teacher alike were circling Tyler's body like planets in orbit, the randy trio running a line from his dick, to his balls, to his ass; all three of the A-list beauties taking turns to choke down his rod, gobble at his nuts and feast on his stripwaxed rear.
Tyler had managed to hold his own throughout the whole ordeal. Indeed, the handsome TA had withstood countless assaults on every one of his pleasure points; a ruthless campaign of three pronged attacks that would have seen lesser mortals blowing their beans in a matter of moments. But after 60+ minutes of threeway dick sharing, his stout resistance was starting to wane.
By now, Miss Beckinsale had her face buried in his ass, while Kaia and Cindy worked their twin sets of full pink lips up and down his cock; the lengthy pole seeming to twitch and spasm more violently with every pass. Sensing that Tyler's orgasm was close at hand, Cindy released his dong from between her lips and addressed her nearby daughter.
"I think he's ready to cum, Kaia," she declared, stroking Tyler's rod and feeling it throb and pulse in her hands.
The mere mention of her TA's ejaculate pricked Miss Beckinsale's ears and she surfaced from the depths of his crack in almost comical style, the English actress circling around to rejoin her two companions in the blink of an eye.
"That true, baby?" she asked, gazing up at Tyler as she slotted in between Kaia and Cindy. "You gonna cum for us, Tyler? You gonna streak these faces with all that boiling hot nut?"
Tyler pulled himself off as three women pressed their faces together. Tongues darted every which way; brushing against one another and flicking at his drooling tip. Miss Beckinsale reached up and fondled his swelling balls. Cindy stuck a finger in her mouth and sucked it seductively, before reaching around and jamming it up his tuchus.
"Come on, honey," she purred as he fingered his rear. "Give us that cum. Shoot that gooey load over these pretty fucking faces!"
Tyler tugged at his dick so violently he nearly yanked it straight from his groin; the giant dong throbbing and pulsing like nobody's business as he jerked himself off. Tongues lapped at his dickhole. A finger plunged into the depths of his rectum and tickled his prostate. Long, carefully filed fingertips grazed the skin of his nutsack as a multitude of digits squeezed his heaving balls.
He held off until he could no longer; the muscled TA emitting what was quite possibly the most violent blast he'd ever shot (no small feat, considering he spewed his wad at least four times every day); a gooey load of piping, off-white semen jetting from his tip and splattering across all three of the assembled faces in equal measure. By the time he was done, the trio of women were drenched in his nut; his eruption so copious he'd been able to give all three of the A-list stars a facial that most men could only dream of. Thick ropes streaked their faces, clung to their eyelashes and messed their shiny hair and expensive clothing.
"Wow, Kaia! Your school is incredible!" Cindy exclaimed, licking a glob of spunk from her upper lip. "No wonder you wanted to go here so bad!"
"Mmhmm," Kaia grinned. "Who are we seeing next, mom?"
"Let's see," Cindy replied, consulting her itinerary. "Miss Wood. Lesbian 101. Sounds interesting."
All three women rose to their feet.
"Thank you, Miss Beckinsale," said Cindy, giving her daughter's teacher a hug. "This has been very eye opening," she added; a rather ironic statement given that one of her pretty brown peepers was now glued shut with cum!
"My pleasure, Miss Crawford. I hope your next appointment is as eventful as this one." Miss Beckinsale checked a sheet of paper on her desk. "Kaia, send Chloe and her mom in on your way out, would you?" She looked across at Tyler. "And you- you stay right there. I have a feeling you may be needed again!"
*
Meanwhile, down the hall in Room 69K, Amy Adams had just finished her meeting with Olivia Holt and her mother, when Maude Apatow and her mom, Leslie Mann, came strolling through the doorway.
"Hi, Maude," said Miss Adams, smiling warmly at her third year student as she entered the room. "Miss Mann, it's great to meet you," she added, rising from her seat and shaking Leslie's hand.
"Great to meet you too, Miss Adams. And, please, call me Leslie."
"Certainly, Leslie." Miss Adams returned to her seat. Leslie and Maude sat opposite. "Thank you for coming in this evening. So, I'd like to give you an update, if I may, on Maude's progress in my class, Anal 301."
"Please. Go right ahead, Miss Adams."
"OK. Well, I'd like to start, Leslie, by saying how fond I am of your daughter. She's one of my most diligent and attentive students. Her essays are nothing short of exemplary and she's well on course for an A in the written segment of the module."
"Wow!" said Leslie, turning to her daughter. "Well done, sweetie."
"However, I'm afraid to say that her showing in practical assignments falls some way short of her success in the written modules."
"Oh, dear," Leslie replied, suddenly looking rather concerned. "In what way?"
"Well, Leslie, I'm sure Maude would be the first to admit that she's been struggling a little with the penetrative module of the course. Isn't that right, honey?"
Maude looked down sheepishly at the classroom floor. "Yes, Miss Adams."
"Now, there's nothing to be embarrassed about, Maude," Miss Adams declared. "Lots of women have their share of difficulties with anal when they first start doing it. I know I did."
"Me too," Leslie added. "It's fine, baby," she added, giving her daughter a reassuring pat on the thigh. "It's nothing to be ashamed of. Right, Miss Adams?"
"Absolutely, Leslie. Absolutely."
"But, hold on a second," Leslie went on, looking a little confused. "Maude showed me her report card when we went out to dinner last week, and it said she was on course for an A."
"Yes, Leslie, she is currently near the top of the class for this particular module. However, I'm afraid that grade is based solely on her written assignments and certain other...activities she has completed for extra credit." Miss Adams did her best to stifle a grin as she explained. "And it is my duty to tell you, that if Maude fails to complete the practical exam in two weeks time, she will average out at a D for the semester."
"Oh, God," Leslie gasped, the fair-haired actress reacting to the announcement like it was news of a terminal illness.
"Now, Maude and I have been working closely with one another, both during class time and in private study sessions, to try and rectify this problem, and have tried a number of different techniques to help...ease the entry. So to speak."
"Such as?'
"Well, we've tried fingers, haven't we, Maude? Tongues. Toys. In fact, your daughter has taken a number of different items up her butt with considerable ease. Buttplugs. Anal beads. But when it comes to penetration, that cute little asshole just clams right up. Doesn't it, sweetie?"
"Yes, Miss Adams," Maude replied, still looking a little embarrassed as her mother and teacher discussed her sodomic shortcomings.
"Hmm, do you think it could be an arousal issue?" Leslie asked.
"I don't think so, Leslie. It's an avenue we've explored, isn't it, Maude? But, I went down on your daughter for close to an hour the other night and, I've gotta tell you, Leslie, I was nearly drowning in her juices by the end! But then, when my TA tried to enter, her asshole repelled his dick like the Red Army! It's size, I fear, that is the issue." She looked at Maude. "It's Aaron's dick. It's just too big, isn't it, sweetie?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"I see," said Leslie. "So would it not make sense for Maude to try and take a smaller dick first? Rather than going straight for the big ones?"
Miss Adams chuckled. "There are no smaller dicks, Leslie. Every TA at this school is incredibly well hung. Sex with lesser endowed males isn't something we encourage here at SVSSG, but if Maude wants to tackle a smaller penis on her own time, then that is entirely up to her. But taking a cock up your ass is a mostly mental endeavour, and all I think Maude needs is a little more support. Don't get me wrong, I have been assisting her throughout the semester in every way I know how. As have her friends. However, I think a show of support from those closest to her could be the final piece of the jigsaw."
"You mean me, Miss Adams?"
"Yes, Leslie, I do. I truly believe that all Maude requires is a little encouragement from someone dear to heart to get her over that final hump, and if she had a close family member, such as yourself, to walk her through the act of anal sex, she'd be taking dicks up that peachy little ass of hers left, right and centre! Now, obviously I can't allow you to assist during class time, but you're more than welcome to help Maude in her own time as much as you both desire. And since we're all here now and my assistant, Aaron, is waiting just outside that door, this might be an opportune time to start."
Leslie looked over at her daughter. "What do you think, baby? Do you think it would help if I was there to assist you?"
"I don't know, mom," Maude replied. "But if Miss Adams says so, then I think we should give it a shot."
"OK, honey. Let's do that."
"Brilliant!" said Miss Adams. "Trust me, Maude. This is just what you need. Shall I bring out my TA?"
"Mmhmm," mother and daughter replied in unison.
Miss Adams grinned. "Aaron!"
The door swung open and Aaron strolled inside; the handsome young man strutting across the classroom with a confident swagger only a man with a 10 inch slab of meat tucked away in his undies can possess.
"Here he is, ladies. Maude, why don't you start by whipping down those boxers? Let's show your mom that cock!"
Maude rose from her chair and knelt at Aaron's feet. She clutched two handfuls of his white cotton undies and tugged them down, the TA's soft, though immensely long prick falling free and dangling pendulously between his thighs.
"Oh my God! He's huge!" Leslie exclaimed, blue eyes bulging upon sight of his dong. "He's even bigger than that guy I ordered for us while your father was out of town!"
"Get that dick in your mouth, Maude," said Miss Adams from behind her desk. "Let's get that thing nice and hard. I'm sure you already know this, Leslie, but your daughter is a fantastic cocksucker."
"Oh, I do, Miss Adams. I do. She got an A+ in Blowjob 101, don't you know?"
"I can believe it. Miss Beckinsale taught her well."
Maude gripped Aaron's cock in her hands (even in its flaccid state it, his wang was still long enough to fill two mits with room to spare) and fed the crown between her lips. She sucked at the big pink head and stroked the lengthy shaft, feeling the limp prick stiffen and grow in her mouth and hands as she worked it over.
Leslie watched on from her seat at the desk; the blonde MILF gazing longingly at Aaron's rod as Maude released it from her lips, the giant member already vastly outmeasuring her husband's dick despite having yet to reach its full rigidity.
"Here, why don't I give you a hand with that, baby?" she said, squatting down beside her daughter.
Maude was, in fact, doing a fine job on her own. By this stage she was sucking away at Aaron's balls while she stroked his cock, the thick rod seeming to get harder and longer with each pass of her silken hand. But Aaron had easily the biggest dick Leslie had ever seen, and she simply coudn't let the opportunity to suck such a large hunk of meat pass her by.
She guided the ever swelling head between her lips and worked them along the shaft; the girthy rod growing and growing to the point that she was wondering if it would ever stop. Finally, after what felt like aeons had passed, Aaron's dick had grown to its full 10 inches, the veiny prong throbbing between her lips and against her tongue as it reached its final mass. She retracted it from her maw, stroking the shaft as she beheld the mammoth schlong in all its full, erect glory.
"OK, let's lube this thing up," said Leslie, jerking the massive member with both her dexterous hands.
Miss Adams fetched her box of sex toys from under her desk- a treasure trove of exotic marital aids that Maude was already more than fimiliar with- and took out a bottle of lube.
"Here you are, Leslie," she said, sliding the bottle across her desk, her fellow MILF catching it in her painty paw as it tumbled over the edge.
"Thank you, Miss Adams."
Leslie flicked open the cap and drizzled a long trail of the clear, slick goo across Aaron's rock hard pole. She set the bottle down on the carpet and gripped his dick at the base, gazing up at the TA she stroked his dick, greasing the mighty wang from tip to base.
"There," she said, inspecting the rod from all angles as she admired her handiwork. "That'll do nicely."
"Here, Maude, why don't you bend over my desk," Miss Adams suggested as she rose from her seat.
"Great idea, Miss Adams," Leslie agreed. She turned to her daughter. "Take those clothes off, baby, and get in position."
Maude stood and pulled off her top, baring her perky, young titties. Then, she inched down her frayed denim short shorts, removing her skimpy white cotton panties along with them. She leant over the edge of the teacher's desk, gazing nervously over her shoulder as Aaron stroked his massive, greased up wang. Miss Adams squeezed a glob of lube onto Maude's asshole and smeared it around with her dexterous fingers.
"Ready, Aaron?" she asked, standing beside her student and spreading her student's ass cheeks for the coming invasion.
"Always," he replied as he stepped up to the plate, long flesh bat ready to swing.
Leslie leant over the desk opposite her daughter, looking deep into her eyes as she stroked her glossy brown hair.
"Just relax those glutes, OK, honey. Trust me, you're going to love it."
Aaron pressed the tip of his wang against Maude's puckered pink sphincter and pushed; the skittish senior yelping in pain as the girthy tip split her asshole open.
"It's OK, baby. It's OK," said Leslie, clasping her daughter's hand. "Deep breaths, OK, sweetie?"
Maude nodded, blowing out sharp, ragged breaths like a birthing woman undergoing contractions. Aaron continued to push, placing a hand on the small of her back as he fed his turgid schlong slowly, (literally) agonisingly so, into the student's rectum. Maude's asshole fought the giant dong for every solitary centimetre, and despite a good deal of exertion on his part, Aaron had yet to fit even a single inch through the stubborn pink slot.
"Hmm, I think we're gonna need a little more lube," Miss Adams declared, clocking the minimal progress of her TA's thick wang.
She gathered the bottle and gave it a squeeze; the tawny starlet damn near draining the entire thing as she soaked Aaron's dong in grease. She ran her hand up and down the shaft; Aaron's member so drenched in the sticky goo that her hand glided from the head to the root and back in a fraction of a second. The extra dousing had helped but only to a point, and it still took every ounce of Aaron's considerable musculature to guide his length inside. Finally, the first inch slipped inside, then the second, then the third; every span of thick, veiny meat causing the third year student to squawk and squeal anew as it slid into her rectum.
Aaron began to buck his hips, working his dick back and forth and guiding an extra inch into the senior's virgin hole with every motion. Maude continued to emit all manner of ear piercing sounds; her high-pitched yelps sounding less like pain and more like pleasure with each passing second as Aaron's wang started to ream her backdoor. Before long, he was pounding away at her maiden rear with little mercy, this thick, swollen cockhead tunneling deeper into her anal passage with each new thrust.
"You're doing great there, Maude," said Miss Adams, looking back at her student as Aaron's girthy rod surged through her virgin tunnel. "Just a few more inches to go."
"Oh, wow! I'm so proud of you, sweetie," Leslie added, kissing the back of her daughter's hand. "Just look how well you're taking that dick! How does it feel, baby?"
"It feels amazing, mom!" Maude replied, her pained expression now morphed into one of rapturous ecstasy as Aaron's giant dong drilled her rear end. "It feels fucking amazing!"
Aaron gripped Maude's hips, holding the slender brunette in place as he pounded her from behind. His balls swung back and forth, the heavy, cum-filled orbs slapping against the student's clit as he plowed her tight pink ass. Another inch vanished into her rectum. Then another. Then another. Soon, he was hitting it ballsdeep; the chiseled young stud driving his dick right to the hilt, his bulging crown mining into the darkest depths of her colon with each pass.
"Goddamn, Maude!" Miss Adams exclaimed. "You've taken the whole thing!"
"Oh my god! You hear that, baby?" Leslie asked. "You've got every inch of that big, fat cock in your tight little ass!"
She certainly did. In fact, by this stage, Aaron's muscled pelvis was clapping against her asscheeks with each pass, the force of each thrust making her entire body shake as he buried his cock in her peachy, round rear.
"Oh, fuck!" Muade squealed. "It's so fucking deep!"



"It is, baby!" Leslie purred in response. "It's BALLS freakin' deep! You gonna cum, sweetie?"
"YES! Yes, mom, I'm gonna fucking cum!"
"Cum then, baby. Scream this fucking school down. Do it, baby. Cum for mommy!"
No further encouragement was needed. Aaron sunk his dick into Maude's murky depths one final time, sparking an intense, bone rattling orgasm that made, not only Miss Adams' desk, but the entire room rumble, like a subway train was passing overhead.
"UUUHHH! FUUUCCCKKK!!!" she screamed, a deep, guttural cry that surged from her throat like a lion's roar.
Aaron, Miss Adams and even Leslie exchanged glances; the trio seemingly unaware that a young lady so lithe and petite could even emit such a sound.
"See, Maude," said Miss Adams. "Didn't we tell you you'd love it?" She looked up at Aaron. "Now pull that dick out, baby. I wanna taste her ass right off of that cock!"
"Mmm, me too," Leslie added, scurrying around to the other side of the desk and squatting beside her daughter.
Soon, Maude's backside had two gorgeous, mature faces flanking it from either side. Aaron prized his dick from the vice-like grip of her snug pink asshole and plunged it into each of the waiting mouths in turn. He started with Leslie; the handsome TA steering his dong straight into her gaping pink maw and giving her a taste of her daughter's ass right off of his rod. Leslie sucked at his big, fat cock like a child with a popsicle; the pretty blonde MILF slurping up her offspring's juices until it was almost sparkling clean. Then, she passed it into Miss Adams, allowing the A-list teacher to mop up the last of the fluids, until Aaron's wang was practically glistening with a cocktail of saliva.
"What do you say we show her some more positions now, Miss Adams?" Leslie suggested, grinning naughtily as she stroked Aaron's dripping wang.
"Good idea, Leslie," Miss Adams replied. She reached around and gave Aaron a hearty slap on the butt. "Lay down."
Aaron sprawled out on his back across the desk.
"OK, Maude, let's try a little cowgirl," Miss Adams went on. "This is a great position, 'cause you get to be in control."
Maude climbed up onto the desk and straddled Aaron's frame.
"Just aim that dick at your asshole, sweetie, and lower yourself onto it."
Maude gripped Aaron's dick at the base and pointed the thick, round head at her greedy, winking asshole. She sunk down onto his cock, her sphincter stretching as it slipped inside.
"Mmm!" she groaned as it entered her; the bulging pink crown venturing up into her rectum as she lowered herself on his rod.
"Hmmhmm," Leslie chuckled, grinning at her daughter's satisfied whine and the look of ecstasy etched across her face. "You're starting to like that, aren't you, baby?"
"Uh huh," Maude groaned, bringing a hand down to tease her clit as she rocked slowly atop Aaron's muscled form.
"This boy sure knows how to work that rod," Leslie declared, unbuttoning her blazer and slipping it off. "I wonder what he's like with his tongue."
With that, Leslie removed the rest of her clothing and hopped up onto the desk. She threw her leg over Aaron's torso and perched down on his face. Aaron knew just what to do next. Leslie's peachy, round buns had barely alighted upon his person before he shot out his tongue; the burly young hunk sinking it right up into her puckered asshole.
"Ohh, fuck!" Leslie gasped, eyes popping; the fair-haired actress evidently unprepared for the chiseled TA to devour her so greedily right off the bat.
But he wasn't done yet and no sooner had his tongue plunged into her rectum, was he wagging it around in there like a deadly viper; the chiseled TA rooting around in her juicy rump like he was searching for his keys.
"Ohh! Ohh, yes!" Leslie purred, her voice aquiver. "Yeah, baby, just like that!" She reached around and gripped a handful of his hair, shoving his face so deep into her crack that he couldn't have escaped if his life depended on it (and, who knows, maybe it did). "Get up in that ass like you mean it!"
While he ate Leslie's ass, Maude continued to ride his muscled frame, her tight, gripping asshole venturing further down his girthy shaft with each pass, until her supple, round buns were clattering against her thighs. But it didn't end there, and as if anally probing two members of the same celebrity family with different parts of his anatomy wasn't enough, Aaron soon felt the attentions of a third unrelated, though equally gorgeous and famous woman, as Miss Adams squatted between his thighs and started sucking on his balls!
Aaron was on cloud nine; the young hunk practically buried alive under a pile of A-list beauties and enjoying every second of it. He grasped Leslie's shapely MILF ass with all his might; his strong fingers digging into the creamy white orbs as he tongued at her anus, scoffing at her delicious, round rump like it was his last meal. Meanwhile, Maude was hopping and bouncing atop his shredded form like there was no tomorrow; the horny senior riding his massive dong like a cowgirl at a rodeo. Then, Aaron reached down and gripped Maude's waist, holding the brunette in place as he bucked his hips and drove his dong up into her ass.
"Uhh, JESUS!" she cried, reaching down to knead her clit as he threw his dick up into her; the mighty member snaking deep into her colon with each pass.
"Yeah, that's it, honey. Play with your pussy like that," Leslie cooed, mirroring her daughter's actions with some strumming of her own; the blonde beauty kneading her pulsing bud as she perched on Aaron's face. "Make yourself cum, baby. I want us both to get off together."
Miss Adams circled around to the side of her desk, making out with mother and daughter alike as they squatted over her TA's brawny young body.
"Yeah, come on, ladies," she purred, fixing both women in turn with intense, simmering eye contact. "Shoot those loads! Drench that stud in those luscious lady liquids!"
Leslie and Maude thrummed themselves like mad, their almost genetically identical bodies trembling all over as huge, veiny cocks and skilled, wet tongues alike burrowed into their related rectums. Then, in what can only be described as a mother-daughter bonding experience like no other, both women came; emitting harsh, deafening screams as twin jets of clear, wet girlspunk blasted from their twats, drencing Aaron and each other in a deluge of frizzling fluids.
"Uh, holy fuck!" both women sighed in panting, gasping unison as they climbed down from Aaron's body, leaving the handsome TA half drowned in a sea of slippery squirt juice.
"Damn, girls!" Miss Adams exclaimed. "That was quite a show! You ladies really are close, aren't you? Me and my mom just eat ice cream and watch movies together!"
Leslie and Maude laughed as they approached the auburn beauty and flanked her from either side. Two sets of soft, feminine hands roamed across Miss Adams' toned body as she found herself sandwiched between the third year scholar and her hot, A-list mother. She and Maude locked lips as the student undid her blazer, Leslie kissing her neck as she slid it down her arms. Miss Adams turned her head and made out with Leslie, Maude unbuttoning her blouse and unzipping her pants.
Aaron watched on from the desk, stroking his squirt-drenched cock as he watched the mother-daughter duo undress his gorgeous boss; his brain nearly bursting as he tried to discern just what wondrous, fourway delights were coming his way next. By now, Miss Adams was entirely nude, Leslie and Maude trailing licks and kisses across her naked body.
"Bend over the desk. Leslie," she said. "I've got an idea."
Aaron climbed down from the desk and Leslie took his place; squirt juices further soaking her torso as she leant over the wet surface. Miss Adams clambered up next; kneeling on the edge of the desk and setting her ass down on top of Leslie's. Maude, the youngest and most supple of the three, went up last; completing the trifecta with a third set of peachy, round buns, perched atop her teacher and mother like a stack of pancakes, squirt juices trickling over all three bodies like a jug of maple syrup.
Aaron slathered his dick in a further dose of lube and looked across at the triple decker sandwich of gorgeous A-list women stacked up before him; all three of them fixing him with all manner of sultry stares, giggling and making out with one another, in wait of his greased up wang. He started at the bottom and worked his way up. He poked his crown against Leslie's asshole and entered; guiding the bulbous helmet into her experienced rectum with far greater ease than he had her daughter.
And speaking of her daughter, she was next to experience the wonders of his sexual prowess when he lent forward and buried his face in her ass; the handsome TA tonguing at Maude's ass while he fucked her mom. Moans and groans chorused up and down the stack of celebs from top to bottom; the lion's share coming from Leslie, as Aaron worked his thick, lengthy schlong back and forth in her rectum, drilling harder and deeper into her anal cavity with each pass.
Then he moved onto Miss Adams. Her ass was positioned a little too high for his tall frame to reach, but no problem- he pulled up her desk chair and climbed aboard. He squatted slightly until he found the perfect height, pointed his dick against her round, winking anus and steered it inside. His raised stance didn't allow for the smoothness of rhythm of his previous position, but he plowed away at Miss Adams' shapely MILF ass as best he could; sinking his bulging pink crown into her darkest recesses with every motion.
The seat groaned and creaked beneath him as he pounded his boss' ass, and Aaron feared it may give way entirely, leaving him on the receiving end of a rather painful bedroom related injury as his muscled form went tumbling to the ground. But the chair held strong, its sturdy frame capable of withstanding not only the TAs massive, sinewy bulk, but also his practiced sexual maneuvers like it had been crafted with that purpose in mind.
Then, as he moved up to the top tier, Aaron's positioning grew bolder still. He climbed up onto the desk, squatting legs spread over the stack of women, his bare feet teetering on each edge as he pressed his dickhead against Maude's fledgling rear and guided it in. This position, precarious though it may have been, allowed for a greater range of motion, and Aaron leant over the pile of women, hammering his dick down into Maude's back entrance with little restraint. Coos and groans continued to chorus beneath him, the sounds and sights of his tawny boss making out with student and student's mother alike, causing his dick to twitch and throb in the depths of Maude's bowels.
"Fuck, I'm gonna cum!" he blurted it out, virtually bellowing it into Maude's ear as he swathed her slender frame.
"Wait, wait!" barked Miss Adams from between her two companions. "Not in there!"
Aaron pulled out of Maude's rear and practically leapt down off the table. The women came down after him one by one, and Maude took her mother's position on the desk.
"Do it over her ass!" Miss Adams ordered, pointing down at Maude's peachy rear as it stuck out over the edge of the desk.
Aaron was back inside the student's rump in the blink of an eye, pounding away at her budding backdoor like there was no tomorrow. Meanwhile, Leslie and Miss Adams had circled around behind him and squatted beside one another. They nestled together and shot out their tongues; the gorgeous MILF duo taking turns to lick at Aaron's stripwaxed rear, meeting each counterthrust with a wet plunge into the depths of his rectum.
Having just spent the better part of an hour plowing away at not one, not two, but three tight, A-list butts, the tandem tonguing of his own silky smooth rear proved to be a bridge too far. Aaron prized his dick from Maude's snug pink asshole and started jerking, Leslie and Miss Adams still lapping at his anus as he prepared to plaster the student's bottom with his seed.
His hand roamed up and down the length of his dong at a mile a minute; two slick red tongues alternating deep passes into his backside as he pulled himself off. Leslie, Miss Adams; Leslie, Miss Adams- their moist flesh seeming to sink further into his anal cavity and tickle more of his intimate areas each time. His dick pumped and pulsed in his trembling hands, the young stud violently beating his meat until finally it went off.
"URRRGGGHHH!" he roared as his dick erupted; a copious wad of gooey spunk spewing from his tip and hitting a lot more than its intended target as it splattered across his female counterpart.
Aaron's load had sprayed across Maude's ass, make no mistake of that. The thing was, it had doused nigh on every other stretch of a smooth, alabaster skin along with it; thick ropes of the stuff travelling all the way up her back and even peaking at the long brown strands of her hair. In short, he'd made one hell of a mess, but never fear, Leslie and Miss Adams were on hand to clean it up. They lapped up every last ounce of spunk from the student's frame in double quick time, sharing it out with a long, sloppy kiss before gulping it down.
"Oh my god! This school is amazing!" Leslie declared, licking her cum-smeared lips. "I can't believe I let Judd come to the last two parent-teacher nights! What was I thinking?!"
Miss Adams chuckled. "Yeah, I remember Mr Apatow coming along to this last year. I must say though, Leslie, you're a lot more fun!"
"It was incredible!" Leslie replied. "I hope Iris wants to come here too, so I can come back next year!"
"Me too!" Maude added. "Does this school have a teacher-sister night too, Miss Adams?"
Miss Adams laughed. "Not that I know of, Maude. But I'm sure Principal Vergara wouldn't object if you wanted to come along too. I know Aaron here certainly wouldn't. Would you, baby?"
"Hmm?" Aaron asked with all the strength he could muster, the muscled TA looking only moderately conscious as he slumped back in the teacher's chair.
"Aww! He's a little tired, bless him," Miss Adams grinned. "You better wake up, honey. Leslie here was only our second parent of the evening." Aaron gulped nervously as she continued. "We've got another eight to come yet!"
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#GangbangChallenge Video 3 went live on Melissa Benoist's official Facebook page at 12pm the following Thursday. The cameraman pointed his camera out the window of Melissa's shiny black gas-guzzling SUV; capturing the passing buildings as the vehicle crawled through the industrial district in Downtown Los Angeles. Workmen convened outside large brick warehouses. Mustachioed men in mesh hats and flannel shirts hopped out of the cabs of giant box trucks. Mexican dudes ferried goods through open loading bays.
The camera guy panned from the window to the driver's seat where Miss Benoist herself was perched behind the wheel.
"Hey, guys!" she said, keeping one eye on the road ahead as she addressed the camera. "Thank you for joining me today. Now, I'm sure you guys have all seen The Gangbang Challenge Video 2 with Chloe Moretz."
They had. Everyone had. The stream had been viewed close to a billion times; the live video recorded and uploaded to YouPorn, XVideos, Spankbang and any site that would take it. Within a matter of hours it was the most viewed video in Pornhub history and, soon enough, there wasn't a male the world over with a smartphone and a pulse that hadn't watched the illicit clip.
"I know I have. In fact, my wrist still aches a little after I watched it again this morning." She winked at the camera. "But for anyone who didn't see it, Miss Moretz very kindly nominated yours truly to take part in the next installment. So that's what brings me here to the industrial district in Downtown LA. I have eleven men waiting for me in a warehouse near here; each one with a very thick, very long penis that I'm sure he can't wait to stick in all my holes. Think you guys are gonna enjoy watching that?" She grinned at the lens. "So, this warehouse is down a little alley that should be coming up on my left," said Melissa as she glanced at her GPS. "Ah, here we are."
She pulled on the steering wheel and the SUV turned onto a quiet side street. The vehicle pulled up the curb and the cameraman jumped out. He raced around to the other side of the SUV as Melissa opened the door; the videographer training his lens on her as she exited the vehicle.
She looked simply incredible in a knee length, though deliciously form fitting designer overcoat; the expensive garment clinging to her slender body like a second skin ass she climbed out her luxury ride. Her hair hung down in light golden curls, her soft, pouty lips coated a deep shade of red, matching eyeshadow and dark mascara making her bright blue eyes pop like firecrackers. The cameraman followed behind her, pointing his lens at the shapely curve of her ass as she walked.
"Ooh, look. There's some guys over there," said Melissa; the blonde beauty pointing a manicured finger at a group of workmen as they unloaded a lorry a little further down the alley. "They look like they're working hard. Maybe I should give them a little treat, what do you think?" she added, grinning back at the camera lens.
They stopped what they were doing as she approached; the guys tapping each other on the shoulder and pointing in her direction as she strolled through the alley.
"Hey, guys," said Melissa, smiling at them warmly as she made her approach. "You boys hard at work out here?"
"Si," one of them replied.
"We're taking a little break now we've seen you though," added a second in a thick Mexican accent.
Melissa giggled. "Oh, yeah? You guys like what you see, do you?"
There were murmurs of the affirmative. Some of the men nodded their heads enthusiastically.
"Well maybe I should give you boys a better look."
She untied the clasp on her overcoat; the workmen's eyes popping nearly clean from their skulls as she whipped it open, showing off her nude body in all its perky, toned glory. Her luscious B-cup tits sat pertly above her flawless midriff, the slit of shaven pussy poking out from between her beach tanned thighs.
"You like that, boys?" she asked.
"Si," one of them said once more, his friends merely gawking listlessly at the gorgeous starlet as she flashed them right there in the alley.
"Sure looks like you do," she grinned, clocking the numerous tents pitching in their stonewashed jeans. "Well, I'm afraid I've got somewhere to be, boys," she added, the workmen groaning as she closed her coat and re-tied the clasp, "so I'm gonna have to love you and leave you. But make sure you watch my gangbang video. Live right now. Look me up on Facebook. Melissa Benoist. B-E-N-O-I-S-T."
The guys rooted desperately through their pockets and stabbed frantically at their phones; excited exchanges in Spanish taking place as they saw themselves on the screen. Melissa blew them a kiss and departed, the cameraman following behind her as she continued down the alley. She stopped outside a tall black gate a little further down, an imposing looking brick warehouse looming large beyond it.
"Here we are," she said, the gate sliding open as she approached.
Melissa strolled through into the parking lot and untied the clasp on her overcoat once more, this time letting it slide down her arms and fall to the floor as she headed for the building. The camera guy aimed his lens at her rear; the videographer nearly put in a trance as by the rhythmic rise and fall of her peachy, bare ass cheeks as she crossed the vacant lot. She stopped outside a steel shutter and pushed the buzzer beside it.
"Let's see what's behind door number one," she said with a grin.
The shutter opened slowly; agonisingly so for Melissa and her viewers. Once it was about halfway up, Melissa ducked underneath, the cameraman following behind her as she continued inside. The warehouse's automatic lights came on as she strolled into the hallway. A very naked, very muscular and very well hung black man, named Devontae, was stood by the entrance, his huge 11 inch cock primed and ready to go as she entered.
"Mmm, very nice!" she exclaimed, looking at the camera as she dropped to a squat before the tall black stud.
Melissa gripped his dick at the base and stuck out her tongue; the randy blonde looking up at the dark-skinned hunk as she slapped his swollen cockhead against it, before feeding it into her mouth. She bobbed her pretty head; her lips roaming up and down his girthy shaft as she blew him.
"Yeah, suck that dick, baby," Devontae groaned, looking down at the sexy actress as she worked him over.
By now, her lips were venturing up and down his dong like nobody's business; the plump red pair plunging down to the midpoint with each pass she took. She reached down to cup his balls; the fair-haired starlet caressing the swollen pair of jet-black spunk holders as she sucked his dick. Inch after inch of his long, dark wang disappeared between her lips; the pouty set of stark red dickpillows edging nearer and nearer to the base with every motion. One final plunge was all it took; Melissa's cute little nose nestling amongst his neatly trimmed batch of wiry, afro-like pubes as she swallowed his dick right down to the hilt.
"Got damn!!" Jovontae exclaimed; his muscled legs nearly buckling from underneath him as the hot blonde actress deepthroated his massive dong.
But Melissa wasn't done yet and, in a feat that can only be described as witchcraft, the horny starlet pocked her tongue out from under his shaft and lapped at his ballsack; all eleven of his thicky, veiny inches lodged in her mouth and throat as she did so.
"Oh, shit!" said Jovontae; the dark-skinned stud thinking his eyes were deceiving him as his opposite number swallowed his dong AND licked his balls at the same time. "Damn, you nasty, girl!"
"Mmhmm," Melissa replied as she finally came up for air; the gorgeous blonde retrieving his long black pole from her mouth like a seasoned sword swallower. "I sure am!"
She rose to her feet; running her hand across his spit-slicked shaft and past the bulging head, leaving the oversized wang rock hard and throbbing for more as she moved onto the next. Melissa continued through the hallway and onto a second door. She opened it and stepped through into what appeared to be some kind of changing room. Rows of small steel lockers lined the walls, while a number of thin wooden benches were positioned strategically across the floor.
A young Hispanic man named Carlos rose from one of the benches as she entered and walked towards her; the Latin stud every bit as nude, well muscled and well endowed as his predecessor. He grabbed her dominantly and span her around; the chiseled hunk guiding the fair-haired starlet up against the wall. Melissa splayed her hands across the cinderblock wall; the blonde beauty looking back at Carlos as he pressed his dick against the opening of her pussy and pushed his swollen head inside.
"Uhhh! FUCK!!" she gasped as he entered her; the muscled stud driving his cock right down to the base on the first pass.
Carlos didn't let up; he thrust back and forth like his life depended on it, the Latin hunk working all nine of his thick, girthy inches inside her with each pass. He gripped her hips as he bucked wildly behind her; his pelvis clattering repeatedly against her peachy, round ass, his large, swollen dickcrown hitting her g-spot with every motion.
"Oh, shit!" Melissa screamed; the bottle blonde starlet gazing back at her opposite number, her normally flawless features screwed with orgasmic lust as he pounded her out from behind. "You're gonna make me cum on that fucking dick!"
And then, without further ado, she did just that; the pretty actress squealing like a banshee as a violent orgasm ripped through her slender frame.
"Uh, sweet Jesus!" Melissa panted as she came down from orgasm; the randy blonde trembling from head to foot as Carlos prized his giant dong from the depths of her twat.
"Go find the rest of the dicks, mamacita," he said, the Hispanic hunk slapping her on the ass as she departed.
The cameraman followed Melissa to the back of the changing room. She pulled open a double door which led out onto the main warehouse floor. Waiting behind the door were two chiseled white men; Ryan and Nathan. Without a word, they scooped her up off the floor; the shredded duo lifting the actress into the air like she weighed next to nothing.
"Oh, my!" Melissa gasped, the blonde starlet unprepared to be manhandled so ferociously by the two strange men.
But she hadn't seen anything yet, and no sooner had Ryan and Nathan hoisted her into mid air, did they have their thick twin dongs clasped at the base; the muscled pair feeding them into her snug pink holes without hesitation.
"OHH, FUUUCKKK!!!" Melissa screamed as they invaded her; the chiseled duo fillling the horny actresss with a combined 20 inches of veiny, throbbing man beef as they thrust their cocks inside.
The guys held her in place; the gorgeous blonde wedged between their frames like the meat in a sandwich as they double dicked her aching holes. Ryan and Nathan worked their muscled hips back and forth in perfect unison; the pair of studs driving their dicks right down to the base in both her orifices, their equally thick, equallly bulging cockheads probing her g-post and tunnelling through her anal passage with each pass they took.
"FUCK!" Melissa cried, the fair-haired starlet throwing her head back and gazing up at the warehouse ceiling as they worked her over. "Pound my fucking holes with those FAT FUCKING DICKS!"
Ryan and Nathan needed little encouragement in that department. In fact, the chiseled pair were already going at her like there was no tomorrow; their muscled butts bucking like crazy as they drove nearly two feet of thick, girthy prong into the depths of her holes. In no time at all, Melissa orgasmed once more; a second climax even more powerful and earth shattering than the last tearing through her as she came on their giant cocks.
The guys pulled their dicks from her holes and left her down; the muscled pair following behind her as she carried on across the warehouse floor. In the centre of the space, a pristine white mattress was laid out across the floor; Javontae, Carlos and seven more handsome, well hung men surrounding it as they awaited her arrival.
"Ooh, wow!" Melissa grinned as she looked back at the camera. "That's a lot of dick, huh guys?"
She wasn't wrong. Ringing the mattress were no fewer than eleven cocks; every one of the oversized prongs longer, thicker and harder than the one that preceded it. Without a moment's delay, Melissa waded into the centre; the men closing in around her as she dropped to her knees between them. In no time at all, she found herself surrounded; the blonde beauty stranded in a vast plain of freshly barbed fades, carefully slicked back hair, model good looks and neatly trimmed facial hair. Not forgetting rippling biceps, chiseled pecs, cobblestone abs and thick, veiny cocks.
Melissa reached out to grab two dicks; the pretty actress stroking the pair of meaty prongs as she opened her mouth for a third. By now, the men were practically on top of her; the guys behind her slapping their dicks against the top of her head or wrapping strands of her lustrous, bottle blonde hair around their shafts as they jerked off. Those in front were just as frisky; the eager studs pulling their prongs mere inches from her face, drops of precum splattering across her features as she beat themselves off.
Melissa worked her way through as many of the girthy dongs as she could; the blonde beauty handling no fewer than three of the giant fucksticks at a time as she travelled around the circle. She shifted back and forth from cock to cock; black to white and white to black; the actress sucking every one of oversized wangs right down to the balls as she went.
Once she'd seen to all of them, it was time to take things up a gear. The guys stepped up before her one by one; the ripped young hunks thrusting various parts of their anatomy in her face as they took their turns. Some stuffed their cocks between her lips, gripping handfuls of her silky golden hair as they fucked her pretty mouth. Others slapped their dicks against her face while she sucked on their balls, while more stilll turned around and prized open their buttcheeks; the chiseled studs presenting the actress with their wide open, waxstrippped ass crack to bury her face inside.
Before long, Melissa had performed every trick in the blowbangers manual. She slurped and stroked, sucked and jerked, deepthroated, rimmed and tromboned; the blonde starlet executing every one of the impressive skills with the finesse and virtuosity of a Times Square hooker. And it didn't end there. Just when Melissa thought she'd reeled off every oral technique known to mankind, the guys proved otherwise. Two white dudes, Paul and Luke stepped up; their long, girthy cocks gripped at the base and pointed at her face as they stood side by side before her.
"Think you can fit two in there, baby?" asked Paul, he and his friend wagging their cocks menacingly as they looked down at her squatted frame.
"I'll try," said Melissa, the actress reaching up to grab both pricks as she gaped her lips apart.
She fed both their dickheads into her mouth; the large, swollen crowns leaking prespunk across her tongue as she took them inside. The two cocks intersected at the shaft like an Iron Cross; her mouth bulging like a squirrel with a nut as the bulbous, golf ball-sized cockheads poked at the insides of her cheeks. Before long, Paul and Luke had filled her mouth to capacity; the randy starlet sucking both of their thick, lengthy prongs nearly down to the base as they shared her greedy maw.
And that was just the beginning. In fact, no sooner had Paul and Luke prized their cocks from the confines of her mouth, had two more guys stepped up to take a turn. Soon enough, nigh on every stud in the room had paired up with a buddy and stuffed her pretty mouth with a duo of oversized cocks. Melissa swallowed down every pair of dongs that came her way with considerable aplomb. Two white ones. Two olive ones. Two black ones. Sometimes she even mixed and matched; the blonde beauty sucking down cocks of every colour combination possible as she worked her way around the room.
But that wasn't all. Clearly not content with having her mouth stuffed full of cock, Melissa rose from her squatted stance; the gorgeous actress thrusting out her ass too the guys behind her as she handled those in front. Before long, a line had formed behind her; a queue of horny, well-muscled men pulling themselves off as they awaited their turn.
The guys stepped up one at a time; the chiseled studs feeding their thick, veiny prongs into any hole which took their fancy and plowing away until their heart's content. Some went for her pussy, some her ass. But whatever their hole of choice, the guys pumped away at it like there was tomorrow; making Melissa coo and squeal around the cocks in her mouth as they worked her over from behind.
Once everyone had taken a turn in at least one of her holes, it was time for phase three. A black man named Marvin sat back on the mattress, his giant, coal-dark schlong clasped at the base, patting his thigh as he beckoned Melissa to sit. She did as instructed; the fair-haired starlet squatting over his shredded frame as he aligned the head of his dong with the puckered ring of her anus.
"UHH! SWEET JESUS!!" Melissa barked as he entered her; his swollen dickcrown splitting her asshole open as he began to slip inside.
Melissa began to rock up and down atop his shredded frame; her asshole roaming up and down Marvin's penis like a glass elevator, the pink rim venturing further down to the hilt with each pass she took. Before long, she was riding him like a bucking bronco; her shapely, round ass bouncing repeatedly off his pelvis as she hopped on his chiseled frame.
Guys ringed her from all directions once more. Melissa turned her head to her right; the randy blonde taking a second cock in her mouth, while her hands reached out for two more. While she busied herself with the supporting cast, a fifth guy; a Hispanic man named Sergio, knelt between her splayed legs. He pressed his dickhead against the opening to her snatch and fed it inside.
"MMMPF!!!" Melissa murmured around the cock in her mouth; the blonde beauty cumming on the spot as she was stuffed full with yet another thick cut of pulsing man meat.
Marvin and Sergio humped and bucked in perfect syncronicity; the chiseled pair driving their long, veiny cocks into the depths of her ass and pussy alike with each motion. Melissa came over and over; nigh on every joint pass of their girthy twin dongs igniting a new ground shaking climax as they tag teamed her tight pink holes. But even amid a slew of powerful orgasms, Melissa made sure her other duties didn't go neglected. Indeed, she was sucking and slurping, stroking and jerking like a champ; the pretty actress violently beating off any dick that came her way and swallowing a whole host of meaty prongs right down to the hilt no matter how long or thick they might have been.
Every so often, the guys would haul her up from her squatted stance; the man beneath her vacating his position as another replaced him. Soon enough, half the men in the room had taken a turn in her asshole; the horny starlet cumming time and again as a seemingly endless line of girthy, thick wangs were thrust up her rectum. And it wasn't the only orifice getting passed around like a homemade bong by the band of chiseled studs. Indeed, her remaining two holes were getting much the same treatment; muscular men of every race, colour and ethnic background pulling out of her mouth and pussy alike as two others moved in for a go.
Before long, each of the ripped young hunks had taken a turn in every hole she had to offer and, after an hour and change or rampant, no holds barred rutting, they were ready to cum. Melissa knelt on the mattress and men surrounded her; every one of them pulling and jerking their thick, pulsing pricks as they prepared to blow their loads.



"Come on, boys," she grinned. "Gimme all that spunk!"
She didn't have to ask twice. The guys stepped up in their twos and threes; tugging themselves off and dumping their load anywhere that took their fancy. Some aimed their spewing cocks at her face or chest, while others went off in her open mouth; a near non-stop flood of semen painting her upper half and pooling between her lips in equal measure. Some of the guys grew tired of waiting their turn and circled around behind her; the randy males leaving thick globs of spunk in her hair as they jerked off on top of her head. By the time the last man had cum, Melissa had swollen no fewer than four loads of creamy, hot seed, while seven more caked nearly every square inch of her hair, face and tits alike.
"Wow!" Melissa exclaimed as the cameraman moved in for a close up. "Well, I sure enjoyed that. Hope you guys did too. And for the next Gangbang Challenge I nominate Hailee Steinfeld. What do you say, Hailee? Think you can top this?"
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Men took to their couches across the United States and beyond, boxes of tissues stacked halfway to the ceiling as they settled in for the pilot episode of a highly anticipated new television game show. Helmed by Perv Griffin, the mastermind behind the masturbation coma-inducing series Wheel of Porntune, this new show was poised to set viewing figures soaring across the globe.
A title card stretched across screens of every size, colour and picture quality, accompanied by a smooth jazz theme, so corny and downright vomit-inducing that Kenny G, in all his dentist chair-scoring pomp, couldn't have done worse himself. The typeface was a light blue cartoonish bubble. The words: Stiff Competition; all three i's replaced with a thick, veiny penis, complete with globs of ejaculate in place of the dots.
The title card faded as the camera whizzed across a gaudy, poorly constructed game show set, closing in on a neatly groomed man stood centre stage in an unfathomably garish lime green suit, his image projected on a giant plasma screen above his head. The theme tune reached its final notes and a beer-gutted man in a backwards baseball cap counted down on his fingers from behind the camera. He gave a thumbs up and the host began.
"Goooood evening, ladies and gentlemen, and welcome to Stiff Competition. A brand new show hosted by myself, Perv Griffin, and featuring a number of A-list celebrities, all ready to duke it out in the name of charity."
The camera cut to the eight bikini-clad starlets lined up behind the host, beaming pearly white smiles at the lens as the expensive rig panned across the stage. They were; Margot Robbie, Dove Cameron, Kelli Berglund, Vanessa Hudgens, Victoria Justice, Emma Stone, Alison Brie and Nina Dobrev, each of the gorgeous celebs more heavily made up and scantily dressed than the last.
Hair of every colour, tone and style shone under the studio lights. Bright white teeth glistened. Bronzed skin glowed. Expensive jewelry sparkled. Neatly pedicured tooties, painted in every colour of the rainbow, poked out the end of priceless-looking, open toed stilettos. Their designer bikinis, matching red and boasting quite possibly the highest price to fabric ratio in all of fashion, looked better equipped to the slicing of cheese than the covering of one's modesty. Nipples poked through indecently sheer bikini tops, while vaginal lips chewed up wire-thin bottoms to the point that almost nothing remained.
"So," Griffin continued, "as you can see, we have no fewer than eight world famous starlets of, I think it would be fair to say, differing degrees of acting prowess..."
The ladies looked across the stage at one another, each of them trying to pick out the dramatic duds to which he was referring.
"...but equally stunning good looks, competing against each other for your entertainment. The name of the game? Blowjobs. That's right, folks. These lovely ladies- each of them self-proclaimed experts of the oral arts- will be battling it out in hope of being crowned the very first Stiff Competition Suckjob Queen. We have $1,000,000 in prize money up for grabs for these ladies and their chosen charities, and what better incentive could there be than helping out those in need?
"Now, we'll meet each of these women in just a second, but first, allow me to introduce my co-host. A formidable feaster of fucksticks herself, this gorgeous star will be using every ounce of her oral expertise to assist me in tonight's show. Ladies and gentlemen, please give a warm Stiff Competition welcome to Miss Lucy Hale!"
The theme tune reprised as Lucy Hale marched out onto the stage, waving excitedly at the applauding audience as she went. She wore a short, though almost impossibly silky designer dress, her expensive heels clicking as she crossed the busy stage. Her glossy dark brown hair had been cropped just above her shoulders, her gorgeous face heavily made up with what appeared to be a department store shelf's worth of priceless cosmetics.
"Lucy, wow!" said Griffin, taking her dainty hand in his and planting a kiss upon the back of it. "Ravishing as always."
"Thank you, Perv," Lucy giggled. "You don't look too bad yourself. Except for that suit, of course," she added, miming a gagging motion at the audience- the enraptured spectators roaring with laughter.
Griffin proudly adjusted his toxic green tie. He'd been dressing in such a manner for so long, that he started to see his garish suits as an extension of himself and he always wore them with pride, no matter how much of an eyesore they might be.
"OK, Lucy, great to have you here. Now, in addition to helping me with my hosting duties, you will also be overseeing proceedings as a kind of referee. Isn't that right?"
"Sure is, Perv. I'll be keeping a close eye on everything that occurs over the course of the evening, and if any of these little bitches even thinks about cheating, they'll have to answer to me."
The cameraman took a second pan of the celebrity contestants, some gulping nervously as Lucy said her piece.
Griffin grinned. "Well, there you are, ladies. You've been warned. OK, now the contestants have a lot to cram in this evening- so to speak- so let's get on with the show. Who's ready for the first round?"
The camera cut to the audience as they yelled back in excitement.
"So, the first round is the Deepthroat Challenge," Griffin declared. "Pretty self-explanatory really. In just a moment, an incredibly lucky young man with an incredibly long penis will be joining us onstage, and each of these beautiful, A-list women behind me are going to take turns at choking down his big, fat dick. But remember, girls," he added, turning to face the celebs, "the two of you that come up shortest will be eliminated, so you better bring your A-games! OK, without further ado, let's bring out our stud."
A snippet of the theme tune played out once more as a breath-takingly handsome and unspeakably chiseled young black man walked out onto the stage in a pair of red trunks; the few female members of the audience and the celebrity contestants cooing in wonderment as his ultra-muscled form strutted across the platform.
"Good evening, young man," said Griffin, welcoming the new addition. "And what's your name?"
"Whatup, Perv. Name's Jamal."
"Welcome to the show, Jamal. So you were one of a long list of hopeful young men who applied to be on the show. Why don't you tell us a little about the selection process and how you ended up on this stage this evening?"
"Well, Perv, I believe yo' girls backstage went through all the applications an' picked out the best candidates," Jamal explained, in a lazy southern drawl. "Then a buncha us was contacted an' told we made the shortlist."
"I see, and that's where Lucy here entered the picture, correct?"
"Uh huh," said Jamal, exchanging smutty grins with the co-host. "Miss Hale inspected every one-a us personally to see who would be best suited to each round. I whipped out the ol' Kentucky Black Snake here, an' the rest is history," he added, gesturing down to his groin, his red trunks stretched lewdly around the lengthy span of meat coiled away inside.
"So, there you have it, folks," said Griffin. "The simplest methods yield the best results. OK, let's get this show on the road. So, the girls drew lots before the show and it was determined that Miss Dobrev would be taking the first plunge. Nina, up you come."
A spotlight shone on Nina Dobrev and followed her as she strolled to the front of the stage. Griffin looked her up and down as she approached, raising his eyebrows at the camera in appreciation.
"So, Nina, I guess it's kind of apt for the star of Vampire Diaries, that you'll be drawing first blood this evening. Do you think going first in this round will benefit you?"
"Of course, Perv," Nina replied. "After all, I'll be setting the precedent. Laying out my marker that all these girls will have to try and beat. And as you say, as a former vampire, I sure know how to suck! These bitches gonna have their work cut out for them!"
"Wow! Sounds like she means business, huh, guys?" Griffin grinned. "Lucy, over to you."
Griffin stepped aside and his co-host replaced him.
"Thank you, Perv. Right, before we get started, let's take a look at the tool these ladies are gonna be working with," said Lucy, squatting before Jamal and slipping her fingers under the waistband of his trunks.
In a single swift motion, she whipped them down, Jamal's long black cock uncoiling like a snake from a basket. There were audible gasps across the studio as his dick fell free; the flaccid member dangling down almost to his knees, swinging back and forth like Foucault's pendulum.
Lucy grinned. "I know, right. Wait 'til you see it hard! Speaking of which, as well as co-hosting and reffing this event, I'll also be serving as a fluffer. Making sure these dicks are nice and hard at the start of each round. What can I say? I'm a woman of many talents."
"Hey, Lucy, that wasn't part of the deal!" Griffin objected from the edge of the stage, finding no mention of that particular role as he thumbed through his co-star's contract.
"Really?" said Lucy, squatted at Jamal's feet as the camera returned to her. "I could've sworn the producers said something about that. Oh, well, you guys don't have to pay me extra for it. A big, fat cock like this is all the remuneration I require," she smirked, taking the stud's soft, though ultra-long penis in her hands.
Before Griffin or any of the suits backstage could protest further, Lucy parted her lips, feeding the head of Jamal's giant, flaccid cock inside and stroking his shaft as she started to suck. Jamal groaned, his dick growing and stiffening between Lucy's soft lips and even softer hands, her dainty mits roaming along the shaft as she slurped at the spongy brown head. In a matter of moments, his dick was hard as a rock; the dark-haired beauty releasing the now thoroughly swollen crown from her lips with a loud pop.
"Remember what I said about seeing it hard?" she quipped, grinning at the camera as she clasped Jamal's cock at the base. "How big is it again, Jamal?"
"12 inches," he said, smiling with a smugness that only a footlong tube of meat swinging between one's thighs can provide.
"Hear that, ladies?" she grinned, looking back at the contestants. "Camera guy, get a close up of this thing, will you?"
The cameraman did as instructed; capturing the thick black rod in all its fully erect glory and beaming it onto the giant screen for all to see. Jaws dropped across the studio, from the audience to the crew to the spectators; some gawking in such a listless manner they were sucking up passing flies. Even Griffin, a man so devoutly heterosexual he practically radiated testosterone from his eyeballs, was staring in disbelief at the long, coal-dark girder protruding from the black man's groin.
A complex network of thick, juicy veins journeyed up and down the shaft, criss crossing one another like train tracks. His head was swollen up like a big brown ping pong ball, the tip glistening with the puddle of pre-cum pooling inside, and a giant set of balls swung around beneath; the size of Italian plums and filled to the brim with a seemingly endless of supply of piping hot semen.
"OK, Nina, whenever you're ready," said Lucy as she vacated the spot at Jamal's feet.
Nina, staring at the black stud's crotch in perhaps the most lifeless manner of all, remained silent; every ounce of her attention squared at Jamal and his mammoth, jutting schlong.
Lucy grinned and rolled her eyes. "Nina..."
Finally, she got the contestant's attention. "Hmm?"
Lucy gestured towards Jamal's groin. "If you don't want to suck it, I will."
"No, no," said Nina, practically skidding towards the black man's rod on her knees. "I want to suck it."
And suck it, she did. Nina gripped the thick pole with both hands, her dainty paws scarcely encircling its monstrous girth. She steered the crown between her lips and bobbed her pretty head, guiding her pouty pink lips steadily up and down the jet-black shaft, her soft, silken mits taking care of the rest.
"OK, so it appears that Nina here has opted for the softly, softly approach," Lucy observed, relaying the competitor's actions to the camera. "I've never been a fan of this method myself. I don't think I have the patience for it. But a lot of women find it to be very effective. Let's see how it pays off."
By this stage, tents were pitching every which way across the studio; from the audience, to the crew and even Griffin himself, while those at home were dousing their dicks in lube as they readied themselves for masturbation marathons that would put a busload of teenage boys to shame.
Nina sucked slowly, methodically at Jamal's pulsing wang, swallowing down inch after inch of its turgid black length and bathing it in spittle as she went. But as she edged nearer to the base, her smooth, effortless passes started to abate. Coughing and gagging noises began to escape her lips as she choked down his dong. Her eyes started to water, leaving dark trails of smeared mascara running down her cheeks. Nina gazed forward at the neatly-trimmed batch of wiry, afro-like pubes pluming at the base, glaring at the stretch of veiny dark meat that stood in her way.
The audience roared encouragement as she willed herself to the terminus; the brown-haired beauty pushing for the finish line with every ounce of her might. But it was all to no avail. Nina's gag reflex fought against the invading black foe like the British Empire; her constricting throat working overtime to repel its ruthless advance. And with a few inches still to go, her mouth bottomed out; the actress' stubborn gag reflex stopping her from ingesting another solitary centimetre. Despite her best efforts, Jamal's penis ejected itself from her maw; thick ropes of sticky, wet spittle raining from the shaft as she released it from between her lips.
"And that is that, folks," said Lucy, commentating from the sidelines as Nina coughed and wheezed and gasped for air. "A valiant effort, I'm sure you'll agree. Choking down a big, fat cock like that is no day at the beach, believe me. Well done, Nina. Let's see how you did."
From seemingly out of thin air, Lucy produced a coiled up tape measure; the co-host squatting at Jamal's feet and placing the end of the tape at the tip of his wang. A slick coat of spit stretched across a hearty span of his meat and Lucy unraveled the tape along his shaft for what felt like an eternity, finally stopping at the cease of the sheen.
"9.2 inches," she declared, to a chorus of whoops from the dazzled audience. She grinned back at the remaining contestants. "There's your benchmark, ladies. Not bad at all. How about a round of applause? Nina Dobrev, everyone!"
Nina wiped the spit from her mouth and waved at the cheering crowd as she rejoined her fellow contestants at the rear of the stage.
"Well, how about that, folks?" said Griffin, marching across the stage. "What a great start! Our next contestant is Miss Emma Stone. Emma..."
Emma Stone sauntered to the front of the stage, heels thudding on the cheap plywood floor.
"Now, Emma, we've got a lot of beautiful women in the studio this evening. Blondes, brunettes. As the sole redhead on tonight's show, how does it feel to be flying the flag for all those gingers out there?"
"It feels great, Perv!" Emma beamed in response. "We gingers are an underrated bunch, and I truly believe that redheaded women are among the sexiest on the planet. And you know what these locks of red hair signify, don't you, Perv?" she asked, running her fingers through her light auburn curls.
"No, Emma. What do they signify?"
"Fire! We redheads bring the heat to every situation. And that's just what I'll be doing tonight!"
"OK, well she talks a big game, huh, guys?" said Griffin, turning to address the audience. "Let's see if she has the skills to back it up. Emma, take it away."
Emma took long, purposeful strides towards Jamal; the tawny actress all business as she marched across the stage.
"You," she said, pointing a manicured finger at him as she approached, "lay down."
There were a few quizzical looks from the crowd and her fellow contestants.
"Hmm," Lucy murmured with genuine intrigue. "What's going on here, then?"
Jamal laid his bulky dark frame across the studio floor, his huge black cock standing tall like a thick flesh spire. He gazed upwards as Emma squatted over his supine form and set her ass down on his face.
"Ah, of course," said Lucy. "The 69. Now, the 69 often gets overlooked as a deepthroating position, but let me tell you, guys, it can be a very fruitful one. The problem with it is, it's hard to concentrate on the job at hand if there's a guy's tongue buried in your slizz. But, Emma here is a consummate professional and I'm sure she'll be willing to forgo such delights for the good of the cau-"
"Come on!" barked a voice from off-screen, cutting Lucy off mid-sentence with expert comic timing. The camera cut to Emma as she straddled Jamal's face; the redhead looking back at the dark-skinned stud as she smothered him with her ass. "Get that tongue in my pussy!"
"OK, maybe not," said Lucy as the camera returned to her. "Well, who knows, maybe the pleasure derived from that long, thick tongue will spur her onto greater things. Never underestimate the power of the orgasm!"
Jamal peeled Emma's g-string to the side, her vaginal lips already sticky with arousal. He stuck out his tongue and lapped at her slick pink cooze, making Emma moan as she fed his swollen dickhead between her lips. By now, audience and crew members alike were stroking their dicks unabashedly through the fabric of their pants; phalli of every length, girth and colour testing their various garments to their limits as they throbbed away beneath the sheer fabrics.
From here, a two-way oral assault quickly ensued as man and woman alike gobbled at each other's genitals with equal skill and ferocity. On the bottom, Jamal had a firm grip on Emma's ass; the young black hunk prizing apart her lilywhite butt cheeks with his long, dark fingers as he scoffed at her drooling twat.
While, on top, Emma had her arms wrapped around his meaty thighs, using them for leverage as she bobbed and dipped at his jutting groin, all manner of muffled coos and groans escaping her glossy pink lips as they roamed up and down his dong. Inches of veiny dark meat came and went; the redheaded actress seeing away Jamal's monstrous length with consummate ease as she ate his dick for dinner.
But before long, just as Lucy had predicted, Jamal's own ministrations began to take their toll. Indeed, the handsome black man had been lapping away at Emma's twat with considerable gusto since minute one and now, after such a promising start, the actress' performance was starting to suffer as a result.
Emma continued to choke down Jamal's rod as best she could, but soon the young stud's ceaseless tonguing at her dripping snatch was too much for the redhead to handle. Her body started to quiver; trembling from head to foot as his skilled tongue flicked at her pulsing bud, and with a hardy span of thick black meat left unconquered, the auburn starlet was forced to expel.
"AHHH!! FUCKKK!!!" she cried, Jamal's dick dislodging in a sluice of slimy, wet spittle, a rapturous orgasm tearing through her system as he tongued her to ecstasy.
"Oh, dear," said Lucy, looking genuinely sympathetic as she watched on from the sidelines. "I feared that may happen. Well, you can't blame a girl for trying, huh? I applaud the attempt, Emma. Let's see how you did, girl."
Emma rose shakily to her feet as Lucy moved in to measure her progress.



"8.6," she announced. "Hard luck, Emma. You didn't manage to match Nina's attempt, but you did have one heck of an orgasm. So, I think we know who the real winner is here! Let's hear it for Emma Stone!"
The crowd whooped and applauded as Emma returned to her fellow contestants, still wobbling slightly from the force of her climax. From here, the girls were called up one by one- Vanessa Hudgens, Dove Cameron, Alison Brie- every one of the gorgeous celebs taking turns to suck down Jamal's wang and achieving lengths that would put a brothel full of Amsterdam hookers to shame. 9.6. 10.3. 11.1. Each set of shiny pink lips seemed to glide further down Jamal's pole and nearer to the finishing post than the last, while still falling short of that elusive white tape. All, that was, until the final contestant stepped up to the plate.
"Well, this has been one hell of a deepthroat competition, hasn't it, folks?" asked Griffin, the host paying no mind to the raging erection snaking down his pant leg as he did his piece to camera.
The audience cheered in response.
"Well, it's not over yet and we have one more A-list contestant yet to strut her stuff. Margot, it's your time to shine."
Margot Robbie marched to the front of the stage, catcalls and wolf-whistles ringing around the studio as she struck a number of model-worthy poses for the enraptured audience.
"Hi, Margot," said Griffin, looking the blonde actress up and down in as lecherous a manner as everyone else. "Great to have you here, all the way from Australia."
"Ooooh!" the audience cooed, murmuring with excitement at the mere mention of the exotic, far off land.
"Thanks, Perv," Margot replied. "I'm a very proud Aussie and I'll be representing my country to the best of my ability this evening."
"Well, I'll be expecting big things from you tonight, Margot. After all, going down under should be second nature for a born and bred Australian." The audience laughed. "Over to you, Margot. Let's see how you do it in the South Pacific."
Margot crossed the stage and squatted before Jamal, gripping his dick at the base. She gaped her lips apart and fed his dong inside; the Aussie starlet clearly not intent on wasting any time as she sucked down half his length on the first pass.
"Ooh, look at that, folks," said Lucy. "Straight in there! No messing around here. A girl after my own heart. That's it, Margot. Make that dick yours, girl!"
That was an area in which Margot needed little encouragement. In fact, the blonde actress had already laid such an ardent claim to Jamal's genitals that he should have had 'Property of Margot Robbie' tattooed across the shaft. Indeed, the Australian beauty was bobbing away Jamal's groin like nobody's business, sucking and slurping away at his coal-black wang like a woman possessed. Strands of silky golden hair swished across her tanned shoulders, endless trails of viscid, wet saliva trickling from his shaft and pooling between her stilettos as she chowed down on his rod.
By this stage, Jamal's dick had been tended to by no fewer than eight A-list stars; each one hell bent on choking his girthy dark schlong right down to the hilt. None had managed it (yet), but how the young man had withstood such a ruthless campaign of non-stop oral assaults would have left the greatest minds the world has ever seen scratching their heads in bemusement all the same.
Inch after inch vanished between her lips; the fair-haired starlet sucking down his mammoth schlong like a child with a popsicle. By now Jamal's stern resistance was starting to wane. His shaft throbbed against her tongue, his bulging brown head swelling further by the second as it tunnelled into her oral cavity, the wide open tip leaking its sticky goo in the furthest reaches of her maw.
Margot started to cough and splutter around the giant member pulsing away in her mouth, but she pushed on all the same; the blonde beauty willing herself to the finish line with persistence and determination that was second to none. The remaining contestants watched on in awe; the dumbstruck celebs muttering words of amazement as they watched the maestro at work.
"Damn!" exclaimed Victoria Justice. "Look at her go!"
"Girl ain't playin' around!" said Kelli Berglund.
"And I thought I could deepthroat!" added Alison Brie, gazing at Margot in bewilderment as she choked down Jamal's wang.
Margot reached around and gripped his ass as she neared the home stretch, digging her well-kept nails into his muscular flesh as she went for the final plunge. Jamal's cock was throbbing like an athlete's ticker as the tip pushed past Magot's tonsils, causing her chest to heave. Every fibre of her being was screaming for her to release the beast; to retract the girthy black snake before it slithered right down her chest. The Aussie actress had booked her spot in the second phase some time ago, and had choked down so much of Jamal's rod that she'd probably won the round already. But as far as she was concerned, the job was not complete. She wouldn't be satisfied until every inch had disappeared.
And the spectators seemed to echo the sentiment; the enraptured audience breaking out in a boisterous, studio-wide chant as Margot's pouty pink lips drew ever near to Jamal's pelvis.
"All the way! All the way!" some began to chant, others joining until the raucous rallying cry was chorused from wall to wall.
Lucy joined in, as did Griffin and most of the crew. Even some of the other contestants were chanting along with the rest, the gorgeous celebs paying little heed to the event's competitive format as they spurred their supposed rival to the hilt. By now, Jamal was trembling like a leaf; his sinewy frame quaking violently as the A-list starlet swallowed his pulsing dong. A thick wad of creamy, off-white spunk was brewing in his balls, his swollen helmet pumping away in the darkest recesses of her gullet.
The crowd's chant had the desired effect and with one final push, Margot's plump set of glossed up prick pillows puckered at Jamal's crotch, her nose burrowing into his neatly sheared pubic bush as every inch of his coal-dark wang lodged in her oral cavity. The feeling of Margot's lips pressing against his groin tipped Jamal over the edge and he placed a hand at the back of her head; roaring like a Bengal tiger as he pumped a gooey load of rich, burning cum straight down her throat.
And once Jamal had shot his wad, men throughout the studio and across the globe were following suit. Dicks were going off like rockets from the Midwest to the Middle East, while those in the studio were firing semen misiles straight down their pant legs and ruining garments of every type, style and price tag along the way.
"UUUHHH!!!" cried Jamal, Margot chugging down his seed as it gushed from his dong like a burst water main; the copious wad filling her stomach almost to the brim by the time it finally ceased.
At first, the crowd was speechless; mouths agape across the enchanted audience, the studio so silent you could hear a pin drop. Then, they broke out in cheer; a thunderous roar that made tripods and light stands shake across the quaking studio. Jamal retracted, further drops of thick, gloopy nut dripping from his tip as he withdrew his giant dong, Margot gasping for air as he freed it from her esophagus.
"Strewth! She's only gone and bloody well done it, mates!" Lucy exclaimed in her best attempt at an Australian accent; which in true American fashion was more a mixture of English and Irish, with a little South African thrown in for good measure. "No need to measure that one, huh? Looks like we've got our winner, Perv!"
"Sure does, Lucy," Griffin agreed, making no attempt to cover the wet patch in the crotch of his pants, as his sticky ejaculate soaked into the expensive wool. "That's right, guys. Our first round champ this evening is none other than Queensland's finest. The Wonder From Down Under. Miss Margot Robbie!"
Margot rose to her feet as the crowd cheered, giving a grateful curtsy as they applauded her astonishing performance.
"Margot has won a cool $100,000 for her chosen charity and, more importantly, this highly coveted Stiff Competition medal."
Lucy approached from the side of the stage, exchanging cheek kisses with the victorious blonde as she hung the medal around her neck. A glossy, cream-coloured brooch, that looked remarkably like a drop of semen, dangled between her breasts. Margot kissed the brooch and held it aloft like an Olympic gold, the crowd applauding her once more.
""We've seen some mighty fine cocksuckers here this evening," Griffin went on. "Head bobbers so skilled they could give Riley Reid a run for her money. They're all winners in my book. But as I said at the start of the show, only six of these ladies can advance to the second round and I'm afraid it's Emma and Nina who will be leaving us at this early stage."
The crowd groaned with disappointment.
"Hard luck, ladies. A valiant effort from you both, but I'm afraid you just came up that little bit short. But don't worry, you won't leave empty handed. Jamal here's gonna escort you backstage to ensure that both you ladies leave with a smile on your face. Ladies and gentleman, Emma Stone and Nina Dobrev."
The audience clapped and Jamal crossed the stage. His now half-hard cock swung between his thighs as he wrapped his arms around the two losing women, turning their frowns upside down as he led them to the side of the stage. The remaining contestants looked on with envy, some secretly wishing they'd been eliminated instead as the ultra-chiseled, monstrously hung man guided their bested opponents backstage.
"Well, I hope you enjoyed that, folks," Griffin announced, addressing the nearest camera. "We're gonna take a short break, but don't go anywhere, 'cause in just a moment our three winners- that's Margot, Alison and Victoria- will be choosing their partners for the next round. What's the next round, I hear you ask? Cock Sharing. That's right, guys. Three lucky young men will each have two of these lovely ladies squatted at their feet when we return. But first, a word from our sponsor."
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Since the start of the month, men across Los Angeles had been stumbling upon an explicit, and somewhat illicit, personal ad in various locations throughout the city. Now, with Christmas approaching, it seemed to be everywhere they went; sports venues, nightclub bathrooms and outside frat houses, not to mention plastered across social media and posted on any Internet forum worth its salt. It read as follows;
I'm dreaming of a white Christmas,
And some big, fat cocks to blow!
Pretty 23 y.o black girl seeks big white schlongs for wild festive blowbang. Send dick pics to xxx
Zendaya's phone had started blowing up within minutes of posting the first ad and hadn't let up since; the young black actress inundated with an ungodly volume of lewd pictures at all times of the day and night. She trawled through the trove of images at regular intervals; saving those that met her stipulations and deleting the ones that didn't.
As she'd expected, the phalli flooding her inbox came in all manner of colours and sizes. Some were black, some brown, some olive, some yellow. Others were of an unusual shape or simply didn't measure up. Once she'd sorted the wheat from the chaff, Zendaya got to hand picking some of her faves. Some were harder to cut than others, but after much deliberation, the ebony starlet had landed on her chosen few. She punched out a text and sent it to the lucky winners.
Congratulations! You've made the cut. Cum to 1372 West 23rd Street, 90256 at 8pm on Christmas Eve, and bring those fat white cocks with you! 😉
*
Cars of every make, model and year pulled into a warehouse parking lot in downtown LA at the specified time on December 24th. Men of varying ages, physical builds and degrees of attractiveness filed in through the open shutter and convened on the warehouse floor, swigging from beer bottles and passing around joints, exchanging thoughts and theories about their female host as they awaited her arrival.
Then, a little after 8.30, a door opened at the far end of the warehouse, every set of eyes in the vicinity fixed on Zendaya as she marched across the factory floor. Some knew full well who she was, while others didn't have the first clue and couldn't have cared less. But regardless of their degree of recognition, the guys agreed on one thing; she looked simply incredible in her festive get up. She wore a skimpy red dress that clung to her body like a second skin, the furry white hem barely extending past the peachy spheres of her ass, a set of thigh high white heeled boots rounding off the ensemble. Her curly dark hair hung gracefully about her shoulder blades, her gorgeous facial features dabbed, powdered, glossed and otherwise adorned with all manner of expensive cosmetics.
Zendaya approached her assembled studs and waded into the fray; no fewer than fifteen hung white men ringing her from all angles as they closed in around her. She dropped to her knees as the men took out their cocks; the long, girthy poles pointing at her dark face like white flesh arrows. One man placed a hand at the back of her head and fed his cock between her lips; plunging the lengthy wang right down to the balls. She choked it down with consummate ease, reaching up and gripping two more and stroking them vigorously as the men in front of her fucked her mouth.
Zendaya worked her way around the circle, choking every one of the thick white prongs down to the hilt as she went. Some of the guys gripped handfuls of her carefully styled hair as they plowed her pretty mouth, while others stood there, cocks at full mast, as they let the dark-skinned starlet do her thing. She sucked and slurped, stroked and jerked, the black beauty treating all fifteen of the oversized dongs to the multitude of tricks her skilled mouth and hands were capable of. She tongued at slits, encircled heads, lapped at shafts and sucked on balls; the ebony babe performing every one of the skills and techniques with the finesse and expertise of an experienced pornstar.
But she wasn't done yet. In fact, she had only just gotten started, and no sooner had she handled every one of the girthy white cocks individually, had she started tackling them in pairs. At one stage, she had two grasped at the base; the horny actress shifting back and forth swiftly from one to the other, choking down one of the girthy white schlongs, before switching to the next. At another, she had two in her mouth at once, the dark-skinned beauty slurping greedily at both the veiny shafts as she squeezed them between her lips.
And it didn't end there. And once she'd handled every cock at least twice, a leather armchair was wheeled into the centre of the circle. Where it had come from nobody was quite sure, but they beckoned Zendaya up onto it all the same; the actress laying on her back across the seat, her head hanging over the edge as her band of studs formed a line before her.
One by one they stepped up to the plate; every one of the endowed white men presenting her with a part of their intimate anatomy to pleasure with her mouth. Some fed their dicks back between her lips and fucked her mouth once more. Others squatted over her and dipped their balls in her mouth. While more still, turned around and backed up towards her, presenting her with a male asshole, some waxed, some hairy, to plunge her tongue inside. Saliva smeared across her lips and chin and trickled down her face as the guys took their turn in her mouth. Mascara blotched around her eyes. False lashes came loose and clung to her forehead.
Finally, after an hour plus of rampant face-fucking, the guys were ready to cum. Someone scooped her up from the armchair and set her down on her knees. They guys surrounded her once more; pointing their dicks at any part of her upper body they could get to as they stroked them vigorously.
Two guys went off at nearly the exact same time; splashing either side of her face with streaks of hot seed. And that was just the beginning. Before long, the men were shooting loads at her from every conceivable angle. Some hit her full in the face, splattering over her nose, lips and across her eyes. Others aimed their goop at her hair, thick trails of the creamy, off-white seed making a mess of her wavy black locks, while more still stood behind and beat off onto the top of her head. By the time they were done, Zendaya was bathed in jism from the shoulders up; nigh on every square inch of her dark features painted white with volumes of Causasian spunk.
"Wow!" she exclaimed, her eyes glued shut with the ropes of hot seed coating her pretty face. "Now that's what I call a white Christmas!"
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* COMMERCIAL *
The commercial faded in from black as Dove Cameron strutted into frame. Her breasts jiggled delightfully beneath her loose-fitting cami top; the garment's sheer white fabric doing little to halt the daring escape of her puffy pink nipples. Her scanty top was tucked into a pair of high-waisted denim shorts; the frayed hems barely extending past the peachy, round spheres of her ass. A pair of zip up ankle boots rounded off the ensemble, the black suede contrasting perfectly with her smooth alabaster skin. Dove stepped into the centre of the frame and turned to face the camera, the editor cutting to a close up as she lowered her red heart-shaped sunglasses.
"Oh, hey," she said, peering over the plastic frames and into the camera lens.
The whole thing was unspeakably amateurish; the ad boasting acting and production values that made the average daytime commercial look like an Oscar-winning short. The camera cut to a similarly framed close up of a bespectacled man in a white shirt and bow tie; a geek look so stereotypical it could have been plucked from the frames of a John Hughes movie. The geek pointed at himself, mouthing 'me?' as he looked into the camera lens.
"Yes, you," said Dove as the camera returned to her. "Do you wanna fuck me?"
The geek, wearing a comically bemused look on his face and bearing all the acting prowess of a length of 2X4, peered over his shoulder at the black curtain behind him. Seeing that he was the only one there, he looked back at the camera, nodding enthusiastically.
"Yeah, you do wanna fuck me, don't you?" asked Dove in the sexiest, breathiest voice she could muster, every passing syllable more sultry than the last. "You wanna fuck me hard."
The geek nodded again, his four-eyed, zip-dotted face lit up like the Fourth of July at that very prospect.
Dove peeled the crotch of her jean shorts to the side, bearing her freshly shaven snatch for the camera. "You wanna bury your cock in this tight pink twat and fuck me 'til I scream your name, don't you?"
The geek nodded once more, licking up stray drops of drool from his lips.
"Well, dream on, loser," Dove said abruptly, recovering her cooze as she adjusted her shorts. "I wouldn't let a dweeb like you anywhere near my pussy. Especially with that pathetic little thing dangling between your thighs."
The camera cut to a close up of the geek's midriff. He was naked from the waist down, his flaccid, three inch wang hanging out for all (or, more accurately, anyone with a high-powered telescope) to see. He gasped in embarrassment; the bespectacled dork showcasing his hilariously abysmal acting chops once more as he covered himself with his hands.
"In fact, I don't think any girl would let you fuck them with that measy little prick. That's why you sit inside playing Dungeons and Dragons every night, isn't it? No girl will go near you, will they? You're gonna die a virgin, aren't you, you hopeless little worm?"
The geek nodded, staring down at the floor with a hangdog expression.
"Well, never fear," said Dove, her voice suddenly sounding rather more chipper, as she stepped up beside her co-star, "the answer to your loneliness is here, with Dove's Dazzling Dickstroker!"
She whipped out a black plastic tube from behind her back and held it aloft. The camera cut to a close up, revealing the tube to be some form of fleshlight; Dove's signature etched in pink across the plastic handle.
"Dove's Dazzling Dickstroker is modelled on my very own pussy and comes with this free bottle of warming lube," she held up a miniscule bottle of oil, "to ensure this plastic poon feels just like the real thing!"
The words: additional bottles: $29.99, flashed at the bottom of the screen. Dove handed the fleshlight to her co-star, who peered between its plastic lips.
"Looks like real!" he exclaimed, eyes wide and mouth agape.
"Feels like real!" he added, the fleshlight clutched in his hand, two fingers sinking into its plastic depths.
"AND with my 100% touch-the-sides guarantee," Dove went on, "you can rest assured that this prosthetic pussy will grip tight around your cock, no matter how small it might be."
She pointed down at her co-star's wang and the camera switched to a close up; his teeny pecker now fully erect and grown to a mighty four inches.
"So don't waste time beating off with your hands." The camera cut to her co-star as he pulled his puny prong. "Try Dove's Dazzling Dickstroker TODAY!"
The words: MSRP $74.99, scrolled across the screen. The geek worked the fleshlight along his four inch shaft, his face screwed in a ridiculously over the top manner, groaning loudly as he blew his load inside it. The camera returned to Dove and she winked at the lens. A voice over played over the commercial's final frame; the words spat out at such rapid pace, they were almost indecipherable.
"Maycausechafing.Ifpenisgetsstuckseekmedicalattention.DoveCameronisnotliableforanyinjuriessustainedthroughuseofthisproduct."
* END OF COMMERCIAL *
Perv Griffin and Lucy Hale stood centre stage as the show returned, the title card fading as a cameraman took a pan of the studio.
"Welcome back to Stiff Competition," Griffin announced. "Now, before the break we waved goodbye to two of our contestants; Nina Dobrev and Emma Stone."
"Awwww!" the audience whined.
"Hey, don't feel too bad for them," Lucy interjected. "Last I saw, they were having plenty of fun backstage. Oh, look! There they are now."
An image of the two eliminated contestants appeared on the screen above their heads. Both women were squatted at Jamal's feet, working their twin sets of shiny pink lips up and down his long black cock.
"Yeah," Lucy went on, "they look perfectly OK to me. Oh, that reminds me, I was having a little trouble with my mic before the ad break."
Lucy unhooked her clip on mic from the bodice of her dress (affixed between her breasts at the start of the show by an incredibly lucky production assistant), the device giving off a loud crackle as she crushed it in her palm.
"See." She opened her hand, revealing that her state of the art microphone had snapped into two mangled pieces. "I better get it fixed."
Lucy vanished off stage, quickly reappearing on the giant plasma screen as she joined Nina and Emma at Jamal's groin. Griffin laughed nervously as the three women shared the thick dark rod above him.
"Anyway, we have six gorgeous women still with us, who are itching to get on with round two. So let's get to it. Round two, as I said before the break, is the Cock Sharing round and our three winners from round one will have the pleasure of choosing their partners for this next phase. Margot came in first so she'll take the first pick. Margot..."
Margot Robbie, still wearing her first round medal, strolled to the front of the stage and stood beside the host.
"So, Margot, who would you like to assist you in this next round?" Griffin asked. "You can have Kelli, Vanessa or Dove."
"Hmm, well they all impressed me in the first round," Margot stated, remaining diplomatic, "but I think I'm gonna go with Vanessa. I love the way she attacked that cock and made it her own."
The image on the screen cut to a slow mo highlights reel of Vanessa's first round performance, before returning to the live pictures.
"A very fine choice, indeed," Griffin declared. "Vanessa, come on down and join your teammate."
Vanessa Hudgens joined Margot at the front of the stage and gave her a warm hug. Once the first pairing had been decided, the two remaining winners selected their partners. Alison Brie picked Kelli Berglund; citing the blonde's impressive saliva production as the reason for her selection, while Victoria Justice chose (or, rather, was stuck with) Dove Cameron; the former Disney star feeling like the fat kid in gym class as she was picked last for the upcoming round.
With the teams decided and the round set to begin, a nervous-looking PA appeared on the giant screen. He gave Lucy a tap on the shoulder, informing the dark-haired starlet that her presence was required onstage. Lucy reluctantly released Jamal's dick from her mouth, the PA quickly affixing a new microphone to her dress as she returned to the stage.
"There, all sorted." She wiped her mouth suggestively as she rejoined her co-host.
"Right," said Griffin. "So, as I said earlier, we have three studs waiting backstage to assist us in this round, so what do you say we bring them out?"
The crowd cheered.
"OK, guys, out you come."
A loud whoop went up from the women in the audience, the remaining contestants and the female co-host, as three good-looking, muscle bound men strutted out onto the stage. One was white, one black and the other Latino; all three of them nothing short of perfect male specimens. Hair had been carefully sculpted in a variety of different styles. Designer stubble marked their ultra chiseled jawlines. Biceps bulged. Pecs stood firm like slabs of concrete. Endless tiers of cobblestone abs spanned their sculpted midriffs. And, of course, every one of them was packing something fierce in the underwear department; all three of the muscled young studs appearing to have a slab of Hungarian salami stuffed down their shorts.
"Evening, fellas," said Griffin, the only person on stage whose jaw wasn't scraping the floor. "Good to have you here. Now, this round, as I just explained to our audience, is the Cock Sharing round, which means each of you guys will have two of these lovely ladies twosing up those big, long cocks of yours. Think you can handle that?"
"Just two?" the black man answered. "Shit, man, bring 'em all on. I could take all six at once!"
"Me too," the white guy agreed. "Your co-host can join too, if she likes."
Griffin chuckled. "Well, maybe later."
Spotting a glint in Lucy's sparkling green eyes, Griffin put an arm across his co-host's chest; stopping her before she marched across the stage and mounted the three men like a cowgirl at a rodeo.
"OK, so the ladies' aim for this round is to make their guy cum the fastest. The four that do so will advance to the next round. The remaining pair will be heading home. And, to ensure that this round is a level playing field, each of these guys has abstained for 48 hours prior to the show. Isn't that right, fellas?"
"Uh huh," said the black man.
"Si," added the Hispanic.
"Uhh...yeah. Two days. Totally," said the white guy, his piercing blue eyes shifting nervously back and forth.
His answer was markedly less assured than his two companions. In fact, it didn't sound like the light skinned stud had staved off sexual activity for two minutes, let alone two days. Lucy gave a knowing smirk, quickly wiping it off her face as her co-host glared at her from across the stage.
"Great," said Griffin. "OK, Lucy here will explain the rules then we'll get this round underway. Lucy..."
"Thanks, Perv. Right, so the rules for this round are very simple," Lucy explained, turning to face the contestants. "Make your guy cum as quick as you can using your mouths, hands and titties ONLY. No pussies. No assholes. Is that clear?"
The girls murmured in response.
"I said, 'is that clear?'"
"Yes, Lucy," the contestants replied in unison.
"Good. OK, so Alison and Kelli will be going first. Now, my favourite thing about this round is that I get to choose which girls go with which guy."
Griffin looked perplexed on the other side of the stage. "Actually, Lucy..."
Lucy went and stood beside the black guy, putting her hand on his broad, dark shoulder. "I think I'll put you two with this guy," she said, indicating her selection before her co-host could interject. "What's your name again, honey?"
"DeAndre."
"Oh, yes. That's right," said Lucy. "You know, I think you could do with a chair, DeAndre. What do you say?"
"Well, I think I'll be OK without..."
"Great! We'll get you one. Boys!"
The spotlight followed two young men; one white, one black, as they wheeled a white leather futon across the stage. Both men were every bit as handsome and well-muscled as the three that had gone before, and Lucy watched them intently as they rolled the piece of furniture into place.
"Thanks, boys," she said, marvelling at their taut steel buns as they headed back across the stage. "Actually, maybe I should escort those two young men backstage," she added, already in hot pursuit of the pair of studs as she marched off after them. "We don't want them getting lost now, do we?"
Griffin rolled his eyes. "Come back, Lucy," he sighed, stopping the actress in her tracks. "You're supposed to be reffing this event, remember?"
"Ugh! Fiiine," Lucy whined, pouting like a sullen child as she returned to centre stage. "OK, DeAndre, lose those trunks and take a seat."
DeAndre tugged down his tight red smalls, his long dark rod shooting out like a jack-in-the-box. He took a seat on the futon in wait of the two women. Alison and Kelli stood side by side like a pair of statues, staring listlessly at the black man's pole.
"Come on, girls," said Lucy with a wily grin. "That dick's not gonna suck itself now, is it?"
Alison and Kelli dropped to their knees before DeAndre, one beside the other between his splayed black thighs.
"OK, so your time starts when you first touch that dick," Lucy announced, peering over the kneeling duo with a stopwatch poised in her hand.
The girls reached out and took hold of DeAndre's wang.
"And they're off!" Lucy exclaimed, practically bellowing it like she was starting the Kentucky Derby. She hit the button on the stopwatch and the second round was underway.
Time was of the essence and Alison and Kelli were keen not to waste it. Alison wrapped her lips around DeAndre's head and gave it a suck, two silken paws roaming down the shaft as her teammate took care of the balls.
"Ah, yes," said Lucy, commentating from the sidelines. "One on the cock and one on the balls; a staple of the two girl blowjob. I always do this with my girlfriends when we share a dick. Though it's usually them on the balls. Once I get hold of a cock, I don't give it up easily!"
DeAndre leant back on the plush white futon and propped himself up with his arms. He tipped his head back and gazed up at the studio ceiling, groaning with pleasure as the two girls shared his genitals. By now, Alison was bobbing steadily at his towering groin, her full, pouty lips venturing up and down his long, girthy pole. Meanwhile, Kelli was sucking on his balls; the stunning blonde drenching each of the large black orbs in saliva as she guzzled them in turn.
The girls had gotten off to a flying start; the A-list duo working in tandem as they shared DeAndre's junk. But it didn't take long for their flawless teamwork to start to falter. With DeAndre's balls thoroughly bathed in volumes of her spittle, Kelli began to look up at Alison with increasing jealousy as the black man's giant rod throbbed and pulsed between her lips; the brown-haired beauty sucking away at the mammoth schlong like she didn't have a care in the world.
"OK, my turn now, Alison," Kelli declared, grasping DeAndre's wang at the base and attempting to prize it from her partner's mouth.
"Uh uh," Alison replied, releasing the dick from between her lips but keeping a firm grip on the thick, veiny shaft. "I'm not done yet."
Alison quickly returned DeAndre's prong from whence it came, slurping at the girthy black monster with more gusto than ever before. At first, Kelli was aghast; the fair-haired starlet rendered utterly speechless by her supposed teammate's selfishness and greed. Then the anger kicked in. Her blood started to boil, her otherwise gorgeous face glowing red like a fire truck. This was supposed to be the Cock Sharing round, and thus far her partner hadn't shared but one single inch of that tar-black pole. Kelli was seething; her slender body trembling with rage as the brown-haired bitch beside her hoarded DeAndre's cock to herself.
"Give it here, bitch!" she barked, gripping the dick once more and attempting to wrestle it from her teammate's grasp.
"Mmpf!" Alison yelped as she felt DeAndre's rod yank free from her mouth, the large, swollen cockhead ejecting from between her lips in a spray of spit. "Hey! I wasn't finished!" she spat in anger, retaining her vice-like grip on Andre's wang and pulling at the long black pole like a rope in a tug of war.
DeAndre looked down at the gorgeous duo bickering between his knees, the young black man grinning from ear to ear as the two smoking hot white women literally fought over his coal-dark wang. The girls were wrenching and yanking his dong every which way, inflicting no small amount of pain upon the dark-skinned hunk as they wrestled for its possession. But DeAndre was loving it all the same; the handsome stud happier than a pig in shit as the A-list duo warred for his jet-black meat.
Lucy chuckled as she watched the two girls go at it; the high-tempered bout taking the brunette back to certain other all-star encounters from her past.
"Reminds me of the wrap parties we used to have at Pretty Little Liars," she declared. "Ashley Benson used to do that all the time. One time she yanked a cock out my mouth so hard it nearly chipped one of my teeth! I stopped sharing dicks with her after that. But no biggie. She couldn't suck a cock to save her life, anyway. Stick to eating pussy, Ashley." She winked at the camera lens. "That's more your speed."
Meanwhile, Alison and Kelli were battling away more ferociously than ever; the warring duo damn near yanking DeAndre's dong straight from his groin as they tugged it this way and that.
"Fine!" Alison shrieked, finally giving into her teammate's efforts. "You want this dick, bitch? Take it!"
Alison placed a hand at the back of Kelli's head and forced her down onto DeAndre's dick; the blonde's eyes bulging like a cartoon character as his jet black pipe plunged into her mouth.
"Yeah, that's it, slut!" Alison barked, continuing to push her teammate's head down on the black man's rod with little regard for her wellbeing. "Suck that fucking dick!"
Kelli coughed and gagged around the girthy tool as it bore deep into her throat, little rivers of mascara running down her cheeks as she swallowed its length. Before long, Alison started to notice that her partner was no longer in need of assistance, and she watched on with begrudging awe as her blonde counterpart choked down DeAndre's dong; seeing away every thick black inch that came her way with considerable aplomb. And soon enough, the entire thing had gone; her glossy pink lips pecking at his groin as his coal-dark rod vanished into her mouth.
"OK, that's enough," said Alison, gripping a handful of Kelli's hair and tugging on the shiny locks like a set of golden reins.
Whether she was jealous of her teammate's accomplishment or just wanted DeAndre's dick for herself, it wasn't entirely clear, but whatever her reasons, Alison yanked at those glossy blonde strands like a schoolyard bully, expelling the long black cock from the depths of Kelli's maw in the blink of an eye.
"Argh! You BITCH!" Kelli screamed, incensed by her partner's dirty trick.
"You had your turn, blondie," Alison retorted, pulling the cups of her bikini top to the side and baring her perky boobs. "He wants his dick between these titties now. Don't you, honey?"
Without even awaiting a response, Alison buried DeAndre's rod between her breasts; the heavy slab of meat slapping against her chest like a pound of beef on a butcher's worktop. Alison wrapped her tits around DeAndre's pole as best she could. They weren't big enough to sheath his full girth, but what they did envelop, they did so wondrously; the jiggling mounds wrapping around his wang like buns around a hot dog.



"Ooh, tittyfucking!" Lucy cooed excitedly. "I've got just the thing for that!"
She popped the cap on a bottle of oil and squirted it over Alison's rack. Quite where the co-host had gotten it from was anyone's guess, but she doused her fellow brunette in the slick grease all the same; spraying her pert chest until it shone like silverware. Andre stood and cupped her perky boobs; moulding the soft mounds in his strong black hands as she sawed his dick between them.
"Take this off, bitch!" Kelli snapped, circling around behind her teammate and untying her bikini top, tossing it over her shoulder like a piece of trash.
The skimpy garment flew across the studio and into the audience; a number of excited spectators taking a short break from beating off to fight one another for its ownership. By now, DeAndre was plowing away at Alison's chest like there was no tomorrow, his ass little more than a muscled black blur as he humped her jiggling rack. Alison lowered her head, catching the swollen crown in her mouth like a game of Whac-A-Mole as it soared out from between her tits. Now it was Kelli's turn to be jealous; the blonde beauty watching on with a palpable envy as DeAndre and his long black cock plowed away at her teammate's bosom.
""Give it here, slut!"" she barked, gripping DeAndre's rod and prizing it from the depths of her rack and between her lips in a single motion. "It's my turn."
"Pfft! As if!" Alison scoffed. "You couldn't fit a 2B pencil between those mosquito bites, you skinny little bitch!"
"Just watch me!"
Kelli slapped DeAndre's wang between her tits. It was quite a mismatch of sizes and her perky rack failed to cradle even half of his monstrous girth. But she wasn't to be deterred, and the fair-haired actress worked her funbags up and down his pole all the same; jerking him off as deftly as their modest size would allow. And DeAndre was enjoying every second of it. Kelli's breasts may not have been the biggest but she sure knew how to work them; the lovely, soft pair cushioning his wang perfectly as she guided them along the shaft.
DeAndre felt his dick start to throb and pulse as Kelli beat him off; her pert, pillowy tits roaming up and down his dong and caressing every nerve and fibre along the way. But the twitch in DeAndre's nether regions didn't go unnoticed by Kelli's teammate. In fact, his long dark rod was pounding away like nobody's business, his heavy black balls churning with what appeared to be a week's build up gooey, thick splooge.
Alison was damned if she'd let that little blonde slut next to her get all that hot, gooey cum for herself. She pulled DeAndre's cock from between her partner's rack and aimed the twitching rod at her own set of full, milky mounds, looking up at him with her seductive blue eyes as he jerked himself off.
"You gonna cum for me, baby?" she purred. "Mmm! Do it over these," she added, jiggling her boobs enticingly. "They're much bigger than hers."
Kelli was fuming. Her so-called 'teammate' had just yanked that big black cock out from between her tits. Right when he was about to cum! Talk about a bitch move! Well, two could play that game. She took DeAndre's bulging crown in her hand, angling it back towards her chest, his own large, dark paw roaming along the shaft at a mile a minute.
"No, do it one these ones, big boy," she said, her voice even sultrier than her partner's. "Look how perky they are!" she exclaimed, giving her puppies a shake. "That old bitch's titties are practically sagging down to her knees!"
Before long, the trash talking gave way to some good old-fashioned pushing and shoving, and DeAndre pulled his prick harder than ever before as the two quarreling starlets jostled for position before him. Suddenly, his dick went off; a thick jet of gloopy, off-white spunk shooting from his winking slit. The first blast splattered across Alison's rack, dousing the jiggling juggies in an ungodly amount of piping hot splooge.
"Ooh, yeah!" Alison cooed. "That's it, baby! Cum over those big titties!" She grinned across at her teammate. "Do it over the pair you like best!"
Kelli pouted, about to cross her arms over her own perky chest in dismay, when DeAndre recalibrated and fired once more; blasting a second wad of nut right across her cans. By the time he was done, both sets of tits were literally drenched in his seed; thick trails of the stuff running down their chests and dripping from their nipples. Once the final gout had struck Kelli's boobs, Lucy hit the button on the stopwatch and relayed their time to the crowd.
"14.21!" she declared, holding out the watch so the cameraman could get a close up, beaming the reading onto the screen above for all to see. "Well, they may not have been getting on like a house on fire, but that's one hell of a time! Let's see if the others can beat it."
"A very impressive time, indeed!" Griffin took over. "Let's hear it for Alison Brie and Kelli Berglund!"
Alison and Kelli were still grappling and bickering amongst themselves as they crossed the stage, so much so that they ignored the whooping audience entirely as they rejoined their fellow contestants. DeAndre hopped up from the futon and Lucy ushered on two PAs to give it a quick wipe down.
"OK," said Griffin, "next we have Vanessa Hudgens and Margot Robbie!"
Vanessa and Margot clasped hands and strutted across the stage, beaming pearly white smiles at their applauding fans as they went.
"Well, you ladies seem to be getting on a lot better than Alison and Kelli just now," Griffin remarked, all manner of dirty thoughts racing through his mind as the two gorgeous starlets stood hand in hand beside him.
"Mmhmm," said Vanessa. "Well, we are teammates after all. Right, Margot?"
"Exactly, Vanessa," Margot agreed. "It's not about who sucks dick the best..."
Vanessa thumbed at herself and mouthed 'me' at the audience, grinning as they laughed in response. Margot turned to her and she feigned nonchalance.
"Anyway, like I was saying," Margot went on, oblivious to her partner's antics, "it's not about who gives the best head. It's about pooling your talents for the good of the team. Isn't that right, babe?"
"Yeah, totally," Vanessa replied.
"OK," said Griffin. "Well, I think it's about time we saw that teamwork in action. Lucy, which of these two lucky gentlemen will Margot and Vanessa be seeing to this evening?"
"Hmm," Lucy pondered, standing before the two remainung studs and looking them both up and down. "You." She pointed at the white guy. "Jimmy, right?"
"Johnny."
"Close enough. The trunks- lose 'em."
He didn't have to be told twice. In fact, the tight red undies were pooling at his feet in the blink of an eye. Lucy raised her neatly plucked brows in disbelief; his girthy cock so long and hard she could have used it as a coat rack.
"Wow!" she exclaimed. "You're a big boy, aren't you? Come with me."
Lucy gripped the light-skinned stud by his cock, guiding him across the stage like a dog on a leash.
"Take a seat, Joey."
"Johnny," he said, parking his muscled ass on the futon.
"Whatever. Ladies..."
Vanessa and Margot squatted side by side at Johnny's feet.
"Aaaand...go!" said Lucy, pushing the button on her stopwatch.
The girls started slowly. So slowly, in fact, that they were ignoring Johnny's cock completely (or as much as was possible with such a large phallus). Instead, they turned to one another and shared a sensual, open-mouthed kiss; an all-girl embrace so hot and steamy it had jaws dropping and cocks throbbing throughout the entire studio. And nowhere more so than right in front of them. As a matter of fact, Johnny's manhood was flopping about every which way as he watched them kiss; his massive dong hopping and bouncing around to such a degree, it looked as though some was operating it via remote control.
"Hmm," Lucy purred. "These two certainly don't seem to be in any kind of rush, do they, guys? An interesting technique, for sure. Ronnie here sure seems to like it!" she added, her eyes crossing as she gazed at Johnny's long, spasming rod.
Finally, Vanessa and Margot turned their attention to his cock; the A-list duo wrapping their hands around it and stroking it as they continued to make out.
"God!" Vanessa exclaimed, breaking from the kiss. "We really got this dick throbbing, didn't we, girl?"
"Mmhmm. We sure did, babe," Margot agreed. "This oughta be a piece of cake!"
They wrapped their lips around Johnny's shaft and worked them up and down his twitching pole, traversing every inch in perfect unison. Their lips pressed together as they enveloped his girthy pipe, their conjoined mouths swathing every inch of his girth as they guided them back and forth with flawless synchronicity.
"Mmm, this fucking cock!" Margot exclaimed as they finally released it; the oversized member pulsing in her hand as she gripped it at the base. "Suck it, babe," she said, angling the cock intivingly towards her partner.
"Yes, ma'am," Vanessa grinned, steering the swollen crown between her lips.
Margot dipped down and sucked on the balls while her teammate worked the shaft, slobbering over each of the big, churning orbs in turn and releasing them with a loud *POP*. Meanwhile, Vanessa was sucking greedily at Johnny's cock, gobbling down inch after inch as she feasted on his meat. Before long, she'd sucked it right down to the balls; the girthy wang drenched in spittle from the tip to the base by the time she was done.
"Fuck!" Vanessa cooed, stroking the spit-slicked dong. "What a piece of meat!"
"Uh huh," Margot agreed. "Slap it against my face!"
"Hmm?" asked Vanessa, unprepared for such a strange demand.
"Do it, babe! Smack that fat cock against my face!"
"Dirty bitch!" Vanessa grinned, gripping Johnny's dong at the base and wielding it like a baton; the thick, veiny shaft slapping against Margot's face and leaving wet spit marks on her cheeks.
"Yeah, that's it!" Margot purred, her flawless features lit up like a Christmas tree as her teammate beat her with that fat slab of meat.
"Gimme some of that!" Vanessa exclaimed, handing the cock to her partner and bracing herself for impact.
Margot returned the favour (if one could call it that) and pounded Vanessa's features with equal vigour; the beef truncheon rebounding off her face like it was made of rubber and leaving specs of precum spattered across her tanned skin.
"Mmm, that was fun!" Vanessa beamed, her face now wet with spittle.
"Told ya, babe!" Margot replied. "Right, you," she added, looking up at Johnny. "Lay down. I want to sit on that face."
"Ah, more 69ing," Lucy declared. "Looks like these girls haven't learned from Emma's mistakes in round one. Let's see if it works better for them than it did for her."
Johnny laid back across the futon and Margot mounted him. She leant over and wrapped her lips around the swell of his dickhead, setting her burning crotch down on his face as she did so. Johnny tugged her bikini bottoms to the side and buried his tongue in her cooze, the Aussie emitting a sharp, muffled coo in response as she sucked at his lengthy wang. Meanwhile, Vanessa had remained between Johnny's thighs; the brown-haired beauty gobbling away at his large, swollen balls while her teammate blew him.
Johnny reached up and squeezed Margot's ass; stretches of soft, bronzed flesh spilling through the gaps in his fingers as he tongued at her dripping pussy. While at the other end, Margot was cradling Johnny's thighs, her full, pouty lips roving up and down his dong as she bobbed at his groin. Soon, she was guiding them to the hilt with each pass; the blonde actress giving those impressive deepthroat skills a second airing as she made his dick disappear.
Moans and groans escaped her packed throat, the sounds muffled by the hunk of meat engorged in her pretty mouth. A sticky mess of saliva smeared across his shaft from tip to base, while Vanessa gave his balls a further dousing; the horny brunette practically bathing the weighty orbs in spittle as she sucked on them in turn. Finally, and once every inch of Johnny's rod had been lodged down her throat, Margot came up for air; expelling the mighty wang in a shower of fluids.
"Damn, girl!" Vanessa exclaimed, in clear awe of her partner's talent. "You sure can swallow a cock!"
"Thanks, babe!" Margot wheezed as she climbed down from Johnny's torso. "Now I wanna see what you can do."
"You. Up," said Vanessa, pointing at Johnny like a stern school teacher. "I want to go on the bottom."
"Wow!" Margot chuckled. "Now who's the dirty bitch!?"
Johnny hopped down from the futon and Vanessa took his place, laying across the padded surface with her legs akimbo. She looked up at him as he loomed above her, beckoning him with her finger.
"Come here, big guy. Climb aboard!"
Johnny didn't need a second invitation. He knelt on the edge of the futon and lowered himself down over Vanessa's supine frame. In a matter of moments, his head was buried between her thighs, his cock poised tantalisingly over her mouth. She licked her glossy pink lips as she gazed up at his rod; eyeing the glistening pole like a fatty eyes cake.
"God, I love choking on cock!" she exclaimed, parting her lips to let it inside.
"For charity, right, babe?" Margot asked with a grin.
"Hmm?" Vanessa replied. "Oh right, yeah. Of course," she added, the last few words muffled as Johnny's cock steered between her lips.
And once it was inside, she didn't hold back. In fact, Vanessa sucked down more than half of Johnny's length on the first pass and didn't let up; the actress bobbing at his inverted groin and swallowing another inch with each motion. While her teammate sucked Johnny's dick, Margot circled around to the opposite side of the futon, dropping to her knees and joining the upturned stud between her thighs. Johnny was already lapping greedily at Vanessa's clit and Margot was eager to join; the blonde beauty shooting out her tongue and licking at the stiff pink bud along with him.
"Wow! Look at them share that pussy!" Lucy exclaimed. "They're really going for it, huh, guys? Talk about a meal for two!"
They were going for it and then some. In fact, both Margot and Johnny were lapping away at Vanessa's drooling box like their lives depended on it; their skilled tongues flicking back and forth against each other as they licked her sodden cooze. Meanwhile, at the other end, Vanessa was doing a little feasting of her own. By this stage, she had her slender arms wrapped around Johnny's waist; the dark-haired actress throwing her head up vigorously at his swollen groin, her perfectly filed nails digging into his backside as he held him in place. She sucked ferociously at his long, throbbing pipe, trails of spit spilling from her mouth and trickling down her cheeks as he serviced him.
Margot and Johnny continued to share her snatch. By now, the Aussie starlet was sinking her tongue deep into Vanessa's slick hole and whirling it around inside like a red tornado. Meanwhile, Johnny was lapping at her pulsing bud; a stream of sugary fluids trickling into her teammate's mouth as she was tongued into ecstasy. But however well they ate her pussy and whatever the method, Vanessa slurped at Johnny's cock with continued aplomb, cooing and groaning around the pounding meat and choking down every thick, veiny stretch that came her way.
With but a single inch left to go, Vanessa gripped Johnny's ass cheeks harder than ever before; her manicured nails nearly piercing his bronzed skin as she went for the final push. She coughed and sputtered as she sucked up the last inch, his wet, spit-smeared ballsack squishing against her nose as her lips puckered at his groin. Vanessa held his dick in her mouth for some time before finally releasing it, pushing against his crotch and requiring every ounce of her might to prize the lengthy rod from between her lips. She drew in a deep breath; strands of spit raining down over her face like a sticky monsoon.
"Did you do it, babe?" asked Margot, as Johnny climbed down from the futon, her mouth smeared with her teammate's juices as she emerged from between her thighs.
"Yep," Vanessa replied, breathing heavily. "Right to the balls."
"Well done, girl!" Margot gushed as she squatted beside her partner. "Now what do you say we make this big dick explode?"
"Hmm, you look like you could do with a little cleaning up first."
"Babe, we're on the clock here, remember?!"
They really didn't have time to waste, but when Vanessa flashed those big chocolate puppy dog eyes, Margot was powerless to resist.
"Oh, go on then. But make it quick."
Vanessa took Margot's face in her hands and licked all around her mouth, lapping up the sweet, sticky goo smeared across her lips. Then, they locked their mouths together and devoured each other once more; tongues raging, battling, dueling between their lips. Johnny took his cock in his hand and started to stroke; the girthy pole throbbing in his hands as he pulled himself off.
"Hmm, I think he's got something for us, Margot," Vanessa grinned, licking her lips as they broke from their kiss.
"I think so too, Vanessa," Margot agreed. "Is that true, Mistah J?" she asked, in her best Harley Quinn voice; the actress adopting the persona so flawlessly that it could have been a deleted scene from the movies. "Have you got a thick load for us in these big, heavy balls of yours?"
"Yeah, come on, Mistah J," Vanessa added, copying the voice as best she could. "Drench us in all that thick, creamy puddin'!"
This drew a laugh from the audience in spite of her botched impression. Margot looked at her a little jealously.
"Leave the Quinn talk to me, love," she replied in her usual Aussie accent, before quickly returning to Harley. "Now cum! Cum for us, Mistah J!"
Mistah J or Johnny, or Jimmy, or Joey, or whatever he was called (he wasn't even sure himself by this stage) pulled himself off as hard as he could; the chiseled hunk tugging at his lengthy wang so violently he was generating friction burns. Margot and Vanessa gazed up at him in anticipation; lapping at his dickhole and fondling his balls as they awaited his creamy load.
And they didn't have to wait long. One more pass was all it took. Johnny's dick erupted like Mount Vesuvius, a violent blast of gooey white magma spouting from the open tip. Margot and Vanessa gaped their mouths as wide as they would go and Johnny aimed at each of them in turn; filling each trap with a thunderous, scolding gout. Lucy stopped the clock as the first blast hit their tongues, but Johnny wasn't done yet.
In fact, by the time he'd finally finished spewing, spunk was almost overflowing from both sets of lips. The girls turned to make out with each other once more, thick sluices of the stuff slopping out of their mouths, running down their chins and messing their perky chests. They passed the cum back and forth from mouth to mouth until they each had an equal share; the potent seed churning away in their maws as they closed their lips and swallowed it down.
"Mmm," Vanessa purred. She scooped up a dollop of cum from her chin, slipped her finger into her mouth and sucked it clean. "Thanks, Mistah J!"
Margot shot her a slight glare. Johnny slumped back onto the futon, looking like he was only about halfway conscious, having just expelled what for most people would have been a fortnight's worth of piping hot splooge.
"15.47," Lucy announced, reading the time on the stopwatch. "Not the quickest time, but damn, they made your dick go off like a rocket, huh, Donnie?"
"It's...Johnny," he replied softly, before collapsing across the futon. He looked like he was out cold, his chiseled frame flopped limply across the leather surface.



"Uh oh!" Griffin exclaimed, not looking or sounding as alarmed as he probably should have been, given that one of his guests had just passed out in the middle of his show. "Looks like we have our first casualty! Luckily, we've got two highly trained medical professionals on hand to deal with his very issue. Ladies!"
The two 'medical professionals', Hayley Atwell and Mary Elizabath Winstead, strolled out onto the stage, waving to the audience as they went. Quite what their qualifications were for such a role was anyone's guess, but one thing was for sure- they looked simply incredible in their PVC nurses uniforms; outfits that clung to their bodies like a second skin as they marched across the stage. They helped Johnny to his feet; his strong arms flopping loosely over their shoulders as they guided him backstage.
"Don't worry, folks," said Griffin. "He'll get the help he needs."
An image appeared on the screen above his head of Johnny laying out across a white leather couch. His head was sandwiched between Hayley's enormous DD tits, while Mary ran her soft hands across his muscled torso; the young man suddenly looking right as rain as the two gorgeous starlets nursed him back to health.
"See, he looks better already!"
"Yes, thankfully Jerry looks to be over the worst," Lucy agreed. She looked across at Margot and Vanessa. "But don't go thinking you've got a place in the third round just 'cause you blew your guy into a coma. If the next pair beat your time, you ladies will be heading home. Isn't that right, Perv?"
"Sure is, Lucy. Speaking of which, who wants to meet our final pair?"
The crowd cheered.
"Me too," he grinned. "Give it up for Dove Cameron and Victoria Justice!"
The audience clapped as Dove and Victoria strolled to the front of the stage.
"So, girls," said Griffin, leering shamelessly at both women as they approached, "as you know, this is the Cock Sharing round and in just a moment that handsome Hispanic gentleman," he pointed at Carlos, "will have both of those pretty mouths of yours wrapped around his junk at the same time. But first, I'd like to find out about your histories in this field. Is it something you do often?"
"Oh, yeah," Victoria replied emphatically. "I love sharing dick with my girlfriends."
"That's what we like to hear. Any particular instances you'd like to share?"
"Sure. Well, me and Liz used to blow this hot stagehand on set from time to time. Almost every day, in fact. And sometimes Ari would join in too."
"Wow!" Griffin exclaimed. "Lucky devil."
"Yep! He enjoyed himself, that's for sure. At least, until one of the producers caught us and fired his ass! I believe his wife found out and divorced him too. I don't think he regrets it though."
"I'm sure he doesn't!" Griffin replied, thinking that he'd ship his wife off to Timbuktu if it bought him the same kind of treatment. "And you, Dove?"
"Yeah, I do it occasionally. I'm not too hot on sharing dick," she admitted. "Sorry, Vic. I prefer it all to myself! But I do it from time to time. I've shared a few with Sofia Carson. She's my best friend after all. And with Chloe Bennet when I was on Agents of Shield, but that wasn't so great. She's a bit of a hog. She was good at sucking dick though, I must say. In fact, there were rumours going around on set that she landed her role by blowing one of the producers."
"That a fact?" asked Griffin. "Mental note: book Chloe Bennet for next episode of Stiff Competition."
The audience laughed raucously.
"OK, so we've gotten to know our final team, now let's see what they're like at sucking dick. 14.21 is the time to beat. Think you can do it, girls?"
"Oh, yeah," said Dove.
"Easy," Victoria grinned.
"Well, they sure are confident, aren't they, folks? Let's see if it's warranted. Lucy..."
"Thanks, Perv." The camera cut to Lucy as she stood beside the futon, the third stud, Carlos, already in position. "Up you come, ladies."
Dove and Victoria knelt beside one another in front of Carlos.
"OK, girls, take it away."
Lucy hit the button on the stopwatch one final time and the girls got to it. They began by pawing at his thighs, looking up at him with equally sultry stares as they pushed his legs apart and positioned themselves between them. They reached out and took hold of his cock, feeling the swollen member twitch in their delicate hands as they gave it a stroke.
"God, that's a big dick!" Dove declared, her eyes nearly popping from their sockets as they feasted on its monstrous length.
"Right?" Victoria agreed. "It's like three hands' worth!" she went on, adding her second paw to the mix. They weren't wrong. In fact, Carlos' wang was long enough to accommodate both her dainty mits and one of her teammate's with room to spare. "And look at these balls!"
Victoria reached down and cupped Carlos' nuts, feeling the sperm-holders churn in her smooth hand as Dove continued to work the shaft. His nuts were indeed enormous; as big as clementines and filled with so much spunk that they weighed like two small rocks. Dove fed the crown between her lips and took the first plunge, swallowing down a hardy portion of his thick, olive-toned meat right off the bat. She slurped hungrily at Carlos' cock as she held it in her mouth, bathing it in drool. Long trails of spit connected the head to her lips as she retrieved his rod and passed it onto her partner.
Victoria followed suit; the brown-haired beauty sucking down the girthy member with equal ferocity and giving it a further dousing of saliva. Carlos' dick throbbed in her mouth as she sucked him; a river of precum oozing from his slit and trickling down her throat like the Mississippi. His dong was pounding away like mad by the time she finally released it. But the girls weren't done yet and from here on out they showed him little mercy; handing his cock back and forth like a game of pass the parcel. Brunette to blonde, blonde to brunette; glossy strands of light and dark hair tickling his thighs as they took turns on his wang.
Their lips edged ever nearer to the base with each pass they took; spans of light brown flesh vanishing into their mouths in turn, until both women had taken his long Latin cock right down to the root. Victoria went first; the brunette sucking greedily at Carlos' veiny, thick wang as she lodged it in her mouth. Carlos leaned over Victoria's slender, kneeling frame as she blew him, untying the knots on her g-string and tossing it aside. He ran two fingers along her slick groin, her shaven pussy dripping with arousal as he slipped them inside.
"MMM!" she groaned as he worked his skilled digits back and forth inside her, prodding her g-spot with each pass. "Fuck, that feels good!" she gasped, retrieving Carlos' rod from the depths of her throat.
"Hell yeah, it does," Dove replied, her voice every bit as light and breathy as her teammate's.
Victoria looked back, spotting that Carlos was doing the exact same thing to her partner; his long, nimble fingers rummaging dexterously in both of their sopping cunts. While Victoria was distracted, Dove saw her opportunity to seize Carlos' wang. And seize it, she did; the cute little blonde attacking the long olive pole with vicious intent, slurping at the veiny shaft as she choked it to the hilt. Dove kept the cock in her mouth for as long as she could manage, but before long Carlos' expert diddling was taking its toll on her as well. Indeed, the Hispanic hunk was fingering away at both of their drooling twats with practiced dexterity, sinking his digits in deep and poking at their pleasure points.
"Oh, SWEET JESUS!" Dove shrieked, Carlos' dick practically ejecting itself from her maw as he diddled her burning cooze.
The girls returned to Carlos' rod and shared it as best they could. They guided their mouths up and down his dong with as much grace as they could muster, his skilled fingers fucking them into climactic bliss. In practically no time at all, he'd made both of the cum.
"Ahh!! FUUUCCCKKK!!" they screamed in unison as his fingers probed their aching g-spots one final time, igniting twin orgasms that tore through their slender frames like California earthquakes.
Looking rather pleased with himself and leaving two gorgeous celebs mewling and panting in his wake, Carlos retrieved his fingers from their gripping twats, all four digits glistening with their sticky fluids. He fed the fingers that had been in Dove's pussy into Victoria's mouth and vice versa; both women eagerly sucking them clean and tasting one another's arousal.
Once his fingers were clean, Carlos sat back and let the girls get back to work- something the two horny starlets were all too happy to do. Victoria whipped off her bikini top and slapped Carlos' dick against her breasts; the luscious, perky tits cushioning each blow as his large, swollen crown bounced off her gorgeous chest. Then it was Dove's turn, and she struck the big, bulging head against her rack with equal force, leaving spatterings of precum across her creamy flesh.
"Mmm," she purred, grinning contentedly as Carlos' mushroom head smacked her lovely boobs. "God, I love slapping this cock against my tits!"
"I think he likes it too," Victoria giggled, clocking how the giant, light brown dong throbbed in her teammate's hand as it struck against her chest. "What do you say we hold that dick still and stroke it 'til it blows?"
"Great idea," Dove replied, gripping Carlos' rod at the base and stroking it with the other hand.
"Ahh, handjobs," Lucy noted as she watched from the sidelines. "Who doesn't like a good handjob? I know Carlos here certainly does! I mean, giving head is great and all, but honestly, nothing makes a dick go off like a top class tugjob. Come on, girls, give that dick a good stroke. I wanna see that thing EXPLODE!"
The contestants, it turned out, were already way ahead of her. Dove had one hand clasped firmly at the root, holding the girthy member in place while she rubbed it with the other. Her handjob technique was nothing short of exemplary and her soft, silken mit roamed up and down the spit-drenched shaft from the tip to the base in seamless, perfectly timed passes.
Carlos' rod throbbed and twitched in her hands as she stroked it, a seemingly endless flow of prespunk bubbling in the slit and streaming down his shaft in long trails. *SCHLICK* *SCHLOCK* *SCHLICK* came the sounds as she beat him off, a cocktail of spit, sweat and precum squelching beneath her dainty hand as he pulled his pulsing pork. While her teammate pulled him off, Victoria reached down and cupped his scrotum; her well kept nails grazing his taint as his big, heavy balls rolled around her palm.
The girls kept this up for some time before switching roles. Carlos sat back, cooing like a wounded animal as the gorgeous pair of A-list starlets shared his swelling junk. Dove took care of his balls; the blonde beauty kneading and caressing the spunk-churning orbs like she was checking them for lumps. Meanwhile, Victoria worked the shaft; the smooth hand venturing up and down his twitching pole from top to bottom, across every stretch of light brown skin and over every vein and capillary along the way.
Carlos' cock was throbbing like mad in her dainty paw, a steady flow of diluted man mess dribbling from the winking tip and running down the shaft and over her fingers as she stroked him. Feeling all that hot, sticky joux trickle across her digits delighted Victoria and she pulled his rod harder, faster and with zero restraint, eager to release the full helping off creamy, off-white seed brewing away in his balls. By now, Carlos was clinging to the edge of the futon for dear life, his fingers digging into the surface with such force that he almost pierced holes in the leather.
"Looks like he's gonna cum, doesn't it, Dove?" Victoria purred, grinning like a Cheshire cat at the promise of his load.
"Sure does, Vic," Dove replied as she fondled his nads, his impending load positively stewing in his oversized scrotum.
"You gonna do it, big boy?" asked Victoria, looking up at the Latin hunk as she pulled his rod. "You gonna give us that juicy wad?"
"Si," he replied as best he could, his soft, cracking voice barely audible over the sounds of the strokejob.
"Then do it, baby!" Victoria urged. "Shoot that fucking load!"
That was all the encouragement he required.
"AYYYY!! DIOS MIO!!" Carlos roared as his weapon discharged; a thick semen missile jetting from his rod and soaring into orbit.
And as Carlos' dick went off, men across the studio and beyond, from the producers backstage, to the crew, to those watching at home, came along with him; males of every race, age and walk of life blowing their beans in what was surely a contender for the largest mass ejaculation the world had ever seen.
The first blast from Carlos' tip hit Dove full in the face; the blonde gasping and recoiling instinctively as the gooey wad plastered her gorgeous features. Cum splashed across her lips in long streaks, trailed across her cheeks and dripped from her nose, while more still splattered across one of her eyes, sealing it shut like superglue.
Victoria continued to stroke as his dick went off; the brown-haired beauty milking his pole like a seasoned farmhand and drawing a further blast of gloopy, off white seed from the bowels of his sack. This second gout struck her face with equal force, messing her features until they were every bit as cum-streaked as her teammate before her. Thick trails of spunk streaked her cheeks and brow and between her eyes, while great clumps of the stuff clung to her nut-brown locks.
Lucy stood, staring gormlessly at the sidelines; the gorgeous host marvelling at the sheer volume of seed one man was able to produce. Griffin stepped up beside her and gave her a tap on the shoulder.
"Lucy, the time, please."
"Huh?" she replied, turning and looking at her colleague with comical bewilderment.
"The time," Griffin repeated, pointing down at the stopwatch, still ticking along in her manicured hands.
"Oh right, yeah," she said, finally stopping the clock and announcing the time to the audience. "13.14! We have our winners, ladies and gentlemen! Dove Cameron and Victoria Justice!"
Even with the added time, Dove and Victoria had blown their four opponents clean out of the water and their male counterpart nearly out of consciousness; the Hispanic stud looking a little worse for wear as he rose from the futon.
"You OK there, Carlos?" asked Lucy, touching his arm and almost cooing at the feel of his musculature. "You look a little lightheaded. Do you need to take a trip to the nurses?"
"No, Senorita," he replied, in his thick Latin accent. "I'll be fine."
An image beamed onto the screen above of Johnny laid back across a backstage couch, Mary Elizabeth Winstead sucking at his thick, round cockhead while Hayley Atwell worked her tits up and down his shaft.
"Actually, maybe I should go for a quick checkup," Carlos declared.
"Yeah, I could use a lil' medical assistance too, now you come to mention it," DeAndre added, both men vanishing off-stage and reappearing on the big screen in a matter of seconds.
"Well, wasn't that a great round, folks?" Griffin announced. "These girls certainly know how to share a dick. It's gonna be a real shame to lose any of them, but those are the rules and I'm sad to say that it's Margot and Vanessa who will be departing at the end of this round. I guess slow and steady doesn't always win the race. Give it up for Margot Robbie and Vanessa Hudgens."
The audience clapped and Margot and Vanessa waved back as they left the stage.
"So, guys," Griffin continued, "as Lucy just said, Dove and Victoria have come up trumps in round two and have netted $100,000 each for their chosen charities. You could even say they were...Victorious," he added, delivering the line in such a manner that it should have been accompanied by the roll of a snare drum and the crash of a hi-hat.
The studio fell silent. You could almost hear crickets chirping in the distance.
"And that Dove sure is Wicked at sucking dick, huh?" Lucy added, the audience roaring with laughter and violently slapping their knees in response.
Griffin huffed angrily; the host looking visibly annoyed by the audience and their responses to the two jokes.
"OK, OK. That's enough!" he called over the din of laughter; his appeals falling on deaf ears as the studio-wide cackling continued in earnest. "QUIET!" he snapped, making no attempt to mask his rage at the crowd's blatant favouritism as he bellowed into his microphone.
The studio finally hushed, some members of the audience looking at one another in surprise.
"Ahem," Griffin added, painting on his best TV smile as he continued. "Well, all that's left is to present our winners with their medals. Lucy..."
Lucy crossed the stage with two Stiff Competition medals, and hung them around the victors' necks.
"Well done, ladies," she announced. "Great teamwork does pay off, after all."
Lucy gave Dove and Victoria a congratulatory kiss on the cheek.
"Mmm!" she murmured, tasting the cum still plastered across their faces. "That boy really did make a mess, didn't he? Looks like I'm...I mean, our make up team are gonna have to clean you girls up. Come with me."
Lucy took both women by the hand and led them backstage.
Griffin rolled his eyes and addressed the nearest camera. "Well, that's about it for part two, folks. We'll be back in just a moment, when our remaining contestants will be taking on The Line Up. Don't go away."



        The Autocomplete Interview

        An interview with a difference for Kiernan and Isabela.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-autocomplete-interview

Title: The Autocomplete Interview

Author: DarkSwordsmanReturns

Category: Celebrities & Fan Fiction

Description: An interview with a difference for Kiernan and Isabela.

Tags: isabela merced, blowjob, vaginal, creampie, anal, kiernan shipka, swallow, squirt, threesome, lesbian




"Thanks for watching, guys!" said Kiernan Shipka.
"I hope you learned something new about us," added Isabela Merced, the gorgeous young starlets singing off in tandem having just tackled the WIRED Autocomplete Interview- a popular series in which the biggest names in entertainment answer the most searched questions on the World Wide Web.
An expensive, tripod mounted camera framed the pair in a two person midshot as they sat side by side on a black leather couch. Both women were dolled to the nines; their cute faces powdered, dabbed, glossed and otherwise adorned with all manner of pricey cosmetics. Kiernan's glossy chestnut hair was tied back in a ponytail, while Isabela's blonde-tinted dark locks fell gracefully about her bare shoulders. Kiernan wore a black silken top and a short matching skirt, while Isabela had opted for a frilly strapless top and a pair of tight grey slacks.
"And cut," said the director, hitting a button on the camera to cease the recording.
Calling Greg 'the director' of the Internet-bound video was, in fact, selling him someway short. In actuality, he was director, camera operator, sound man and production assistant all rolled into one; the handsome 40-something man performing every duty imaginable over the course of the interview, from fetching the girls a coffee to setting the white balance on the camera.
"Thanks, girls!" Greg exclaimed. "That was great."
"Sure, no problem," Kiernan smiled back.
"That was fun!" Isabela added.
"It was fun," Greg agreed. "Listen, girls, I don't know what your schedules are like for today, but there's something I like to do with my guests if they've got time after the interview."
The girls looked at one another. They'd been doing promotional web clips and press junkets for their upcoming Netflix movie, Let it Snow, for the entire month of December, and with the film soon to premiere their busy schedules were finally starting to wind down. "Hey, I'm in no rush," said Kiernan. "How about you, Isy?"
"No, me neither," Isabela replied. She turned back to Greg. "What is it?"
"Well, girls, the questions you've just been asked are among the most searched for on Google...with the parental controls switched ON. As I'm sure you can imagine, if those are turned off, it brings up some quite different questions entirely."
The girls giggled. "I bet it does," said Kiernan.
"Yeah, so something I like to do after these interviews is switch those controls off and ask the celebs the REAL most asked questions on the world's favourite search engine."
"Hmm," Isabela grinned, "sounds fun."
"Great," said Greg. "So if you girls are up for it, I'll get that camera rolling again and we can get started."
"Let's do it!" Kiernan replied excitedly.
Greg hit the record button on the camera and the interview was back underway.
"So obviously, girls, the questions for the first part of the interview were prepared in advance, but for this next part you ladies will just be punching those A-list names of yours into Google and seeing what comes up. I find it's better this way. More candid. You don't know what's coming and neither do I. Totally authentic."
"Sure," Isabela agreed. "Absolutely."
"OK. So here are your iPads," said Greg, handing both starlets a tablet with Google already opened. "Let's start with an 'is...' question. Why don't you go first, Kiernan? Is Kiernan Shipka..."
Kiernan typed those very words into the search bar; the brunette actress relaying the first question to the camera.
"Is Kiernan Shipka a lesbian?"
She and Isabela laughed.
"Wow!" Kiernan exclaimed. "That's the most searched question?! Have I been giving off a lezzie vibe all this time?!"
"I guess so!" Isabela quipped.
"Yeah, guess I must have been! Well, the answer is no. No, I'm not a lesbian. I've hooked up with a few girls before, so I guess I'm kinda bi..."
"Really?" Isabela asked. "I never knew that. That's kinda hot!"
"So, yeah," Kiernan concluded, "I'm into girls, but definitely not a lesbian."
"She likes dick," said Isabela, placing her hand to her mouth like she was saying it discreetly.
"I do," Kiernan added with a grin.
Greg smirked. What a start! "OK, your turn, Isabela."
"Right." The Latin beauty tapped away at her iPad screen. "Is Isabela Merced legal?"
She and Kiernan burst out laughing.
"Oh, geez!" Kiernan exclaimed. "Who's been searching that?!"
"Probably your dad!" Isabela shot back in response.
The girls doubled over with laughter. "Oh my god! Ewwww!" Kiernan shrieked. "That is so gross. That's clearly some guy wanting to beat off to pictures of you but worrying he's gonna go to jail if he does!"
The duo laughed so much that tears of mascara started to trickle down their cheeks.
"Well, in answer to the question, I'm 18 so yes, guys, I am legal," Isabela explained.
"Barely legal," Kiernan added with a grin.
"Barely legal, but legal all the same. So you guys can whack away in peace." She winked at the camera.
"Right, my turn," said Kiernan. "Is Kiernan Shipka a slut?"
"YES!" Isabela yelled, the Hispanic starlet answering for her light-skinned counterpart with some considerable gusto.
"Fuck you, bitch!" Kiernan laughed. "No, I'm not a slut. I've been with a few guys..."
"And girls!" Isabela added.
"And girls, as we discovered earlier. But is it a lot for my age? I wouldn't say so." Kiernan paused, giving further thought to her grand total. "Actually, maybe it is. Perhaps I am a bit of a slut."
"She's a total slut!" Isabela quipped.
"OK, yeah, I am," Kiernan conceded, flashing a naughty grin at the camera.
"Isabela..." Greg prompted.
"Is Isabela Merced wet?" she read. "Kind of now, yeah! Listening to this pretty girl next to me talking about all those guys she's been with is enough to get anyone hot!"
Greg couldn't dispute that. In fact, the thought of the brown-haired beauty with all those lucky young men was making his dick grow and stiffen in his pants.
"OK, girls, let's move on." His voice cracked slightly as he spoke. "This time I just want you ladies to type in your names and see what comes up. Kiernan..."
Kiernan punched her name into the search bar. "Kiernan Shipka bra size. 32B. I've got little baby titties!"
"Me too," said Isabela, tugging down the hem of her top to reveal that she did indeed have very small, though exceedingly delectable breasts.
"Mmm," Kiernan agreed, peering across at her friend's young chest. "They're very perky though." She reached across and gave one of them a squeeze. "Nice big, puffy nipples," she added, giving one of the brown teats a light tweak. "Mine are small. Look," she said, whipping off her top and giving her own pert chest an airing. She ran the tips of her thumbs over her nipples in an effort to make them grow.
"They are kinda small," Isabela agreed. "They're cute though," she added, giving one of the teeny pink teats a little rub.
Greg stared ahead, practically drooling as he watched the two gorgeous young actresses feel each other up. He could scarcely believe what he was seeing. This was going even better than he'd hoped.
"My turn, right, Greg?" asked Isabela.
Greg didn't reply, the director too busy catching flies in his gaping maw as he eyed up their perky, young busts.
"Greg?"
"Right, yeah," he finally replied. "Go ahead, Isabela."
"Isabela Merced naked."
The girls laughed again.
"That's guys wondering if you've done a nude scene," said Kiernan.
Isabela giggled. "Geez, guys! I've only just turned 18! Give me time!"
"Well, you're halfway there now," Kiernan pointed out.
"That's true, I am," said Isabela, looking down at her bare, teenage chest. "What do you think? Should I show them the rest?"
"Well, you know what I'm gonna say!" Kiernan replied.
"OK. But you have to do it too."
"Deal!"
And with that both girls got to undressing. Kiernan inched down her skirt and tossed it aside, her skimpy cotton panties following close behind. Isabela unbuttoned her slacks and tugged them down, taking her frilly French knickers along with them. Soon, both women were naked as the days they were born. Greg's cock snaked down his pant leg as he caught sight of their nude young bodies; the handsome director looking like he had a sawed off shotgun tucked into his waistband.
"Well now he know the answer to 'is Isabela Merced shaved?'," said Kiernan, peering over at her friend's crotch; her little olive cooch smoother than a baby's ass.
Isabela giggled. "I like your cute little landing strip," she replied as she looked at Kiernan's impeccably trimmed pubes; a thin trail of wispy brown hair that continued right down to her special place.
"Thanks! The boys seem to like it too."
"And as we know, there's been a lot of them!"
Kiernan placed a manicured finger between her teeth in a thoroughly unconvincing display of innocence. "OK, my turn. Kiernan Shipka sex tape. Well, I've made plenty of them, but none that have found their way online yet. Sorry, guys."
"I've never done a sex tape," said Isabela, sounding quite sadened at the admission.
"No?"
"Nuh uh." Isabela shook her head, pouting her already plump, glossy lips.
"Well, we've got a camera," said Kiernan, "you're already naked. Maybe we could fix that."
Isabela looked at the camera with slight apprehension. Greg was stood behind it; one set of fingers crossed in hope- nay, longing- that she say yes, the other lewdly stroking his rock hard dong through the pocket of his suit pants.
"OK, let's do it!" said Isabela, a sly grin stretching across her pretty face.
Greg's dick nearly went off in his pants right there and then.
"Lie down then, honey," Kiernan replied.
Isabela did as directed; her Caucasian counterpart crawling on top of the Latin beauty and pressing her lips against hers. Greg managed to take his hand off his dick long enough to detach his camera from the tripod and move in for a close up. He trained his lens on their pretty faces as they made out; their twin sets of glossy pink lips interlocking and smacking together delightfully. After several glorious minutes- and with Greg's dick throbbing so hard he thought it was gonna do an Incredible Hulk right through the fabric of his pants- the girls broke from their kiss.
"Mmm," Kiernan purred, licking her shiny lips. "Well, if the next question is 'does Isabela Merced use tongues?', I can tell you it's a resounding 'yes'."
Isabela giggled and reached for her iPad, typing her name in once more. "Ah, well would you look at that. Isabela Merced kiss."
"Was that your first kissing scene?" asked Kiernan.
"No, I'd done a couple before. That was the best one though!"
"Well, I hope you guys that searched for that enjoyed it. And let me tell you, she is a very good kisser."
Kiernan kissed Isabela's neck and then down to her chest. She licked across one of her friend's tits and up to the nipple; the brown-haired starlet feeding it between her lips and giving it a suck.
"OK, girls," said Greg, the director still squatted beside them, his camera lens capturing the all-girl action, "now it's time for the 'does...' questions."
"Your turn, Kiernan," said Isabela, her voice carrying a distinct purr as her A-list chum suckled at her breast. "Do you want me to read it for you? You're a little busy there."
"Uh huh."
"OK, does Kiernan Shipka eat pussy?" read Isabela. "I think we've already established that she does."
"Mmhmm," Kiernan confirmed, planting kisses across her friend's chest as she moved across to the other breast. "I love eating pussy. I'm freakin' good at it too!"
"Have you ever licked any famous vaginas?" Isabela asked.
"Oh, yeah. Alison Brie, Christina Hendricks. Most of the cast of Mad Men actually. Not when I was on the show- I was underage then, but later. In fact, it was Christina who taught me how to do it."
"Did you get to suck on those big titties as well?"
"Mmhmm. Heaven! I also hooked up with Odeya and Liv all the time on the set of our movie."
Isabela gasped. "Bitch! Where was my fucking invite?"
"We didn't know you'd be into it," Kiernan chuckled. "We're meeting up after the premiere too, so you can join us then."
"Well, since you've gone down on so many women," Isabela grinned, "let's see how good at it you really are."
"With pleasure!"
Kiernan kissed down Isabela's flat, toned midriff and down to her crotch. The Latina's womanhood was already slick with arousal, and Kiernan licked slowly, tantalisingly so, along her moist lips, lapping up the sugary-sweet fluid as she worked her way up to the clit.
"Ay!" Isabela whined as Kiernan tongued at her clit; the pink bud rock hard with arousal.
Kiernan wrapped her lips around Isabela's clit, sticky, warm secretions oozing from her gash and smearing across her friend's chin and lower lip as she sucked at her stiff bud.
"Do you want my fingers too?" Kiernan asked as she came up for air; her pretty mouth glistening with her girlfriend's juices.
"Si, mami!" Isabela purred in response, placing a hand at the back of Kiernan's head and guiding it back between her thighs.
Kiernan's slipped two fingers into her mouth and moistened them with spittle, then returned her lips to Isabela's clit as she slipped them into her cooch. Thanks to the volumes upon volumes of girlcum coating her sex, Kiernan's fingers slipped in with minimal effort. She worked them back and forth as she sucked at Isabela's clit; her tight Latin twat gripping the spit-slicked digits like a Chinese finger trap.
Greg watched on through his camera's viewfinder; the WIRED employee so entranced by the lesbian action that he almost forgot about the interview questions all together.
"Oh, girls, the questions," he said as he finally remembered.
"Oh, right, yeah," Isabela cooed, swiping at the iPad screen as Kiernan ate her pussy. "Does Isabela Merced squirt? Probably if she keeps doing that!"
Kiernan, taking that last statement as some kind of challenge, began diddling harder between Isabela's olive-toned thighs. She plunged her fingers deeper into her box with every motion, the nealty-painted tips bothering the Peruvian-American's g-spot with each pass.
"Oh, si! That is definitely gonna make me squirt!"
A few more passes of Kiernan's dexterous fingers into the depths of her cooch and Isabela did just that. Kiernan emerged from between her galpal's thighs, still fingering away at her dripping snatch as a jet of girlspunk blasted from her cooch, spraying past the brunette's shoulder and across the room like it had been shot from a fireman's hose.
"Wow!" Kiernan exclaimed looking back at the trail of squirt juice splattered across the studio floor. "Does that answer your question, guys?!" She slipped her sticky fingers into her mouth and sucked them clean. "My turn." She picked up her iPad, returning to her seated position as she typed into the search bar. "Does Kiernan Shipka give good head? Well it's not really for me to say...but, yes!"
"I can confirm," Isabela said with a grin.
"I suck dick pretty friggin' good too," Kiernan added. She turned to Isabela. "Do you like sucking dick?"
"Mmhmm, I love sucking dick! Feeling a big, fat cock stiffen in your mouth. Mmm! There's nothing like it."
"Uh huh. Stroking it hard while you suck at the head. God, I love it! If only there was a thick, juicy cock here for us to demonstrate."
The girls eyed the oversized dong swelling in Greg's suit pants like hungry lionesses. They licked their pouty pink lips, their twin sets of deep brown eyes burning with lust as they gazed at the swollen member.
"Can we suck your dick, Greg?" asked Kiernan. "I mean, they're asking if I'm good at giving head, so I should probably show them, right?"
"You ladies make a strong case," Greg replied, the girls squatting between his legs as he rose to his feet. He trained the camera down at the pretty pair; the older man already unbuckling his belt with his free hand.
The girls took over; Isabela unbuttoning his pants and unzipping his fly as Kiernan licked the outline of his dong. They slipped their neatly manicured fingers under the waistband of his boxers; whipping both the tight-fitting undergarments and his navy suit pants down in a single motion. His dick shot out as if spring loaded; the rock hard member flopping up and down before them and jutting from his crotch like a long flesh girder.
Kiernan and Isabela stared in disbelief at the sheer magnitude of Greg's penis. It was so large that they couldn't even guess at an approximate measurement, but what they were sure of was that the oversized wang was far larger than any they'd seen before. Veins curled across the shaft like ivy around a drainpipe. The head was swollen up like a big, pink golf ball. His huge, heavy nuts swung between his thighs like spunk-filled wrecking balls.
"Holy moly," said Kiernan, her jaw still slack like a trailer park dweller as she took in the sheer size of Greg's manhood.
She wrapped her hand around the base; the shaft so girthy that her dainty paw scarcely spanned its circumference. Isabela cupped his balls like she was weighing them in her hand; again, the giant gonads so big and heavy she could barely uncase them in her palm.
"That is a big fucking dick!" Isabela declared.
Kiernan shot of her tongue and lapped at the tip; the brown-haired beauty making light work of the puddle of precum pooling in the open slit. Meanwhile, Isabela wrapped her lips around one of the balls, feeling the wad of spunk brewing away inside as she slathered it with her spit.
"Uh, shit!" Greg groaned from behind the camera, his dick pulsing in Kiernan's hand as she fed the swollen head between her lips.
She bobbed her head at his crotch. Her lips roamed up and down his dong; an additional inch of his long, veiny shaft disappearing between them with each pass. Before long, she was going at his giant wang like a woman possessed; her skilled mouth venturing down to the midpoint and beyond with every motion. In the meantime, Isabela was sucking away at his balls; the Hispanic beauty dousing each of the large, spunk-filled orbs in saliva before switching to the next.
By now, Kiernan's lips were journeying up and down Greg's prong at a frankly alarming rate of knots; the pouty pink prickpleasers venturing right down to where her hand wrapped around the base with each pass she took. After some time, she came up for air; Greg's pole dripping with spittle as she retrieved it from between her lips.
"Let's see, what's the next question?" said Isabela, picking up the iPad and swiping at the screen. "Does Isabela Merced deepthroat? Usually, yes, but I've never sucked a cock as big as this before!"
"Come on, girl. You can do it!" said Kiernan. "I believe in you!"
Kiernan passed the cock onto Isabela like a big skin baton; the Latina taking it in her mits and wrapping her lips around the head. Kiernan dipped down to suck at the balls; the young brunette drenching the already spit-slicked balls in even more slippery, wet saliva as her friend took care of the shaft. Isabela worked her lips up and down Greg's wang; sucking down inch after inch of veiny, thick meat as she choked down his length. Six inches vanished between her lips; then seven, eight, nine; Greg's lengthy rod sliding down her gullet as she worked him over.
One more pass was all it took. Isabela's lips wrapped around the base, her cute little nose nestling among his pubic bush as she sucked the mighty wang right down to the balls. But she wasn't done yet. In fact, she lodged the mammoth dong between her lips for some time; drooling and slobbering over the shaft and lapping at the veiny underside as she held it in her mouth. Finally, she released it; the Hispanic beauty slurping up thick trails of spit from the swollen head as she retrieved it from her maw.



"Damn, girl!" Kiernan gushed as the long, thick pipe slipped from her friend's mouth. "You choked down that thing like a freakin' sword swallower!"
Isabela giggled. "Well, I guess that answers that question! What's next?"
"Does Kiernan Shipka swallow? Yep, sure do. I love the taste of cum, but a thick, gloopy wad on your face feels great too! Do you swallow, Isabela?"
"Mmhmm. Like you say, I love facials too, but I really don't think a blowjob is complete unless you swallow that nut!"
"I agree," said Keirnan, cupping Greg's big, churning nuts. "What do you say we drain these balls dry and share that warm, gooey load?"
"Mmm, great idea."
The girls wrapped their lips around Greg's shaft; their full sets of juicy dicksucker lips pressing together with his girthy wang sandwiched in the middle. They worked their mouths up and down his shaft; their soft, pink lips caressing every nerve and fibre as they shared his giant dick. Isabela fondled his balls, while Keirnan kneaded the head; the oversized member twitching between their lips as they worked him over. Greg held out until he could no longer; every pass of their wet twin mouths up and down the length of his dong making his dick throb and pulse, his balls brew and churn with a thick wad of piping hot spunk.
"Oh, fuck! I'm gonna cum!" Greg blurted out, prizing his cock from between their lips and jerking it wildly.
"Mmm, yes! Come on, Greg," Kiernan purred. "Give us that cum!"
"Shoot that gooey load into our pretty mouths!" Isabela added, reaching up to fondle his balls as he jerked himself off.
Without further ado, Greg gave them what they wanted; his camera shaking in his hand as a gloopy wad of hot, off-white seed shot from his open tip. He fired the first blast between Kiernan's gaping lips, filling her mouth almost to the brim with a copious wad of piping goop, before doing the same to Isabela; twin pools of murky, warm spunk filling their maws by the time he was done. The girls swapped the cum to and fro; drops of the stuff trickling from their lips as they filled their mouths to capacity, switching the man goo from maw to maw until they each had an equal share. Then, they closed their lips and swallowed them down, the pretty pair meeting for a hot opened mouth kiss to wrap up.
"Wow, ladies! That was incredible!" Greg panted, his chest heaving as he recovered from his eruption. "Now onto the 'what...' questions."
Isabela punched the words into Google and read out the first result. "What is Isabela Merced's favourite sexual position? Doggy. I love getting it from behind, and it's great for threesomes 'cause it means I get to eat this pretty girl's tight little pussy while I'm getting fucked. Ready, Greg?"
Kiernan laid back across the couch and Isabela crawled between her legs, thrusting her peachy, round ass invitingly in the air as she did so. Greg climbed up onto the couch, pointing his camera down at Isabela's supple rear as he rubbed the tip of his wang against her pussy. Isabela looked back over her shoulder, her arms cradled around Kiernan's lily white thighs as he peered into the camera lens.
"Oh, si!" she groaned. "Gimme that dick, papi!"
Greg didn't have to be told twice. He clasped his dick around the base and thrust forward, Isabela's tight teen snatch practically swallowing it whole as he fed it inside. Isabela lapped at Kiernan's pussy as Greg worked his dick back and forth inside her; the older man feeding an extra inch of his long, girthy shaft into her cooch with each pass. A chorus of muffled coos and groans escaped Isabela's mouth as she went down on her friend; Kiernan holding her head between her thighs with such force that he couldn't have escaped if she wanted to.
"Mmm, yes! Eat that pussy, baby!" Kiernan purred. "Lick my fucking box while you take that dick!"
Isabela was doing just that and doing it like a champ. By now, Greg was driving no fewer than eight of his thick, veiny inches into her with each pass; the Latin babe scoffing on her girlfriend's twat with the cunilingual prowess of a seasoned pornstar, all while taking the dicking of a lifetime from a prime cut of girthy man beef. Before long, Greg was hitting her balls deep; his bulging, round head probing her g-spot repeatedly as he pounded her out from behind.
"Uh, shit!" Greg moaned, the director capturing the action with his camera as best he could as he drilled his dick deep into her snatch. "Take it, Isabela! Yeah! Take this fucking cock!"
His pelvis collided with her supple ass each time he plunged inside; his swollen crown tunnelling into her darkest recesses with every thrust. Kiernan was cooing like ringdove; girlcum flowing from her gash like the Missouri River, the sticky mess smearing across Isabel's pouty, full lips as she ate her out.
"Mmm, yeah! Keep licking that clit, Isy!" Kiernan purred. "Oh, baby, you're gonna make me cum!"
Kiernan gripped a handful is Isabela's hair; the actress holding the dark locks with such force that she nearly tugged them out at the roots. Kiernan's lower lip quivered, her toes curled; the brown-haired beauty pawing at her breasts with her free hand as a powerful, nerve-tingling orgasm tore through her slender frame. She rose from her supine position and knelt opposite Isabela. The pair met for a greedy, passionate kiss; Kiernan tasting herself on Isabela's tongue as they locked their luscious lips.
"Cum for me, baby!" said Kiernan, still gripping her girlfriend's hair and fixing her in a wide, unblinking gaze. "Cum on that fat fucking cock!"
One last plunge of Greg's lengthy prong and she did just that; the Hisapanic starlet screaming like a banshee as he buried his dick inside her one final time, her pussy squeezing his rod to such a degree that she nearly milked it dry right there and then.
"Ay! Dios mio!" she whined, her eyes half shut with a cockdrunk glaze as she came down from her climax.
"My turn!" Kiernan exclaimed, strumming her slick pink twat in wait of Greg's dong.
Greg prized his cock from the vice like grip of Isabela's snatch and returned his camera to the tripod. He sprawled out across the couch and the girls climbed aboard; Isabela perching her hot, wet pussy on his face, while Kiernan straddled his groin. She reached down and gripped his dick; the oversized member twitching in response as she guided it into her cooch. Greg tongued at Isabela's twat; her sticky, sweet secretions oozing down into his mouth as she sat on his handsome face.
Meanwhile, Kiernan was hopping up and down on his dick; her slick pink pussy lips roaming along his rod as she bounced atop his form like a bucking bronco. Inch after inch of his girthy, thick cock disappeared inside her; the brunette performing perfectly executed squats atop his chiseled frame as she rode his giant prong. Before long, she was venturing right down to the base; her supple ass bouncing off his pelvis with each she took. Greg tongued at Isabela's gash while Kiernan rode him; the 40-something stud making her purr in ecstasy as he tongued at her stiff pink clit. He reached down and gripped Kiernan's slender waist with both hands, holding her in place as he threw his dick up into her.
"Oh, FUCK!!" Kiernan gasped. "YES! Fuck me with that fat fucking cock!"
Kiernan leaned forward and started making out with Isabela; muffled groans escaping their conjoined mouths as Greg worked them over from beneath. He bucked his hips wildly; driving every inch of his meaty thick prong into Kiernan's cooch, his swollen dickhead mining into her deepest parts with every motion. Meanwhile, he tongued at Isabela's pussy; the Hispanic starlet perched atop his handsome face like a queen on her throne as he ate her out. Isabela reached for the iPad, reading out the next question as best as he could amid a slew of impassioned groans.
"What...ay!...what birth control does...madre de dios!...does Kiernan Shipka use?"
"The pill," Kiernan replied. "And I'm on it right now so...uhh, sweet Jesus!...so feel free to blow that load inside me, Greg!"
Greg didn't need a second invitation. By now his balls were swelling up the size of Italian plums; the giant gonads churning away with a second wad of piping hot seed. Isabela hopped down from atop his handsome face and circled around behind Kiernan; the teenage actress on hand to suck Greg's creamy load right out of her snatch. He pounded away at Kiernan's snug pink pussy until his cock was fit to burst. He buried it deep inside her, pinning her slender frame to his as he pumped an ungodly volume of thick, gloopy spunk straight into her burning twat.
"UUUGGGHHH! FUUUCCCKKK!!" he bellowed as he let loose.
Kiernan's pussy clenched around his dick; the brown-haired beauty also climaxing on the spot as he unloaded inside her. She climbed down from atop his chiseled form, Isabella catching the gooey wad of searing man mess as it slopped on out of her cunt. Greg rose from the couch and Kiernan took his place. Isabella swallowed the cum down in a single gulp, then buried her tongue inside Kiernan's gash to lap up the residue.
"Oh, yeah!" Kiernan purred, her eyes glossed over with orgasmic pleasure as Isabela rooted around in her box. "What questions shall we answer now, Greg?"
"Anything, girls," he replied, as he pulled himself off, his girthy rod still rock hard and throbbing for more as he watched the all-girl action. "Anything you want!"
"OK. Does Kiernan Shipka do anal? Why, yes. Yes, she does." She looked down at Isabela. "Lay down here, baby, and I'll get on top of you. I want that big, fat cock in my ass!"
Isabella laid out across the couch and Kiernan mounted her; the girls forming a 69 as Greg brought up the rear. Kiernan buried her face between Isabela's thighs; the Latin babe tonguing at her clit in return. Greg doused his cock in lube; the older man aiming his greased up wang at Kiernan's puckered pink anus while they ate each other out. He guided it in; the tight, little hole stretching around his girth as he fed his swollen head inside.
"MMMMM!" she cooed from between Isabela's thighs as the thick pipe invaded her second hole.
Greg rocked back and forth; working an additional inch of his long, veiny cock into Kiernan's ass with every motion. Soon enough, he was guiding his dick right down to the hilt with each stroke; his bulging pink head boring into her colon and venturing to depths that no man had reached before. Kiernan looked up from between Isabela's legs and reached for the iPad; the young actress somehow managing to read out the next question whilst she was pounded mercilessly in her snug, pink rear.
"Does...oh, fuck!...does Isabela Merced do ass to mouth?"
"Well, I've never done it before," she admitted, "but, hey, first time for everything, right?"
With that, Greg retrieved his dong from Kiernan's ass and fed it straight into Isabela's mouth. She sucked it down to the balls on the first pass; the Hispanic beauty sucking up her friend's ass juices from the girthy shaft like was cleaning it for inspection, and glazing it in a fresh coat of sticky, wet spittle as she went. Greg returned his dick to Kiernan's asshole and quickly picked up from where he left off. He drove it in right down to the base with every motion, his big, heavy balls smacking against her clit each time he ventured inside.
"Yes! Yes! Fuck my fucking ass!" Kiernan screamed; her usually gorgeous facial features screwed in all kinds of unflattering ways as ten inches of meaty, thick wang invaded her rectum.
Isabela lapped away at her clit, the brunette's asshole clenching even tighter around Greg's dick each time, until she was nearly wringing it dry like a tube of toothpaste.
"Cum for me, chica," said Isabela, between licks at Kiernan's clit. "Cum all over my pretty fucking face!"
One final plunge of Greg's giant dong into the depths of her colon and she did just that. An intense, bone-shaking orgasm ripped through Kiernan's body, making her tremble from head to toe; a river of girlcum oozing from her twat and straight into Isabela's waiting mouth as she reached her ardent peak. Greg pulled his dick from Kiernan's ass and the girls knelt before him; wrapping their lips around the girthy wang and sucking it clean once more.
"Have you done anal before, Isy?" asked Kiernan, looking across at her friend.
"No, never."
"Well, like you said, there's a first time for everything. You'll love it, girl, trust me. Come on, I'll walk you through it. Lay down on your front with your face down and your ass up."
Isabela did as directed, peering back over her shoulder as she assumed the position. Greg gave his dick a further dousing of lube and pressing his drooling tip against her virgin asshole. He pushed forward; his bulging dickehead splitting her brown eye open for the very first time.
"Ay! Joder!" she yelped, her pretty brown eyes nearly popping clean from their sockets as Greg's girthy tip invaded her rear.
Greg tried with all his might to guide his swollen crown inside, but Isabella's rear was having none of it; the stubborn hole flat out rejecting every advance. Luckily, she had a friend nearby with bags of anal experience who was all too happy to offer her assistance.
"Relax those glutes, honey," said Kiernan. "The more you fight it, the more difficult it'll be. Here, I'll help you."
Kiernan knelt on the edge of the couch, placing her hands on Isabela's olive-toned buttcheeks and spreading them apart. Greg's dick began to ease into her asshole slowly, inch by girthy inch. Soon, he'd guided half the span of his long, veiny cock into Isabela's maiden rear; the handsome director quickening the pace of his thrusts as he continued to feed it inside. Before long, Greg had found his rhythm; the middle-aged stud driving his greased up pole deeper inside her with every pass, making the Latin teen squeal and yelp each time he tunnelled inside.
"AY! AY! AY! AYYYYY!" she shrieked as his fat, round cockhead bore into her rectum.
Confident that her friend could handle it from here, Kiernan tapped away at the iPad once more.
"Does Kiernan Shipka give rimjobs? Well, I never have before but it seems like this is a day of firsts, so why don't I give it a go?"
She circled around behind Greg, crouched behind him and stuck at her tongue; the brown-haired beauty lapping at his hairy man ass as he pounded her girlfriend's rear. The added stimulation had Greg's cock twitching like mad in Isabella's rump; the giant wang spasming like it could off at any second. Considering she'd never licked an ass before, Kiernan was doing a stand up job; the young actress meeting every counterthrust and delving her tongue into Greg's rectum like she was mining for gold.
"Mierda! I'm gonna fucking cum!" Isabella cried, reaching back to strum her aching clit as Greg drilled her backdoor.
By now, every pass was taking him nuts deep; his muscular thighs clattering with her supple, round rear each time he thrust inside. Isabella kneaded her clit like there was tomorrow; her hand little more than a manicured olive blur, her face screwed with with tumultuous ecstasy as she frigged herself off.
"Fuck! I'm gonna...I'm gonna...AHHH!!"
A torrent of squirt juice, even more copious and violent than the one she'd expelled earlier, shot from her snatch, drenching Greg's thighs as he plowed her backdoor. And once Isabella had cum, Greg wasn't far behind. Her asshole clenched even tighter around his cock as she squirted, so much so that it nearly snapped off at the base! His dick was pulsing and throbbing away in her rump. His balls churned, a fresh wad of spunk just begging to be released.
"You gonna cum for me, papi?" asked Isabela, looking back at Greg, her voice soft and breathy having just come down from her own frantic orgasm.
"YES!" he bellowed in response. "I'm gonna fucking cum!"
"Do it in my ass, papi! Paint my backdoor white with your piping hot seed!"
No further invitation was required. Greg buried his cock down to the balls once more and let loose.
"UUUHHH!!" he screamed, the stem of his dick twitching like never before as he blasted a warm, gooey creampie straight into her virgin asshole.
"Ooh, wow!" Kiernan cooed from the sidelines. "Let me see that. Get that dick out her ass."
Greg did as directed, retracting his still spasming cock from Isabella's rear, the last few drops of spunk dripping from his tip and onto her peachy, round buttcheeks as he did so. Greg detached his camera from the tripod once more and aimed at Kiernan as she squatted behind her friend.
"Gimme that cum, Isy," she said. "Squeeze that fucking load into my mouth."
Isabella relaxed her glutes one final time; the thick, creamy wad of burning seed slopping from her ass and into Kiernan's gaping maw. She closed her mouth and swallowed it down, licking her pouty lips as she savoured the taste of the spunk. Isabella turned to face her and the pair met for a wet, open-mouthed kiss to wrap up.
"Dios mio!" Isabella exclaimed. "What an interview!"
"I know, right!" Kiernan agreed. "Why couldn't all our junkets have been like this?!"
"Wow, girls! That was astounding!" said Greg from behind the camera lens. "Anything you'd like to say to the viewers before you sign off?"
"Yes, thank you, guys, for having such dirty minds," said Isabella.
"Yeah, it's you guy's pervy questions that made this interview so good," Kiernan agreed. "So, thank you!" She blew a kiss to the camera, then picked up the iPad once more. "Ooh, Isy, look! There's one more. Are Kiernan Shipka and Isabella Merced still horny? I'm still incredibly horny, Isy. How about you?"
"Me too, Kiernan," Isabella replied. "How about you, Greg? You ready for more?"
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A shiny black stretch limo pulled up to the sidewalk outside the Los Angeles Convention Centre, drawing an excited gaggle of baying photographers. A number of A-list stars kitted out in custom-made designer dresses and costly-looking tuxedos posed for a further army of snapping shutterbugs. Others wandered slowly along the seemingly endless red carpet, stopping for countless selfies with gushing fans and scribbling their autograph on pictures, posters, cocktail napkins and everything in between until their hands went numb.
The front door of the limo opened and the driver climbed out, shooing away encroaching photographers as he strolled around to the rear of the vehicle. He opened the back door and the eager paparazzo waited with baited breath, lenses thrust out, fingers poised over shutter buttons as a pair of golden open-toed stilettos planted themselves on the paving slabs and a curvy blonde form emerged from the darkness within.
"Scarlett! Scarlett! Scarlett! Over here! Scarlett!"
A barrage of demanding voices hollered at Scarlett Johansson from every conceivable direction as she exited the vehicle, broad, toothy smile stretched across her face, manicured hand directing dainty waves at the sea of clamouring photographers jostling and jockeying for position before her. A litany of flashbulbs lit up the night sky as a troop of lensmen snapped incessantly, each one armed to the teeth with ludicrously expensive, state of the art camera equipment.
Several minutes and hundreds upon thousands of photographs later and Scarlett was ushered onto the red carpet. She followed her co-stars at a leisurely pace, chatting with fans, posing for an armada of iPhone screens and etching her John Hancock on a plethora of exotic items. Once she reached the building, Scarlett was met by a second barrage of photographers, a lightning storm of flashes starting anew as hundreds of priceless lenses were trained on her buxom frame.
After what felt like an eternity had passed, Scarlett was finally led inside, the excited chatter of dozens of conversations merging into one loud murmur of eager anticipation as she entered the enormous building. A team of waiters encircled the room, balancing trays of luxury hors d'oeuvres and glass after glass of vintage champagne. Crowds of beautiful and dashing Hollywood stars, important-looking producer types and smartly-dressed crew intermixed, interweaved and intermingled, chatting at length between glasses of priceless fizz.
Every one of them was dolled to the nines and Scarlett was no exception. In fact, the chesty blonde actress was perhaps the most glamorous of all, kitted out as she was in a custom-designed, hand-sewn sparkly silver dress that clung to her voluptuous form like a needy child. A miniscule, though absurdly pricey clutch bag was clasped in a jewellery-clad hand, her gorgeous, heavily made up face framed by the flow of her glossy blonde locks.
"Champagne, Miss Johansson?" asked a passing waiter, a tray of sparkling flutes held in her direction.
"Thank you," she replied in her familiar husky tone. She fetched a glass from the tray, leaving deep red lipstick marks on the rim as she took a hearty sip.
"Scarlett!" came a voice from the crowd, the loud, harpy screech somehow soaring over the litany of others as her equally stunning, equally fair-haired co-star Brie Larson surfaced from the sea of guests.
Brie hurried towards her friend as quickly as her spindly high heels would carry her, the starlet's own not insubstantial bosom jiggling wondrously under the thin covering of her silky pink dress.
"Brie!" Scarlett yelled back as they embraced, a squishing together of frames that every photographer fortunate enough to be ushered into the inner sanctum was literally diving across the floor to try and capture.
"Damn! You clean up well, don't you, girl?!" Brie exclaimed, taking a step back to admire her co-star's look in all its curvy hipped, shiny toothed glory.
Scarlett blushed. "Thanks, hon'. You don't look too bad yourself."
"Why, thank you, Miss Johansson," Brie replied, playfully flinging back strands of her bottle blonde hair. "Hey, where's Liz? She told me she was coming with you."
"Oh, she couldn't make it."
"Couldn't make it? To the friggin' Endgame premiere? The biggest movie of her career. Heck, anyone's career. She 'couldn't make it'?" Brie gesticulated wildly, flinging splashes of priceless champagne this way and that as she made air quotes with her fingers.
"That's what she said," Scarlett replied, trying her utmost to stifle a smirk. "She told me she was a little tied up."
*
How long the video had been playing for, I wasn't sure. There wasn't a single clock in the room...no, the dungeon I was thrust up in, and there was no time code on the expensive blu-ray player whirring along silently beneath the giant flatscreen TV. My expensive gold-plated wristwatch was affixed to my wrist. One small problem though; my hands were tied above my head- bound together with a complex slip knot and dangling from a bar some three feet above my person. And try as I might, no amount of struggling on my part was going to offer me even the briefest glance at its ticking hands.
How many minutes, or even hours, of the homemade clip had passed, and how far it was into its total runtime, I was truly none the wiser. But one thing was for sure, ever since Scarlett had popped the disc in the player, given me a goodbye kiss and inserted my ball gag, I'd been treated to one hell of a show. The video, a seemingly never ending montage of self-shot clips, had started well and only gotten hotter from there. Indeed, Scarlett had barely crossed the hard stone floor of her dungeon and closed the door behind her, before a younger, though equally beautiful version of her was tonguing a woman to orgasm on the massive screen. And it wasn't until this woman turned to look at the camera, face screwed in a fit of lust, that I realised who it was. Rebecca Hall. Scarlett's co-star from The Prestige.
There was no date on the clip, but as familiar with my lover's filmography as I was, I put it at around 2006, when Scarlett was 22. Actually, probably 21- given that she was born in November. And though I didn't immediately place the woman in the clip, I did recognise the look etched across her face, for it was one I'd experienced many times myself. The impassioned throes of a rapturous, ScarJo induced climax.
In fact, I'd hoped for that very treatment earlier in the evening when a message from Scarlett dropped into my inbox. She asked me if I'd like to go to her place for drinks before setting off for the premiere of our latest Avengers movie, Endgame. Naturally, I said yes, hoping beyond hope that 'drinks' was code for one (or more) of those toe curling, bone shaking orgasms that only the buxom blonde goddess and her magnificent long, wet tongue were capable of giving me.
Now, I should probably take a minute here to introduce myself, right? My name is Elizabeth Chase Olsen. Lizzie to my friends. Perhaps better known as the Scarlet Witch; a character in the billion dollar grossing, blockbuster MCU flicks Avengers: Age of Ultron and Avengers: Infinity War, among others. OK, so now that you know who I am, I'll go ahead and cut to the chase. I know what you're all thinking; how did two world famous, exceedingly wealthy and engaged women become involved in a passionate, romantic tryst behind their lovers' backs and how long had it been going on?
The second question is easy enough to answer: since Tuesday, 12th April, 2016. The Captain America: Civil War premiere. Three years and ten days, or 26,500 intense, bliss-filled hours ago. Give or take. Just after I started dating my fiance, Robbie. The first will require a little more explanation. Myself and my co-stars were enjoying a glass of champagne after the roll of the credits, when some suggested we head to a bar to give the latest MCU movie the send off it deserved and welcome in the next one. My co-star Chris took us to the quietest place he knew in all of Hollywood; a dingy, whiskey-soaked dive filled with no one but a few old fellas who had no idea who we were and couldn't have cared less.
Anyway, several old fashioneds later and my co-drinkers were starting to dwindle, leaving just myself and Scarlett propping up the bar, surrounded by empty glasses and half-melted ice cubes. Seeing away the remains of her drink, Scarlett asked if I'd like to head back to her place for a night cap.
Having long since sunk the volume of booze my slender, 27 year old frame was able to handle, I initially thought better of it. But there was something about the way she was looking at me with those big, beautiful eyes of hers that made me rethink. I had no idea that Scarlett was into chicks, but I'd been looked at like that countless times before and knew exactly what it meant. At the time, I didn't know I was into chicks either, but I found myself loving the way those gorgeous green peepers stared into mine and shamelessly scoured my dress-clad frame. I said yes and we headed back to hers.
Scarlett popped a bottle of champagne and we took to the couch; heels kicked off, legs curled up onto the shiny black leather, sipping and talking until a stray lock of hair fell from behind my ear and swept across my face. Scarlett saw her opportunity and pushed it back into place, trailing her soft fingers across my cheek on the return journey. I looked up at her and deep into those bright green eyes and the rest, as they say, is history. Scarlett started dating her fiancé, Colin, the following year but our relationship didn't slow down, and we carried on behind both our guy's backs all through the year and into the next, meeting up whenever one was out of town to tongue each other into ecstasy.
OK, so that's that. Now, where was I? Oh, yes. So I arrived at her place half an hour before we were set to head off. Not very long, but time enough for a 'drink' or two, that was for sure. Scarlett greeted me and ushered me in, waiting until the door was shut to grab me and pull me in for a kiss, just in case I'd been followed to her house or the paparazzo were lurking outside. Not an uncommon occurrence, I can tell you. Especially on the night of a big premiere. She took me by the hand and led me through the house, stopping, to my surprise, outside the door to her basement.
"Wanna try something a little different tonight, Lizzie?" she asked, her voice so sultry that I probably would've said yes if that 'something different' had been murdering newborn puppies.
"Sure," I replied and the door swung open, Scarlett clasping my hand and leading me down a long, stone stairwell.
There was a second door at the foot of the stairs, a much heavier and imposing-looking one, and Scarlett negotiated a complex sounding series of locks and bolts, opening it with a loud creak straight from a Dracula movie. She guided me through and a light bulb on each wall flicked on, illuminating what can only be described as a dungeon of sexual devilry. The floor was lined with all manner of exotic apparatus. Crosses, stocks, benches. Things I couldn't even identify. And there were numerous items hanging from the walls; weird and wonderful things from blindfolds to ball gags, ticklers to floggers, whips to riding crops.
"Scarlett," I said, dumbfounded; gazing around the room in disbelief, "what is this place?"
"Uh uh," she replied, in a stern, icy manner that I had previously only seen on screen. "There's no 'Scarlett' anymore, Bitch. I stopped being 'Scarlett' the second I walked through that door. I'm 'Mistress' now and shall be referred to as such until we go back upstairs. Oh, and you'll only speak when you're spoken to until further notice. Understand?"
I was shocked. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Scarlett had always been the dominant one when he'd had sex but this was a side to her I hadn't seen before.
"Yes...Mistress," I stammered nervously, entirely unsure of what was to come.
"Good." She fetched a riding crop from the wall and tapped it against her hand. "The dress...lose it."
"Hmm?" I replied, regarding my secret lover with a look that I'm sure gave whole new meaning to the word 'gormless'.
Scarlett...sorry, Mistress struck the riding crop against her palm, generating a sound so loud and sharp that I almost leapt straight out of my skin.
"You deaf, Bitch? I said 'lose the dress'."
I hurriedly started removing my designer dress, pulling it over my head until the tongue of Mistress' riding crop pressing against my hands stopped me in my tracks.
"Haven't you forgotten something?" she asked.
"Sorry, Mistress. Right away, Mistress."
She grinned as I took off my dress and handed it to her, the domineering blonde beauty tossing the priceless garment across the room like a piece of trash. She fetched a collar from the wall and fastened it around my neck, attaching a thin leather leash.
"Knees."
I dropped to my knees, the frigid stone floor sending chills through my body as it came in contact with my flesh.
"Crawl," said Mistress, tugging at the leash. She led me towards her choice of apparatus; the aforementioned bar thing that I was to find myself suspended from for damn near the entire evening.
I crawled behind her like a faithful lapdog as she guided me across the room.
"Up."
I stood.
"Stand there." She pointed to the space beneath the metal bar.
I positioned myself where she wanted me. She returned to the wall and fetched a length of rope.
"Anything you want to say?"
A sly grin played across her features so quickly that if I'd blinked at that precise moment, it would have gone entirely unnoticed. Breaking character was a complete no no; an almost unspeakable crime for an actress of her calibre. But, hey, everyone falters once in a while, right? She gestured to a sign on the wall behind her. It read; the safe word is banana. Next to it was a plaque displaying two different hand signals.
I put two and two together. "Oh...no, Mistress."
"Good," she replied, demeanor stern as ever. "Arms up."
I raised my arms above my head and kept them there as Mistress wrapped the rope around my wrists several times, then tied it to the bar. The rope was soft and didn't burn my skin, no matter how hard she tied it. By the time she was done, my arms were bound together with the rope and fastened to the bar in such a manner that Harry Houdini himself couldn't have broken its hold. Mistress rested the tongue of her riding crop against my chest and guided it slowly down my midriff; between my breasts, over my taut little tummy, right down to my crotch. I felt my pussy purr as the tongue brushed against it through the thin lace of my panties. I didn't think any tongue other than Mistress' was capable of doing that (yep, that's including my fiancé's), but I guess I'd been proven wrong.
"Slutty little panties," said Mistress, inspecting my black lacy smalls. "Did you wear these just for me?"
"Yes, Mistress. Just for you."
"Hmm," she grinned, pulling the waistband from my groin with the tongue of her crop then letting it ping back into place. "You are a good pet, aren't you?"
"Yes, Mistress."
Mistress squatted before me and inched down my panties.
"And I see you shaved for Mistress, too," she observed, pausing to take a look at my cunt. "What a good girl you are."
She lowered my panties the rest of the way and slipped them past my heels. She brought them to her nose and sniffed at the lace; not showing it, but clearly enjoying my scent.
"You're wet for Mistress aren't you, Bitch?"
"Yes, Mistress. I'm soaking wet for you."
Mistress stood and held the panties to my nose. "Smell yourself."
I inhaled deeply, the pungent smell of my arousal tingling my nostrils.
"You smell good, don't you, Bitch?"
"Yes, Mistress. All thanks to you."
Mistress grinned. My responses were clearly pleasing her.
She balled up my panties and held them to my mouth. "Open."
I parted my lips and she stuffed my worn undies inside. She checked the time on her silver plated wristwatch (a gift from yours truly).
"The car's gonna be here in 15 minutes. Just enough time for me to eat this sweet little pussy out, wouldn't you say?"
"Mmm!" was about all I could manage with a mouthful of lace, but my desire for her mouth was evident all the same.
"Of course you do, you little slut," Mistress replied with a wicked smirk.
She returned to her previous position and peered at my snatch, now glistening with my flowing arousal.
"Wow! This pussy really is wet for me, isn't it?"
"Yes, Mistress," is what I said. "Yush, Mushtis," is how it came out.
Without a single word of warning, Mistress dove in head first, wrapping her lips around my twat and practically engulfing the entire thing right off the bat. Her tongue shot out and immediately found my clit, lapping at it with long, purposeful strokes.
"MMM!" I moaned through my lacy gag, almost firing my panties across the room involuntarily as her skilled tongue went straight for my pulsing bud.
I looked down and saw my juices smear across Mistress' lips as she ate me out; my blonde queen returning my eye contact with a deep, unwavering stare of her own. She lapped at my mound with a fierce intensity, a second set of muffled groans escaping her busy mouth and joining mine as she scoffed at my burning cooze. She had me on the verge of orgasm within minutes, as she often did; my dripping twat quivering in her beautiful, skilled mouth. My nipples tingled and my legs started shaking. I felt the thunderous quake of orgasm rise up from deep within me, a wave of satisfaction longing to be unleashed. My gagged mouth mewled incessantly. I clamped my eyes shut, trembling arms tugging at the rope as I readied myself for the sweet release of orgasm. And then...nothing.



I opened my eyes and looked down at the floor. Mistress grinned back up at me, sticky fluids dripping from her chin- a chin that was separated from its rightful place by a good twelve inches of empty space.
"Wuh thu huh?!" I barked through my now spit-drenched panties. I struggled against the rope, wanting more than anything to grab the back of her head and hold it between my thighs until I came all over her face.
It wasn't the most eloquent of complaints, but to Mistress it came through clear as day. What the hell?! She struck my pussy with a firm, hard strike, making the sopping mound ache more than my denied orgasm already had.
"Umm!" I yelled, a mixture of pleasure and pain as her hand hit my twat.
"Did I say you could speak?"
"Nuh!"
"No, what?" She slapped my pussy again, harder this time; the forceful strike making me cry out anew.
"Nuh, Mushtis!"
"Better. Well, I'm sorry, Pet, but I'm afraid I don't have time to finish you off," she declared as she rose to her feet. "I've got a premiere to get to."
I made an objection that was too indecipherable for even Mistress' seasoned ears to understand. She'd been doing a remarkable job up to that point. I clearly wasn't the first person to be bound and gagged in her presence. She removed my panties from my mouth.
"What was that, Pet?"
"Aren't I going with you?" I asked, panting heavily.
She glanced up at my restricted arms. "Doesn't look like it, does it, Bitch?" she grinned. "It'll take me a good couple of minutes to untie that rope, and I'm running late as it is. Nope, sorry, Pet. Looks like you're staying here."
I gulped nervously. Mistress, or Scarlett as I still knew her at the time, had told me I should drink lots of water and have a pee before she opened the door to the basement. I found it a little odd but didn't think a lot of it. Now it was starting to make sense. I was here for the long haul.
"But don't worry, Pet. I won't be leaving you empty handed."
Mistress strolled across to the far wall and slid open a drawer on an antique cabinet, returning with what appeared to be some kind of sex toy. It looked a bit like her Hitachi wand. She'd used that on me before. It was the same shape but looked to be more hi-tec and had a number of buttons down the side. Mistress placed the big, round head against my pussy and tied it in place with a rope, looping it several times around my thighs. Yep, she had definitely done this before.
"This toy is controlled by an app on my phone, so relax, Pet. Mistress will be with you in spirit and I'll make sure that big freakin' head buzzes against your little pussy real good while I'm watching the movie. And talking of movies, I have a little viewing material for you."
She squatted before her giant TV and rooted through what appeared to be a rather extensive blu-ray collection- a mixture of professional pornos and blank cases, which I now know to be her own homemade efforts. She selected one of the cases, removed the disc and popped it in the player, hitting play on the remote control. The video began, starting with the image of Rebecca Hall sprawled out across a bed while just-old-enough-to-drink Scar...Mistress went to town between her thighs.
Mistress took a pink rubber ball gag from the wall and returned to me. "Lick me clean," she said, my sticky juices still evident around her lips.
I stuck out my tongue and licked obediently around her pretty mouth, being sure to lap up every last drop before she went on her way.
"Adios, Pet," she said, giving me a kiss and affixing my ball gag. "Be a good girl for Mistress while she's gone, won't you?"
I nodded. She took one final look at me, grinning mischievously as she took off across the dungeon. Her heels clicked on the floor. The door opened and closed. Then came the complex locking system. And with that, she was gone.
*
"Tied up?" asked Brie, the bottle blonde starlet still wondering what on earth could be so important that their friend and co-star would even consider missing the premiere of her biggest movie to date on its behalf.
"Yep," said Scarlett. "I mean, that's what she said."
"But..." Brie replied, looking downright befuddled by the mysterious conundrum.
But before she could protest further, the heavy doors to the screening room were thrown open, a young usher in a neatly pressed tuxedo addressing the waiting crowd.
"Ladies and gentlemen, please make your way into the screening room. The show is about to begin."
"Hear that, girl?" asked Scarlett, hurriedly finishing her glass of champagne and taking Brie by the arm. "We've got a movie to watch!"
*
Watching the video with arms tied above my head and that toy poised teasingly against my pussy was agonising. Agonising. How long Mistress was going to wait before she set that thing abuzz, or whether she was going to at all, I wasn't sure, but what I did know was it was nothing short of tortuous feeling it press against my still rock hard clit without experiencing its delightful hum. My cooch was still sodden with a cocktail of my juices and Mistress' sticky saliva, and only grew wetter as the video kept running. Clips came and went. A-list star after A-list star felt the wondrous delights of Mistress' mouth on their twat, before she came and was replaced by another.
Natalie Portman. Penelope Cruz. Cobie Smulders. Sofia Vergara. Every one of them had experienced the pleasure of my Mistress' tongue rooting around in their innards, and as the celebrity roll call continued to rise, the subject material grew naughtier and naughtier with each passing clip. Soon, famous women found themselves bound to her headboard with ties or handcuffs, thrashing around the bed like women possessed as she licked them to climax. There was no sign of the dungeon yet but, hey, the night was young (at least I thought it was). Who knew how long this video would go on for and what unspeakable acts it was yet to impart?
*
Scarlett sat front row centre in the enormous screening room, gazing up at the giant screen, sound booming from countless speakers as the soon to be blockbuster movie ticked over into its second half hour. The busty actress had been trying her level best to follow it but it was proving to be one heck of a challenge. She knew the plot like the back of her hand by this stage, of course, having read through the script a hundred times over, but seeing the finished product all stitched together should have made for quite the spectacle.
Scarlett, however, was miles away, and no matter how hard she tried to concentrate on the movie flashing and blasting and roaring its way into her consciousness, she couldn't take her mind off the gorgeous actress thrust up in her basement. She slipped her phone from her clutch bag, dimming the screen as not to draw attention from those beside her. She opened the app that controlled her toy, grinning mischievously as a punch of her thumb sprung the device to life.
*
Hayley Atwell was cuffed to Mistress' bed, blindfold over her eyes when I finally felt the toy buzz against my clit. It was a soft hum to begin with; the vibration so minimal that it barely registered on my aching pussy. But it grew steadily and before long the whirring wand was buzzing away like a swarm of bees; the powerful vibrations rumbling against my bud with little mercy. I kept my eyes glued to the screen as Mistress straddled the buxom brunette; their curvy bodies bucking and grinding against one another as the buzzing toy thundered against my pussy.
A steady slew of muffled, high-pitched coos escaped my smothered mouth as I trembled from head to foot, writhing in my restricted stance. The images on the screen combined with the incessant thrumming against my clit had me on the brink of eruption in no time at all; my urethra stewing a blast so forceful it would probably snap the ropes in two and fire the toy across the room like a bullet from a gun. I clung to the ropes above my head for dear life as the climax of a lifetime primed itself for release, mewling, groaning, quivering until...
Silence. The buzzing came to a sudden, abrupt halt. I wept. Actual, literal tears of hopeless frustration flooded down my cheeks as I was clawed yet again from the precipice of orgasm. I screamed into my ballgag, biting down into the pink rubber with such force that I'm surprised I didn't chomp straight through it. Mistress had clearly done this before too. She knew the exact moment to switch off the toy; denying my orgasm at the very last second before I blasted like a fireman's hose. Talk about a sixth sense! I thought I was supposed to be the witch around here!
After Hayley, the video looped and I was forced to watch the whole thing through a second time with the toy once again sitting dormant against my dripping snatch. Two clips in and the device buzzed to life once more, its rampant thrumming again ceasing before I could emit my bubbling juices. Another clip, and it did it again, and again and again; my evil Mistress shutting the toy off each time and keeping my now raging orgasm all to herself.
*
The credits rolled and the audience gave a standing ovation; applauding and whooping rapturously as the premier viewing of Avengers: Endgame came to a close. Bodies rose from seats and flocked to the open doorway, flooding out into the lobby in wait of a post-credits drink. Scarlett and Brie distanced themselves as best they could from the hustle and bustle; the rigorous handshaking and boisterous toasts to another cinematic triumph.
"So, what are you doing after this?" asked Brie, swigging from a glass of champagne.
"Not sure," Scarlett replied. "Colin's out of town, so probably not a lot."
"Ah, yeah. I noticed you checking your phone a lot. A little textual intercourse, was it?"
Scarlett grinned, her friend blissfully unaware of how accurate that statement truly was. "Something like that."
"Well, if you don't fancy going back to that big empty house just yet, we could head to a bar?" Brie suggested. "I hear it's something of an Avengers tradition."
Any other night and Scarlett would have leapt at the chance. She'd been pondering ways to coax Brie into her bed for some time now, and her fellow blonde co-star had just given her the perfect in.
"I'd love to, but..." Scarlett began, stopping herself dead in her tracks as a particularly naughty thought sparked in her whirring brain. Sure, she had her new pet tied up in the bowels of her home, but who's to say she had to keep her all for herself? Like her mother had always said; sharing is caring. "Actually, Brie, why don't you come over to mine for a bit? I've got something I think you'll enjoy."
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Harry couldn't believe his luck. He had only moved to London that September and already he found himself sitting next to one of the most desired women on God's green earth; gorgeous Game of Thrones star Miss Emilia Clarke. The story of how he'd come to be in this position went like this; 18 year old Harry relocated to the nation's capital from Nowheresville, Cornwall to attend university- step one on his way to becoming a film director. He'd applied for a part time job at the Odeon movie theatre in Leicester Square and aced the interview, the assistant manager charmed by his good looks and passion for cinema.
He'd been working there a few months when his manager asked him if he wanted to pick up an extra shift. The cinema was holding the world premiere of new flick Last Christmas, starring Emilia Clarke, and needed all hands on deck to ensure that the event ran smoothly. He answered in double quick time and with more enthusiasm than the rest of his colleagues combined. For him it was a no brainer. He had little interest in the film- it seemed like the standard paint by numbers romcom that the studios were churning out in their dozens with every passing year (not that he was a movie snob or anything), but if Emilia Clarke was going to be there, then so was he.
The night of the premiere, Harry was manning the refreshments stand as the cast and crew were led into the lobby for hors d'oeuvres and a glass of champagne. His eyes were fixed on Miss Clarke from minute one and who could blame him? She looked simply stunning in her silky black dress; an expensive looking designer number that clung to her frame like a needy child. Her glossy chestnut locks had been styled meticulously by her team of beauticians, her gorgeous face dabbed and dawbed with more costly powders than the customs at Bogotá airport.
But the attention he was giving her didn't appear to be a one way street. He could have been mistaken, of course, but as he looked at her from across the room, Harry could have sworn he noticed her glancing back at him as well. Then, his suspicions were confirmed when Emilia excused herself from the crowd and approached the refreshments stand. Harry did his best to act cool as the woman of his dreams came sauntering towards him.
"Hey there, handsome," she said, greeting him with a sultry grin as she stopped by his stand.
Harry fought the urge to look back over his shoulder to ensure she wasn't addressing somebody else. He knew he was a good looking guy. After all, he'd been told so by girls throughout school and sixth form years, but to hear it from a world famous actress nearly twice his age was something else entirely.
"Hi, Miss Clarke. Is there something I can help you with?"
"Yes, as a matter of fact, there is. It's a little embarrassing but my date appears to have stood me up." Harry didn't so much find this revelation embarrassing as hard to believe. Who in their right mind would stand up Emilia Clarke?! "Would you be interested in joining me for the screening?"
He was interested. Very interested. He got someone to cover for him and checked it was OK with his manager. It was. The management were always happy to accommodate their red carpet attendees and this time was no different. Next thing Harry knew, he was sat front row centre, Miss Clarke at his side, as the movie's opening title card filled the giant screen. He was nervous but also incredibly excited. This wasn't exactly a normal situation he'd found himself in and who knew where it would end up taking him. It didn't take him long to find out.
Emilia, grazing from a giant tub of popcorn, angled it his way as she offered him a piece.
"No, thank you, Miss Clarke," he replied softly.
"Please, call me Emilia," she whispered back, the actress suddenly possessing all the poise and finesse of a bull in a china shop as she 'accidentally' spilled half the tub's contents into his lap.
"Oh, God! I'm so sorry!" she exclaimed, her fingers brushing the outline of his penis as she brushed the spilled popcorn from his crotch.
"My, my. You are a big boy, aren't you?" she whispered, running her hand up and down the length of his hardon. "Feels like he wants to come out and play."
Before Harry could protest, Emilia had unzipped his fly and pulled out his cock; the eight inch wang rock hard as she released it from captivity. She leaned over and spat a glob of saliva onto the head, lubing the oversized member as she stroked the girthy shaft. Before long, her hand was roaming up and down his dong like a glass elevator; her soft, silken paw caressing every nerve and fibre along the way.
Harry clung to the padded armrests; his fingernails nearly piercing the felt coverings as he clung to them for dear life. By now, Emilia was beating him off like a woman possessed; her hand little more than a carefully manicured blur as she pulled his pulsing pork. It ventured from the head to the base and back again; the actress covering every inch of his long, thick wang as she stroked him six ways from Sunday.
By this stage, Harry's cock was throbbing in her hand like an athlete's ticker, his usually handsome face screwed in all kinds of unsightly ways as she jerked him off. He did all he could to keep from blowing his wad right there in the movie theatre but resistance was futile. Emilia's hand was too soft, her stroke too well pressured and expertly timed.
He held off until he could no longer; the cinema worker releasing a muffled 'MMPF!' as a jet of creamy, off-white spunk shot from his tip and rained down over his crotch like a monsoon. It went everywhere; over the handrests, his pants and Emilia's hand. He thought a drop of it may have even landed on the jacket of the man next to him, Emilia's co-star Henry Golding, but he couldn't bring himself to check.
Emilia cleaned her hand with a wet wipe and Harry fed his quivering dick back into his pants. He watched the rest of the movie in a daze, unable to concentrate as he tried to fathom what had just happened. The end credits rolled and the audience filed out, Emilia bidding Harry adieu as he returned to his station and finished his shift.
The following evening, an envelope was laying on the counter of the refreshments stand as he arrived for work. It was addressed to 'cute refreshments guy'; it only just dawning on the young man that he hadn't given the actress his name. He tore it open and read the Christmas card inside.
Hey handsome,
Hope you enjoyed your season's beatings. Play your cards right and there'll be plenty more where they came from.
Merry Christmas,
Love, Emilia
A warm smile stretched across Harry's face as he read the message; the grin growing broader as he reached the best bit. Her phone number was written at the bottom.
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Press Release, February 2018

After months, nay years of intense speculation and the online rumour mills throwing up all manner of outlandish hearsay, we at Pixar Animated Studios can finally confirm that, yes, we are indeed branching out into the world of pornography. Our very first erotic feature, a half live-action, half-computer animated affair (the Space Jam of sex, if you will), is already in production and will star a host of world famous actress in their debut adult roles. While most of the cast is being kept under wraps for the time being, we can officially confirm that High School Musical star Vanessa Hudgens is set for a starring role. The movie, entitled Sex Toy Story; a rather obvious nod to our very first feature, Toy Story (but with dildos instead of pull-string cowboys!), is slated for a June 2020 release and we could not be more excited to share our vision with the world.
Jim Morris, President of Pixar Studios
*
The camera panned across a large, spotlessly tidy master bedroom, past the thick white shag carpeting, over the giant double bed and up to a small wooden cabinet affixed to the painted wall. Thanks to the latest in post-production technology, the camera swooped seamlessly through the cabinet doors, stopping as it framed an interesting array of sex toys lined up along the wooden surface. The camera cut to a close up of a pink jelly dildo. Suddenly a thin, squiggly arm sprouted out from around mid-shaft. And if that wasn't strange enough, an eye eased upon just below the round plastic crown, peering down at the tiny silver watch affixed to its spindly pink wrist.
"It's almost time," said the anthropomorphic sex toy. "Everyone in position?"
"What's the point, Jelly?" asked a second talking marital aid, this one a slightly taller, more slender looking anatomically correct dildo, named Dickie. "We know who she's going to choose."
Every toy in the line up looked to the far end of the cabinet at a huge, jet black dildo named Mamba; easily the tallest and most powerfully built of the bunch. Mamba wasn't listening and, in fact, was facing away from the other toys entirely, a suave grin stretched across his handsome coal-dark features as he chatted to two swooning fleshlights.
"Yeah, she always goes with Mamba," said a purple rampant rabbit, his twin plastic ears flicking back and forth as he spoke. "I mean, sure he's big, I get that. But he can't do what..." The vibrator's voice started to slow, becoming deeper and more mechanical sounding with each passing syllable. "Oh, shit. My batteries are running out," the toy continued, his voice heavily distorted. He turned to his side, his own skinny purple arms pointing at the battery slot on his ribbed plastic back. "Can someone..."
"I've got you, Rabbit," said Jelly, popping open the slot and removing the spent AAs. "OK, guys, I know Mamba has seen a good deal more action of late than the rest of us, but there's no need to give up hope."
"Pfft!" came a razzing voice from across the cabinet. "You guys should think yourselves lucky."
The toys looked across at a long double ended dildo, the second of its identical dark brown heads picking up from where the first left off.
"Vanessa hasn't used us since that month that she experimented with Ashley. That was seven freakin' years ago!"
"Yeah," the first head agreed, taking over from his twin. "We thought Ashley was gonna come get us when she moved in with Cara, but...nope! That bitch went and bought a whole new set of toys. Now we're stuck here with nothing to do!"
"I know, guys," Jelly replied, "and I'm sorry..."
"Well, at least you guys have been used," said a stumpy, round buttplug. "Austin bought me over a year ago, hoping that Vanessa would be open to a little anal. She shot him down in flames and now they've broken up! How am I gonna get used now?! I'm 18 months old and I'm still a fucking virgin!"
"Oh, queet your whineeng, you American sheets!" exclaimed a pair of ben wa balls, in a thick and overly contrived French accent. He wore a beret and had a thin black moustache. "Whingeeng and complaineeng won't get you anywheere! You have to be confeedent like me, eh? Mademoiselle 'Udgens 'asn't used me yet either, but I know it won't be long unteel Benoit Balse has his time to shine. Nobody can reseest an 'andsome Frenchman!"
Dickie sighed. "For the last time, Ben, you're not French. Your name is Ben Waballs. You were made in San Francisco, for Christ's sake!"
"'Ow dare you!" Ben protested. "I was made in Paree, I'll 'ave you know! I'm as Francais as snails and frog's legs, Yankee!"
Dickie yelled back in anger and soon a number of other toys, including a bullet vibrator, anal beads and strap on, all spoke up at the same time; an army of voices clamouring over one another as a collection-wide argument broke out in the wooden cabinet.
"Quiet!" yelled Jelly, the entire toy collection falling silent in response. "Thank you. Now there's no sense in arguing amongst ourselves. I know you're all frustrated. None of us have been used in months, except for you know who, but we've gotta stick together. If we pool our resources I'm sure we can..."
"Pool all you want, fellas," came a deep, booming voice from the far end of the cabinet. "It ain't gon' change a thang." Mamba stubbed out a tiny cigar, billowing a thick cloud of smoke into the air before continuing. "Ain't one of you fools seen the light of day since the lady brought me home and ain't nothin' y'all do gon' change that. I'm taller than y'all, thicker than y'all and, most importantly, blacker than y'all. I've gone deeper than any of you fellas could even dream of. Any of y'all seen the g-spot?"
The remaining toys looked at one another, eyes shifting back and forth. To them, the g-spot was a folkloric concept- a mythical far off land; much discussed but never explored.
Mamba chuckled. "Well I have. I hit that shit every damn time! I make that thing my bitch! Ain't none of y'all can do what I do, and until you learn to grow an extra three inches, you ain't gonna. I guess it's true what they say. Once you go black, you never go back."
The cabinet was silent. Mamba grinned triumphantly. The hush ceased as the front door to the house slammed shut.
"OK, guys," said Jelly, "it's time."
The toys waited nervously, the stairs creaking under their owner's pricey stilettos. The cabinet eased open and a number of toys peered through the crack in the door as Vanessa Hudgens wandered into her bedroom, removing her jacket and hanging it up on the back of her door.
"Phew!" she sighed, exhausted after a long day on set.
Vanessa kicked off her heels, and unbuttoned her blouse, sliding it down her arms before unzipping her pencil skirt. Before long, she was entirely nude, gazing into the mirror as she eyed her heavenly form. Soft, manicured hands cupped her breasts, her nipples tingling and stiffening beneath them. Her paws ventured south, across her flat, toned midriff and down to her crotch, fingers running through her landing strip of wispy brown pubes. Her middle digit moved down to her snatch, gliding slowly between her sticky pink labia. Some of the toys licked their lips with desire, every one of them itching to feel their head press against those juicy folds and experience the wonders that lay beyond.
Vanessa strolled across the room and over to the cabinet. The doors began to open and the toys got into position; a well regimented line of exotic marital aids stretching from one side to the next. Eyes closed. Arms disappeared behind backs.
"Merde!" hissed Ben Waballs, plucking the thin moustache from his face and removing his beret as the doors flew open.
"Boy, am I glad to see you guys," said Vanessa, flashing a naughty smirk. "But who do I pick?" Vanessa pondered, a lengthy nailed finger scrolling across the line, considering each item in turn.
The toys did their best to remain still amid the growing excitement. Hands clasped together behind their backs, praying to the God who made them (or rather, who made the humans that assembled them) that she'd pick them from the line up. The marital aids went through this charade every weekday evening and every Saturday and Sunday morning (unless their owner had gotten lucky the night before, in which case toys were the last thing on her mind) and the outcome was always the same. But that didn't stop them from wishing, clinging desperately to the blind hope that today could be their day.
Vanessa's hand continued along her row of toys, hovering tantalisingly over each plastic object before moving onto the next. Faces dropped one by one until she reached the end of the line, the familiar sinking feeling hitting the remaining toys in a mass wave as she clasped Mamba around his veiny torso and plucked him from the shelf.
"Looks like it's me again, fellas," he said smugly, looking back at his plastic companions as he was whisked towards the bed. "Better luck next time, right?"
"God dammit!" Dickie cussed, watching on as Vanessa took to her king size bed, long black dildo in hand.
*
The camera cut to the dingy interior of Vanessa's nightstand drawer, a number of tubes of lube laying atop a bed of still-wrapped condoms.
"Hear that?" said a tube of strawberry. "The springs on the bed just squeaked. You know what that means."
"Oh, shit," said another. "I wonder who she's gonna pick. I hope it's not Choco. He's on his last legs as it is."
A thin, withering tube of chocolate flavoured grease gave a weak, weary chuckle. "What can I say, fellas?" he replied, his voice cracked and soft. "Bitches love chocolate."
"Oh, jeez," said Strawberry, inspecting Choco's nearly entirely wringed out belly. "I'm not sure he'll last another squeeze. Quick, Cherry, give him some of yours."
"Sorry, guys," Cherry countered. "But you saw how quickly she used up my brother. I need all the juice I can get."
"What about you, Extra Slick?" asked Strawberry. "She hasn't used you once."
"Yeah, but what if she tries anal again?" said Extra Slick. "If she gets hooked on that shit she'll go through me in no time at all."
The drawer slid open, the light from the room illuminating the dark insides. Vanessa peered inside, going straight for the tube of chocolate lube and clutching it in her hand.
"Choco! NOOOO!!!' Strawberry cried, clutching desperately for his wilting comrade as he was airlifted from their dingy base.
"Later, fellas," Choco replied softly, brave as ever in the face of death. "Been great knowing y'all."
Vanessa squeezed the final drops of chocolate grease onto the top of Mamba's head, tossing the empty tube into a wastepaper basket.
"Another one bites the dust," said Strawberry, wiping away a sticky red tear as his dried out friend bounced off the rim of the trash can, lying in a mangled mess atop a pile of empty food packets. "Who wants to say a few words?"
Cherry began an impromptu eulogy; his words muffled as the drawer slid shut.
*
The toys watched on from the open cabinet as Vanessa laid back on her comfy bed, Mamba's lube-soaked head pressing against her dripping wet pussy.
"Wish me luck, fellas," he said, returning a shit-eating grin. "I'm goin' in."
Vanessa pushed Mamba inside, emitting a sharp, breathy gasp as he sunk into her cooze. She pulled him back out, his face wet and sticky as he emerged from within.
"Mmm, that's good," he said, licking up the starlet's juices from around his mouth.
She plunged him back inside, further this time, his smirking, jet black head tunneling deep into her tight pink snatch.
"Little cold out there is it, fellas?" he asked, as he resurfaced once more. "It's nice and warm in here."
Vanessa buried him inside her once again, almost to the hilt this time; the actress yelping as his dark, round dome probed her pleasure points.
"Oh, that was definitely the g-spot!" Mamba declared. "Damn! You fellas gotta try this shit. This tight white pussy is tha truth!"
Vanessa grasped Mamba around the torso and brought him up to her mouth.
"Oh, shit! Where am I goin' now?!" he exclaimed, eyes lit up as he soared towards her gaping maw.
She sunk him between her lips, drenching him in spittle as she sucked him clean.
"Yeah, that's it! Suck me, baby! Right down to the balls!" he hollered, smirking at his fellow toys as she sent him back inside.
She gagged a little as she pushed Mamba deep into her oral cavity, his dark plastic torso slithering down her throat like the snake that bore his name.
"Damn!" he yelled. "I cleared the tonsils that time!"
Vanessa returned him to her cunt, Choco's untimely death sadly in vain as mother nature's lubricant greased up the long black dildo far better than his last few drops of dark brown lifeblood ever could. She strummed her clit as she fucked herself with her toy; Mamba's crown mining into her darkest reaches and hitting her g-spot with every pass. Her pussy started to squelch; Mamba's insane girth and unfathomable coal-dark length generating an unseemly amount of moisture as it sunk into her hot pink depths.
The toys watched on with palpable jealousy and begrudging awe; gawking listlessly as all manner of shrill, impassioned noises escaped Vanessa's lips, her fingers a colourful, manicured blur as she strummed at her throbbing clit.
"Oh, God!" said Dickie, plastic mouth agape. "He's gonna make her squirt."
A faint buzz could be heard from the rear of the cabinet and the toys turned en masse as a giant vibrating wand hummed softly behind them.
"Hang on, Hitachi," said Jelly. "I'll plug you in."
Jelly scooped up Hitachi's thick white lead and tossed it over the edge of the cabinet. The plug hit the carpeting with a soft thud and Jelly quickly checked his owner wasn't watching before abseiling down the electrical cord. He plugged Hitachi into the wall and climbed back up the lead.
"Ah, thank you, Jelly-san," said Hitachi, in a thick Japanese accent. "If Mamba-san make the lady squirt then there no need for me anymore," he added solemnly, hanging his big white head in despair.
Vanessa strummed her clit like a woman possessed, her usually gorgeous facial features screwed in all manner of unsightly ways as she fucked herself with her black plastic penis.
"Oh, fuck!" she shrieked, retracting Mamba from her dripping cooch.
"Here we go, fellas," said Mamba, sticky moisture dripping from his body. "Here it comes!"
"UUUHHH!!!" Vanessa yelled, frigging herself wildly and emitting a torrent of girlcum that blasted across the room like water from a hydrant.
"Oh, shit!" Mamba exclaimed, smiling proudly as clear, slick juices rained down over the starlet's bedsheets. "Look at that fluid fly!"
The toys gawked in disbelief, further sluices of spunk jetting from Vanessa's couch until her bedding was sopping wet.
"Wow!" she panted, breathing heavily as she finally stopped spewing.
Vanessa clasped Mamba in her hand once more, returning him to her mouth to suck him clean. Then, she climbed up from her cum-soaked bed and returned him to the cabinet.
"God, you're amazing," she smiled, giving his big, bulbous head a loving stroke.
"Miss me, fellas?" he asked, grin cockier than ever as he rejoined his fellow toys.
The remaining toys stared forlornly ahead, each one struck by the dawning realisation that they'd never see the inside of Vanessa's snug pink vagina ever again.
*
Vanessa's phone chimed on her nightstand and she picked it up, readying herself for the shower as she answered the call. It was her agent.
"Tom. Hi."
The toys could only hear one half of the conversation but they listened intently, hoping beyond hope that there would be something...anything in the client-agent exchange that would alter their dismal future.
"What do you mean it's been moved forward? Why? To when?"
"Tomorrow?! I've got to get to New York by tomorrow?!"
She sighed. "When does it leave?"
"Four hours? OK. Please tell me it's first class."
"Thank God for that."
"OK. Thank you, Tom."
Vanessa hung up the phone. The toys weren't sure what her agent had told her, but she was clearly incensed; the dark-haired beauty growling angrily as she stormed around her room, cramming clothes, electronics and other items into a large designer suitcase.
Once she'd re-dressed herself and the essentials had been packed, Vanessa returned to her toy collection, swiping Mamba off the shelf and nearly squeezing the life out of him with her strong, riled grip.
"I have a feeling I'm gonna need you," she said, stuffing him into her luggage atop a mountain of clothes and heading to the bathroom to collect her cosmetics.
"She's going to New York?" said Dickie. "And she's taking Mamba with her? Oh, God! We're gonna stay in this cabinet forever. We'll rot away in here until she throws us out like pieces of trash."
The toys broke into a chorus of anxious clamour; every one of the plastic objects sounding more concerned than the last by the fate that awaited them.
"Hush!" cried Jelly, his commanding voice cutting through the commotion like a knife. "Don't you guys see? This is just what we need. There's a whole world out there just waiting for us. Women of all walks of life on the hunt for a plastic companion. Lesbians. Anal lovers. Divorcees. High school seniors. Unfulfilled housewives. And this is our chance to go out and find them."
The toys looked at one another, frowns turned upside down; their plastic faces lit up (literally, in the case of some of the vibrators) with hope and optimism.
"Ladies and gentlemen," Jelly concluded, his phallic friends hanging on his every word, "we're going to The Big Apple!"
An excited roar went up from the collection of toys as they jumped from the wooden cabinet; everything from rampant rabbits to strap on dildos making the death defying leap to Vanessa's king size bed. Jelly and the gang sprung from the mattress and straight into the open suitcase, burying themselves under a mound of expensive clothing.
"Comin' along for the ride, huh, fellas?" asked Mamba as his fellow toys burrowed into the overfilled suitcase. "Hey, why not? Now she can ignore y'all in another city too!"
Vanessa returned to the bedroom, all manner of toiletries and cosmetics heaped in her slender arms. She dumped them into her suitcase and zipped it shut, wheeling it behind her as she hurried for the bedroom door.
Jelly crawled through the overstuffed mass of lipsticks and mascaras, ankle socks and skimpy cotton panties. He unzipped the suitcase, just enough so he could peer out at the toy cabinet, now entirely barren, save for a few dead batteries. He took one final look at the existence he was leaving behind, smiling contentedly as he tunnelled back into the depths of the suitcase, ready and waiting for the next chapter of his life and whatever it had in store.
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"OK, seriously, what are we doing here?" asked Gabrielle Union, hoisting her designer sunglasses and surveying her surroundings.
"What do you think we're doing?" replied Jessica Alba. "We're getting a drink."
"Yes, but why...here?" said Gabrielle, wiping a thick layer of dust from a nearby table and peering at her dirtied finger in disgust.
"Oh, come on, Gab," Jessica replied. "You act like you've never been in a dive bar before."
A dive it most certainly was. Shards of glass lay strewn across the floor, soaking in puddles of slowly congealing booze. Flies buzzed around half-empty glasses and bottles, while the corpses of their fallen comrades floated in lakes of two-day old beer. Chairs teetered under oversized asses and round, sagging guts, the legs creaking like they could buckle at any second, while the few barstools yet to be broken over someone's shoulders were wobbling eyesores of partially cracked wood and torn, beer-drenched fabric.
The sun had been practically beating down on the two women from the clear blue LA sky just moments before, yet the inside of this poky establishment was darker than midnight in Persia. Most of the windows were either boarded up or caked in grime, and most of the patrons looked like they hadn't seen daylight since the turn of the year. They were a little older than the two actresses- 50s and 60s, and predominantly white (OK, totally white); the dingy bar a veritable ocean of faded leather, patched up denim, tattooed flesh, facial scars, unkempt beards and receding slick backs.
Some kind of angry early 90's alternative rock was blasting from an ancient-looking jukebox, and the stench of spilled beer and powerful body odour hit the two actresses like a ton of bricks as they strolled around to the front of the bar. A large, heavily tattooed man with a bald head and a thick handlebar moustache was stood behind the bar, wiping the surface with a booze-soaked rag.
"Get ya somethin'?" he asked, his tone the opposite of welcoming.
"A Bud," Jessica replied.
The barman looked at Gabrielle.
"What's your wine selection?" she asked.
"Wine selection?" the barman repeated, uttering the words like they'd been offered in a foreign language. "Your selection is you can either order a beer or whiskey or get the hell out!"
"Well, in that case...a Bud for me, as well."
"Two Buds," said the barman. "'Bout goddamn time," he muttered under his breath, turning to a fridge behind him and plucking two beers from the shelf.
Gabrielle looked at Jessica and raised her eyebrows. The pair exchanged grins, wiping them off their faces as quick as they could as the barman turned back to face them.
He popped the caps off the bottles, slamming them down on the bar with such force that they almost smashed in his hands. "Eight bucks."
"This one's on me," said Jessica, fishing around desperately in her handbag as the big bald brute glared at her from behind the bar. She retrieved any bill she could get her fingers on, placing it down on the bar and praying to God that it was enough. "Keep the change."
The barman snatched the money from the counter, refusing to offer as much as a 'thank you' or even a smile as he stuffed it into the drawer of the cash register. The ladies fetched their drinks from the counter.
"You're welcome," Jessica quipped, once they were comfortably out of earshot.
Gabrille grinned. "I didn't peg you as a beer girl. I mean, it's a good job you are or we'd be going thirsty. But, still..."
"I like a beer from time to time. Anyway, I could do with a little cooling down after looking at that new stunt guy all day," Jessica admitted, playfully fanning herself with her hand.
Gabrielle gasped. "Jessica Alba, you little slut! Have you got an onset crush?"
"Maybe," she blushed, acting coy.
"Which stunt guy?"
"That new one with the brown hair."
"Him? Pretty boy with the parting?"
Jessica nodded, grinning coquettishly as she took a swig of her drink.
Gabrielle laughed. "Seriously?! Bitch, he's about 12!"
"No, he's not!" Jessica countered. "He's like 22, 23."
"Still too young for you, ho! Plus...you're married."
"Doesn't mean I can't look, does it? Anyway, where do you want to sit in this dump?"
Gabrielle scanned the room. The bar had a grand total of five tables; each one occupied by an increasingly menacing-looking throng of unsavoury characters. One man was slumped against a beer-drenched surface, passed out (or possibly dead) in a puddle of saliva and Busch. Another was playing five finger fillet with a rusty flick knife. Four more were locked in a distinctly unfriendly-looking card game; guns at the ready in case one of their opponents should decide to play dirty.
"Err...why don't we play a little pool?" she suggested, concluding that she'd rather share the afterlife with Hitler, Pol Pot and Ted Bundy than a table with these guys.
"OK. Which table?"
"That one's got all its legs," said Gabrielle, pointing to the only table that didn't appear to be a bank shot away from total collapse.
Jessica grinned. "That one it is."
The ladies headed for the table and set their beers down on the cracked wooden edge.
"Rack 'em up," said Jessica.
Gabrielle fed a dollar into the coin slot.
"How about we make this game a little more interesting?" she suggested, smiling mischievously as she assembled the balls on the torn felt covering.
"You're on. Loser buys the next round."
"Pfft!" Gabrielle razzed dismissively, positioning the cue ball at the head of the table. "Come on! What kind of pussy ass bet is that?"
"OK," said Jessica. "Well what kind of bet did you have in mind?"
"Hmm," Gabrielle pondered, chalking the tip of her cue. "Well since you dragged me to this shithole, how about whoever loses...has to fuck one of these guys," she added with a grin, gesturing across to the ragtag bunch of lowlives dotted around the bar.
Jessica spat out a mouthful of beer, her deep brown eyes nearly popping right out of her skull. "Excuse me?!" she enquired, choking on the remains of her drink.
"You heard me," Gabrielle replied, a wicked grin stretched across her dark brown features.
"You're serious?" Jessica asked, finally recovering from her choking fit.
"Dead serious. Like I said, you brought me to this dump. This is my way of repaying you."
"And what if you lose?"
"Then I'll face the music. Ain't no double standards here, girl. Oh, come on," said Gabrielle, sensing her friend's apprehension. "You were just saying how you were dying to get fucked."
"Did I say that?!" Jessica asked, the Latin starlet clearly remembering the conversation a little differently to her co-star.
"Yeah...pretty much. You said you were getting all hot and bothered on set and were gagging for some dick."
"That stunt guy's dick! Not some random hick in a bar!" Jessica blushed, releasing what she'd just admitted to. "Err...I mean, I just thought he was cute was all," she added softly, taking a bashful swig of her beer.
"Ha ha! Buted, bitch!" Gabrielle laughed. "You're gagging for it, ho! Admit it."
"OK," Jessica sighed, "I'd be lying if I said I hadn't thought about getting that guy's number..."
Gabrielle gasped. "I knew it!" she exclaimed, pointing an accusatory finger.
"BUT," Jessica continued, "that doesn't mean I was actually gonna do it. And I'm sure not gonna blow one of these guys 'round the back with the empty crates. I mean, Jesus," she said, taking a scan of the dingy bar. "I wouldn't fuck one of these men if they were the last on Earth."
Gabrielle chuckled. "Oh, come on, Jess. They're not all bad. Anyway, it's a bet. It's not supposed to be a day at the beach, is it? But, hey, if you're too chicken, that's fine too."
She took a sip of her drink and awaited her friend's retort. She'd known her co-star a while and was well aware of her competitive nature. She certainly wasn't one to puss out on a bet. No matter how extreme it might be.
"OK, bitch," the Latina replied, spitting on her palm and thrusting it out assertively. "You've got yourself a deal."
Gabrielle glanced down at Jessica's outstretched hand, a thick glob of saliva trickling across her palm. She looked back up at her friend, eyebrow's cocked in a what-the-fuck-is-this kind of a gesture.
"Spit shake," Jessica grinned. "I figured we're in the right place."
Gabrielle chuckled. "These guys would probably do a friggin' blood pact or something," she said, firing a jet of saliva onto her hand and shaking Jessica's vigorously.
"Well, I'm not slicing my hand open, that's for sure," Jessica replied. "I'll need it to whoop your ass at pool. Who's gonna break?"
"Hmm, why don't I break since you're such a hotshot?" Gabrielle suggested. "It'll even things out a bit."
"Knock yourself out."
Gabrielle leaned over the table and stared at the white ball with unwavering focus, aligning the tip of her cue perfectly with its plastic core. She drew her arm back and took her shot, striking the plastic orb with unbridled force and sending it tearing across the felt like a snow-white cannonball. The white sphere hit the assembled balls with a deafening crack, scattering them across the table. The 15 ball shot from the edge of the pyramid like a bullet from a gun, whizzing across the blue felt and straight into the corner pocket in the blink of an eye.
Jessica gawked listlessly as the dark red ball was sunk like the Titanic before her very eyes; the striped orb nearly denting the wooden edge as it smacked against it with rapturous venom and disappeared into the bowels of the table, never to be seen again. She looked up from the table, still sucking up passing flies as she gazed at her grinning opponent.
"Oh, yeah," Gabrielle quipped, "I probably should've said- I'm fucking shit hot at pool!"
Jessica gulped nervously, already thinking up ways that she could welch on their bet as Gabrielle strolled around to the side of the table, lined up her shot and buried a second ball just as quickly as she had the first.
"What's the matter, Jess?" asked Gabrielle, looking up at her terrified opponent as she sent another plastic orb whizzing towards the nearest pocket. "No idea I was such a shark? Well, let me tell you, honey," she added, potting another ball without a moment's thought, "I'm the Queen of the friggin' Ocean. A great whi...no, a great black shark!"
Gabrielle encircled the decrepit, old table, sinking balls with ease. By now, the actress was showboating somewhat; attempting an increasingly difficult array of trick shots and pulling off each one with consummate ease, pocketing the striped plastic orbs one by one until only her opponent's balls and the black number 8 remained. With her final shot made, the cue ball spun slowly across the ripped blue table, rolling to a stop mere inches away from the 8 ball and with a corner pocket sat invitingly beyond.
To say it was an easy shot would have been putting it lightly. It was so simple, in fact, that a one armed player with half a cue and a visual impairment would have fancied his chances. Gabrielle leaned across the table, the tip of her cue poised tantalisingly before the shiny white ball as she looked up at Jessica; her A-list opponent watching nervously, begging to be put out of her misery.
"No," said Gabrielle. "Too easy."
She abandoned the shot entirely, strolling around to the side of the table and firing the ball off in another direction entirely. The white orb bounced off an opposing cushion and ricocheted across the table like a pinball; thudding against the edges and weaving between the remaining balls like a spherical racecar. By the time its detour had finally ceased, the cue ball had traversed nigh on every inch of the torn blue felt. Bumping and rebounding its way back to the foot of the table, it cracked thunderously against the final black orb, sending it skidding towards the nearest pocket and straight into its dingy depths.
And with that, the game was over. Jessica stared in disbelief at the now half-cleared table, unable to comprehend what she'd just seen. She hadn't even chalked her cue yet and already the game had finished; consigned to the record books as quite possibly the most humiliating defeat in the history of the sport. Humiliating it most certainly was. Mortifying, in fact. But not as mortifying as what was to come.
"So," said Gabrielle, grinning up at her bested opponents as she potted some of her balls for fun, "decided yet?"
"Decided what?" Jessica asked, clinging to the vain hope that the outrageous bet and ensuing game of pool had been the hulications of some bizarre fever dream.
"What do you think?! Have you decided which of these fine gentlemen you're going to take on a first class trip to Fucktown?"
Jessica looked around at her fellow patrons, her cute button nose turning up further as she considered each man in turn.
"Why don't I pick for you?" Gabrielle suggested, sensing her friend's reluctance.
"I guess..."
"What about him?" said Gabrilelle, gesturing to a man at the bar. "He's not too bad. Got all his teeth, at least..."
Jessica gazed across the bar at the man in question. Gabrielle had clearly taken it easy on her, and rightly so, having talked the Latin starlet into this ridiculous bet, knowing full well that she could kick her butt up and down the pool table with one hand tied behind her back. The bar wasn't the highest, but the guy she'd picked was far and away the most handsome man in the room. In fact, Jessica figured he was probably the best looking guy ever to come within a mile of the place.
His thick hair had been carefully slicked back, the dark brown locks held in place with more hair product than the state of New Jersey. His face, Jessica declared to be maybe just above average. In the trendy parts of Hollywood she was used to hanging out in, he'd be a 6 or a 7. In this poky, little shithole, however, he was most definitely a straight 10. Actually, more like a 20. Fuck it- he was a freakin' 100! He was a little older than her- probably around 50- and had the shaker's worth of salt in his otherwise pepper-toned beard to prove it- but he appeared to be in pretty good shape, and was definitely hiding some muscle tone under the rolled up sleeve of his flannel.
"Hmm, yeah," Jessica agreed. "I guess he'll have to do."
Gabrielle laughed. "Well, you ain't gonna find anything better in here, bitch. That's for sure."
"You're probably right. So, what do I have to do?"
"What do you have to do? You gotta go fuck his brains out, is what you gotta do. And judging by the average intellect in this dump, that shouldn't be too difficult," said Gabrielle, taking another sweep of the bar.
Indeed, it certainly looked as though most of the patrons had lost half their brain cells to liquor and bar fights some time ago, and with his intimidating demeanor, sleeve of tattoos and clearly bloodied knuckles, the gentleman propping up the bar didn't appear to be an exception.
"And make sure you get a pic," Gabrielle added. "I'm gonna need proof, after all."
"OK," Jessica replied. She took a deep, nervous breath and headed for the bar.
"Oh, and no cheating," said Gabrielle, stopping her co-star in her tracks. "I'm gonna need a close up of his dick in one of your holes," she added, a little louder than Jessica would have liked. "You can choose which one."
Jessica willed herself onto the bar, fighting the urge to sprint for the exit with every ounce of her might.
"Hey, there," she said, addressing the man in the sultriest voice her nervous mind could conjure.
"Hey, yourself," the man replied in his predictably gruff voice. "Gotta say, honey, we don't get many of your kind in here."
What did he mean? Women? Hispanics? His frosty demeanor and the Confederate flag tattoo on his lower arm suggested that he might not have been too welcoming of the latter.
"Pretty ones, anyhow," he went on, eyeing her unabashedly. Jessica breathed a sigh of relief. "Something I can help you with?"
Jessica chose her words carefully. She wanted nothing more than to turn the tables on the supposed friend that put her in this position and send this inked up, slicked back brute over to her, with that icy stare in his eyes and that roguish, menacing leer.
See that woman over there? I don't think they like to be called that anymore but, yes, her. Well, she just told me that she loooves white, hillbilly pieces of trash and she would like nothing more than to take you out back and suck that big, redneck dick of yours.
That's what she wanted to say. Her actual response was rather different. "I was just wondering if you fancied a drink. I just had my ass handed to me at the pool table and I could with something stiff to get over the embarrassment."
"Somethin' stiff, huh?" the man asked, hoisting a suggestive brow.
"Mmhmm. A drink, I mean. I'm buying."
"Well, look at you, all liberated. Ain't one of them feminists, are ya?"
Jessica was, in fact, a staunch believer in women's rights, but if the venom in his voice at the mere mention of the word was anything to go by, she thought it best that she keep her feminist leanings to herself.
"No," she chuckled, "nothing like that. I just don't like to drink alone, is all."
"You oughta try it sometime, honey. Sinkin' a beer or two all on my lonesome suits me down to the ground. But since you're offerin'." He looked across at the barman. "Doug, gimme two fingers of Jack. Neat."
"Make that two," Jessica added.
The barman, as unfriendly as ever, set two glasses on the bar, filling them halfway with splashes of whiskey. Jessica left a bill on the counter.
"Cheers," said Jessica, raising her glass.
"Bottoms up." The pair chinked glasses and saw away their drinks. "I'm Chad, by the way."
"Je...ri," Jessia replied, opting not to offer up her real name. Probably for good reason.
"Ge-ri, huh?" Chad countered. "So, Ge-ri, you ready to tell me what it is you're lookin' for yet?"
"I already did. A drinking partner."
Chad laughed. "No, what you're really lookin' for. You didn't come up here lookin' for someone to share a bottle of ol' Doug's finest Tennessee whiskey with, and you know it."
Jesica looked at the barman. "Two more, please," she said, sliding her glass forward.
Whether she was summoning a little more Dutch courage or trying to avoid the question altogether, Chad wasn't entirely sure. Either way, he had no complaints.
"Hey, it's cool. Take all the time you need. You keep linin' 'em up, I'll keep knockin' 'em back." He sunk his drink then looked up at the barman, shaking his empty glass. "Doug, another."
The barman poured him a third drink. He saw it away in double quick time and motioned for a fourth.
"Still nothin', huh? Right, lemme see if I can guess. I'm pretty good at this stuff. OK, let's see here," he pondered. "I guess it's somethin' to do with that black lady you came in here with. She's been eyeballin' us ever since you sat down. That pool game you was playin' looked mighty unfriendly, too, so maybe that's somethin' to do with it. How am I doin' so far?"
Jessica looked at the ground sheepishly, a clear indicator that he was on the right lines.
"Gettin' warm, huh? OK, so I'm guessin' this is some kind of bet. 'Loser has to go and drink with the scary lookin' hick at the bar'. That right?"
"Not just drink..." Jessica replied coyly.
"Ohhh," Chad smirked, realisation dawning on his face. The dots had been joined. Two and two neatly slotted together. "Gotcha. Read ya loud and clear. Well, honey," he added, hopping up from his stool, "I'm ready when you are."
"Hmm?" Jessica asked, seemingly unprepared for such a sudden advance.



"No use hangin' around now, is there? Might as well get to it. There's an alley out back."
"An alley? Seriously?"
Chad laughed. "Well, we ain't exactly spoiled for choice here, darlin'. Unless you wanna spring for a motel. I think the Four Seasons is fully booked this time of year."
Jessica weighed up the two options in front of her. A motel would offer more privacy, of course, but renting a room with an oily-haired, blood-stained hick somehow felt worse than just fucking him in a back alley. That felt arranged, thought out. If she was gonna bang a guy she met in some shithole of a dive bar, she at least wanted it to be spontaneous.
She sighed. "OK, where's this alleyway then?"
Chad grinned. "This way, darlin'."
Jessica rose from her stool and followed Chad across the bar. Gabrielle flashed her mischievous smile as she passed. Jessica returned a scowl that, if looks could kill, would have put the dark-skinned actress six feet in the ground.
Chad pushed open the rear door and ushered her through. "After you."
Jessica stepped out into a dark, narrow alley, the entrance of which was nearly barricaded by towers of empty crates. The floor was dirty and grimy, the walls strewn with graffiti. Two rats looked at her as she exited the bar and scurried off down the alley.
"Sorry 'bout the mess," said Chad, kicking aside a stack of crates. "Don't think Doug cleans this place too often."
That was putting it mildly, thought Jessica, nose turned up as she looked down at a patch of dried puke. It didn't look like he'd ever cleaned it.
"So, how does this work then?" asked Chad. "I'm assumin' you need some kinda proof. I mean, we could be out her playin' dominoes, for all your friend knows."
"Yeah, I need to take a photo," Jessica replied, searching her jean pockets for her phone. "Shit! I left my phone inside. Wait there, I'll go get it."
"No need, honey," said Chad, brandishing a rather battered looking iPhone 5. "Got mine right here."
"OK, but promise me you'll delete that picture as soon as we're done."
"Scout's honour, darlin'," Chad grinned, saluting her with two taped up fingers. "OK then, on your knees, honey," he added, iPhone at the ready. "Let's get this thing started."
"Uh uh. I don't want my face in the picture, thank you very much." She turned around and looked back at him over her shoulder. "You'll have to do me from behind."
"Hey, now we're talkin'!" Chad exclaimed, eyes lit up at that very prospect.
He reached out and grabbed one of her cheeks, giving the peachy orb a squeeze through her high-waisted jeans.
"Hey!" she snapped, swatting at his hand like a pesky fly.
"Just samplin' the goods, sweetheart. Pull down them jeans and let me take a look."
"OK," said Jessica, rolling her pretty brown eyes. "Since you asked so nicely."
She reached down and unbuttoned her jeans, her shapely, olive-toned ass revealing itself inch by inch as she lowered her painted on trou.
"Mmm, shit!" Chad cooed hoarsely, drawing back his hand and landing a forceful smack on her supple, round rear.
"Ahhh!" Jessica hissed, unprepared for the force of the strike.
"That's some ass you've got there, darlin'. Now step out them jeans and spread those legs for me."
Jessica stepped out of the pants pooling at her feet and kicked them aside, planting the heels of her ankle-high suede boots on the dirty ground, some two feet apart. She emitted a deep sigh, pressing her hands against the wall and thrusting her ass out towards him; the universal stance of 'let's get this over with'. Chad unbuckled his faded leather belt and unbuttoned his pants. He whipped down his oil-stained jeans and tighty whities in a single motion, his cock shooting out as if spring loaded.
Jessica had told herself that she didn't want to see the strange, hillbilly penis that would soon be claiming every remaining morsel of her dignity. But as the buckle on Chad's belt clattered against the hard stone floor, curiosity got the better of her, and she peered over her shoulder to take a look. She was pleasantly surprised.
It certainly looked clean enough. No visible signs of STIs, which was about the best she could have hoped for. His pubic hair was greying a little and wildly overgrown. But what he lacked in grooming etiquette, he more than made up for in size, and at eight inches long, his dick was far larger than her husband's. Jessica couldn't help but gaze at Chad's endowment, shamelessly eyeing its impressive length and thick, veiny shaft as he clutched it in his hand. Maybe losing this bet wouldn't be such a bad thing after all!
Chad clutched his dick like a long flesh bat, staring lecherously at Jessica's thrust out rear as he steered his meat towards it. He aimed his tip at her pussy, the soft brown lips slick and inviting. Very inviting. But not as much as the hole above it. With that leer of his more sinister than ever, Chad pointed his dick an inch higher and trained it on her puckered asshole. He spat onto his palm, slickig his shaft with a hearty dose of mother nature's lube, as he pressed the tip against her rim. Jessica froze as she felt his drooling slit push up against her sphincter.
"Ever done anal before, darlin'?" Chad asked, his roguish grin almost audible in his voice.
"Once or twice," Jessica replied, lower lip trembling slightly as the swollen crown twitched against her anus.
"How about a third time?" said Chad, his dick primed as he awaited the green light.
"Ohh, I don't know. Your dick's so big."
"It is, ain't it?" he replied, his cocky grin continuing to widen. "Tell me, honey, this bet...I'm guessin' it was your friend's idea."
"Yeah."
"And I'll bet she had to talk you into it a little, didn't she?"
"You could say that."
"What she do? Call you a candy-ass? Say she knew you'd puss out?"
Jessica was amazed. Chad may have looked like he had the IQ of a fruit fly, but he was incredibly intuitive. "Something like that," she replied.
"Then what better way to stick it to her than by taking this cock up that pretty little ass of yours?" he grinned as he wagged his lengthy rod, the thick, bulbous crown smacking against her anus.
His choice of words left something to be desired, but he did have a point. She'd been tricked into this bet; outright duped by that cunning black shark and her dirty, underhand ways. Humiliated at the pool table, then sent off for seconds. But if she could take that dick up her butt, she could show her evil friend that she was taking it all in her stride. Who knew, maybe she could come out of this whole ordeal with even a fraction of her dignity still intact.
"OK," she said. "But go slowly, alright?"
"Can do, darlin'. Can do."
Finally given the go ahead, Chad was quick on the draw. He set his head against her snug, brown ring and pushed.
"AHHH!!!" she shrieked, nearly bolting like a startled horse as the girthy tip split her asshole open.
Jessica's rim was doggedly resistant and it required a good deal of exertion on Chad's part to feed the crown inside.
"Just relax, honey," said Chad, the strain he was expending evident in his voice. "Don't fight it."
Another push and his head slipped in further.
"OHH!! FUCK!!" Jessica cried, her clenched sphincter battling Chad's pole for every solitary centimetre.
Another push and his bulbous crown slid into her rectum, the Latina's stubborn hole stretched to near rupturing point as it wrapped around his bellend.
"God damn! You've got a tight ass, darlin'!" Chad hissed, gripping her buttcheeks as he slowly started to thrust.
Fishing his phone from his jean pocket, Chad framed up a close up of Jessica's rear and snapped away, his swollen head buried inside like an ostrich in the sand.
"Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Ahhh!" Jessica squealed, panting heavily as the meaty rod tunnelled slowly, (literally) agonisingly so into her burning, stretched out asshole.
A few strokes later, and Chad was halfway inside. Jessica's ring began to loosen slightly and his spit-slicked dong seemed to glide back and forth with greater ease with each passing second. Jessica chewed on her lower lip as the girthy cock mined into her passage, the shrill shrieks escaping from her mouth sounding less like pain and more like pleasure each time it burrowed inside. Chad brandished his phone once more and snapped a second picture of Jessica's shapely, round butt, his massive rod half-submerged inside.
"Yeah, you like that don't you, girl?" he asked, teeth gritted as he picked up the pace, inches of veiny man beef vanishing into her rectum. "You like that fat cock up your ass!"
Jessica couldn't deny that she was starting to enjoy it. She had liked her previous forays into backdoor sex, once she had gotten over that initial pain. But this guy's manhood vastly outsized that of her husband, there was no question of that. So while the larger penis had inflicted more discomfort upon her fledgling backdoor, now she was reaping the rewards, feeling every inch of that girthy schlong as it bore into her tunnel.
"Hey!" Chad snapped, Jessica almost leaping out of her skin at the sudden outburst. "Answer me, honey. I asked you a question."
"Y-Yes...I like it," Jessica replied, riding the waves of pleasure as his massive cock reamed her backdoor.
"Tell me then, bitch! Tell me how much you like that big fucking dick up your tight little ass."
"I love it!"
A loud *SMACK* echoed through the alley and Jessica gasped as Chad's hand struck her booty, leaving a bright red handprint on her peachy sphere.
"Louder!"
"I fucking love it!" Jessica repeated, her volume raised. "I love that fat cock up my tight fucking ass!"
"Damn right, you do," Chad grinned, gripping her hips as he pounded her harder, his throbbing head boring deeper into her back passage with each pass he took.
Before long, he was hitting it balls deep, pumping away at her rear end with little restraint. And once his dick was sunken to the hilt, the camera came back out; the bearded hick snapping away like Annie Liebovitz as his turgid length vanished up her colon. His pelvis clattered against her ass, sending the juicy buns a-jiggling, his heavy balls swinging up and smacking her clit with every motion.
"Shit, girl!" he sneered through gritted teeth. "I'm bottoming out in your fucking ass!"
This revelation surprised him as much as it did her. Chad had fucked many a woman in the butt in his time, but usually his anal conquests barely managed to take even half of his impressive length inside them, no matter how much backdoor experienced they claimed to have had. But this girl was taking every inch of his member and doing so like a champ, accepting that rod with grace, no matter how hard he gave it to her.
Chad gripped a fistful of Jessica's hair as it spilled across her back, tugging upon the glossy brown strads like a set of reins and using them for purchase as he pounded her anus. Jessica head jolted upwards as he pulled and she screamed out; the rough handling of her athletic frame adding to the intensity of the viscous anal reaming she was already receiving.
*CLAP* *CLAP* *CLAP* came the sounds reverberating deep into the long, dark alley as Chad's thighs slapped against hers, her olive-toned buttcheeks rippling as he drilled her back passage. Each thrust of his hips drove his dick into the deepest parts of her colon, his veiny shaft slithering through her insides like a black mamba.
"Yeah, that's it, bitch!" he growled, voice harsh as he went at her from behind. "Take that fucking dick!"
Quite how this was supposed to be restoring her dignity, Jessica wasn't particularly sure. In fact, getting roughed up and manhandled by this white trash hick whilst being butt fucked into next July was by far the most humiliating thing she'd ever experienced. She felt like some slutty pornstar or a common hooker; getting nailed in the rear behind some shithole of a bar. That seven ball loss at the pool table was a walk in the park compared to this.
But no matter how degrading it may have been, Jessica couldn't deny that she was loving every second of it. Every plunge of his lengthy prong sunk his swollen head into depths that she hadn't thought possible, his girth stretching her anal ring like no cock had done before. He kept pulling at her hair, wrenching her head upwards and nearly pulling it out at the roots as her eyes rolled back, dickdrunk from the ceaseless pounding.
"Come here, slut!" came Chad's snarling voice, a particularly hard tug at her locks pulling her upright and yanking her from her stupor.
Jessica yelped as her body pressed against his. Chad placed a gentle, yet dominant hand around her throat, pinning her against his torso as he bucked his hips, pounding her ass harder than ever before. His free hand found her clit and started to strum, quickening the flow of fluids oozing from her cunt since minute one.
"Ugh! FUCK!" Jessica squealed, as the added stimulation sent her body into overdrive, Chad's knuckles a blur of bloodied tape and single letter tattoos as he thrummed her pulsing bud.
Jessica's ass clamped tighter around his cock- so tight he thought it was going to snap off at the base, her body shaking from head to foot as he owned her backdoor.
"You gonna cum for me, darlin'?" he asked, hissing the question directly into her ear.
"Yes," Jessica replied, uttering her response with as much gusto as her quivering body would permit.
"Can't hear you, bitch," Chad sneered, his grip tightening a little around her throat. "Are you gonna fuckin' cum for me or not?"
"YES! Yes, I'm gonna cum for you!"
Jessica trembled like a leaf in her ristricted stance as Chad thrummed her aching clit, his thick, round mushroom head boring deep, deep into her anal cavity. She felt the hand loosen around her throat then those familiar white trash tones snarling behind her as Chad's nimble fingers and long, meaty pole brought her to orgasm.
"Smile, honey!" came Chad's gravelly voice as his cracked iPhone screen was thrust in her face.
Gouts of fluid sprayed from her snatch as he hit the shutter button; capturing the actress in the throes of orgasm.
"Oowee!" Chad exclaimed, opening up the photo and taking a look. "I think your friend's gonna like this one!"
He held his phone out once more, Jessica gasping in shock as she peered down at the lurid image. She scarcely recognised the face staring back at her from the phone screen. Her once pristine brown hair was matted with sweat and wildly dishevelled, gatherend in tufts around Chad's bloodied knuckles. Her usually gorgeous features were screwed in all manner of unflattering ways as she was caught mid-climax, Chad's oh-so-menacing leer stretched across his face behind her.
"Yeah, that's a keeper, for sure," he laughed, pocketing his phone, holding her hips as he continued to pump.
"Wait," Jessica panted, "you gotta dele- woah!" she shrieked, her protest halted as Chad's strong hands gripped her inner thighs and hoisted her into the air like she weighed next to nothing.
"Oh, God!" she squawked, Chad's dick still embedded in her rear as he held her aloft in mid air.
But he wasn't done yet, and Jessica barely had time to recover from the unexpected lift, before the slick backed brute hoisted her up further, all the way up the length of his trunk, his bulbous pink crown pulsing in her rectum. Then, he dropped her down again, right to the hilt, spearing her on his mighty wang.
"UHHH! FUUUCCCKKK!!!" she cried, her voice bouncing off the walls along the entire length of the alley, as eight inches of turgid beef packed her colon to the brim.
It made her cum on the spot and a second sluice of crystalline fluids jetted from her cooze, squirting across the adjacent wall. Jessica still couldn't believe what was happening. That fat, hairy hillbilly cock stuffed up her backside had just made her spray like a fireman's hose! It was the most powerful orgasm of her life and she was desperate for another.
Chad tossed her up and down on his dong, his monstrous wang vanishing up her tuchus each time. She threw an arm over his shoulder, using his strong neck muscles as leverage and aiding his dominant motions with some movements of her own, practically bouncing herself on that girthy rod from her suspended position. Each pass sent his bulging crown deep into her back passage, igniting further orgasms from within her trembling frame and shooting blast after blast of sizzling girlspunk straight from her sopping cooch.
And as Jessica came time and again from the fiery anal, her male counterpart was working on an eruption of his own, his balls brewing and churning as he tossed her up and down his junk. With his climax imminent, he held her place; flush to his inked-up torso and bucked his muscled hips, driving his dick up into her.
"Oh, sweet JESUS!" Jessica screeched, voice aquiver as his meaty trunk was slung up her colon.
"Yeah, that's it, bitch," Chad snarled. "Take that fuckin' dick! You like getting fucked in the ass, don't you, Jessica?"
"Yes, I-," she began in response. The words didn't register at first, the Latin starlet too phallically inebriated to take in the entire sentence. Then it hit her. How did he know her name? "Wait, you...?"
"Know who you are?" Chad laughed as he reamed her backdoor. "'Course I fuckin' do! You think my TVs just for throwin' beer cans at when my teams losin'? I've seen loads of your movies, girl. Loved watchin' you shake your ass in that Sin City flick. Never thought that one day I'd be fuckin' it!"
For the third time that evening, Jessica felt the painful, gut-wrenching slug of humiliation; jostling for dominance with the burning pleasure still coursing through her system. She'd been tricked and deceived more times than she could count; manipulated and used and thoroughly debased. But still she wanted more, that girthy slab drilling her colon was just too good to pass up.
"Stick that ass out for me, bitch," Chad hissed as he lowered her to the ground, dick still stuck up her butt. "Lemme see that slutty little tramp stamp of yours."
Feeling that her mortification could not possibly get any worse, Jessica tugged up the hem of her top, revealing her bowed ribbon tattoo in all its trailer trash glory.
Chad chuckled, his dick throbbing in her anus as he pumped her backdoor. "And I'm s'posed to be the piece of trash 'round here. Ready for this nut, bitch?"
Scarcely allowing time for a response, Chad retracted from the depths of her colon, palming his spasming rod and jerking it wildly. Aiming down at her shitty tattoo, he pulled his prong like a man possessed; using the lower back ink as a poorly designed spunk target and firing ropes of burning jism across her light brown flesh.
"UGGHHH!!!" he bellowed, roaring at the top of his voice as he continued to spew, blasting volleys of gooey sperm up and down her lower back.
By the time he was done, her back had been streaked white, her crap tattoo almost invisible beneath the thick globs of splooge.
"Phew! God damn!" Chad exclaimed, breathing heavily as he tugged up his pants. "I love me a good bar slut!"
Pleasure subsided, the full pang of shame hit her in a giant wave. She'd been tricked into getting fucked in some filthy alley like a two dollar whore; used as a Kleenex and tossed into the nearest trash can. Jessica reached down and pulled up her jeans, her assole burning from the anal pounding it had just recieved. She felt the thick mess of cum soak into her panties and the hem of her shirt.
"OK, guess I'm gonna need your number then, right, girl?" said Chad, grinning like a sly fox.
Jessica could scarcely believe the words that had come out of his mouth. The nerve of this fucking guy! Was she not still aching from her viscous backdoor pummelling, she'd have kicked the oily hick square in the nuts. "You're kidding, right?"



"Hey, you need to show your girl those photos, don'tcha? She still ain't had a licka proof."
Jessica sighed and recited her phone number. Chad punched it into his beaten up cell.
"Make sure you delete those pictures once you've sent them to me, OK?" Jessica added.
"Oh, I don't think I'll be doin' that, darlin'," Chad replied, that villainous leer making one final appearance as he pocketed his phone. "But I'll be sure to call you next time I want to fuck a slut in the ass. See ya 'round, Jessica."
He turned on the heels of his faded leather boots and disappeared into the darkness of the alley. Jessica remained where she stood, her heeled boots rooted to the ground. Humiliation and shame festered in her worn out frame.
"God," she sighed, "I fucking hate pool!"
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* COMMERCIAL *
Kelli Berglund stood at the foot of a king size bed in a large, lavishly decorated master bedroom. A short black leather skirt hugged her teeny waist, while a loose fitting and distinctly low plunging leopard print blouse adorned her top half, offering a more than generous helping of her perky cleavage. Behind her, a nude, sweat-drenched man could be seen humping laboriously, the bed's comfy spring mattress squeaking in rhythm with his efforts.
"Has your bedroom time with your partner lost that certain spark?" Kelli asked, gazing into the camera lens.
The camera cut to a close up of Emma Stone as she lay beneath the man on the bed. A hand was draped limply across his shoulder blades as she looked straight past him, checking the time on her wristwatch as he thrusted into her with all his might.
"Is your sex life leaving you bored and unfulfilled?"
Emma stared into the camera lens, yawning profusely, uttering a long, exasperated sigh and generally looking bored rigid by the man above her and his bumbling, amateurish moves.
"Does your partner climax early, leaving you unsatisfied and deeply frustrated?"
"HUUUHHH!!!" the man roared, beads of sweat dripping from his straining features, face redder than a prize tomato as he climaxed heavily, rolling onto the bed and sparking out cold in two seconds flat.
Kelli held out her hands and moments later, thanks to the wonders of post-production, was clasping a large vibrating wand in her outstretched mits.
"Then it sounds like you need to try the Buzzing Berglunder; a new vibrating sextoy of my very own design! The Buzzling Berglunder has three different settings; 'Powerful', 'Really Powerful' and 'Holy Fuckin' Shit!', to ensure that this big, round head is thrumming against your clit at optimum velocity. Just insert my special Berglund Batteries and you're good to go."
Kelli held out what appeared to be two regular AA batteries with stickers wrapped around them and fed them into the slot on the handle of the toy. The words; Batteries: $4.99 for a pack of two. Average life: 1 hour and 30 minutes, flashed at the bottom of the screen. Kelli tossed the vibrator to Emma who caught it in mid air. Emma held the device against her clit and switched it on, her face lighting up as the giant toy buzzed to life.
"Let me tell you, ladies, this thing packs quite a punch," Kelli grinned. "Isn't that right, hon?"
"YEEESSS!!!" Emma shrieked, her voice rumbling as the giant toy thundered against her cooze.
"And thanks to the very latest in noise reduction technology," Kelli went on, her vocal volume dropping to that of a soft whisper, "the sleeping beast next to you will be completely none the wiser."
The camera cut to a close up of Emma's co-star; snoring away unawares as the quiet, though incredibly powerful vibrator buzzed against her snatch. Kelli turned to face the bed.
"So, don't settle for your dull, humdrum sex life. Give your bedroom time the kick up the ass it deserves with the Buzzing Berglunder!"
Emma spasmed violently on the bed behind her, pulling the vibrator away and emitting a loud, ear-piercing shriek as a jet of squirt juices blasted from her cooch, drenching the blonde host like a top of the range Super Soaker. The camera cut to close up of Kelli's cum-soaked face as she closed her eyes, wiping the sizzling fluids from her skin before signing off.
"Available now!"
* END OF COMMERCIAL *
"Welcome back to Stiff Competition," said Perv Griffin, the sharply dressed host stood at the front of the stage as the show returned. "We're at the halfway point of our show this evening, and our group of eight celebrity contestants has been whittled down to just four. We'd already lost Emma Stone and Nina Dobrev, and I'm afraid to say that round two sealed the fates of Margot Robbie and Vanessa Hudgens as well.
"But never fear, because we still have four gorgeous women battling it out for a place in the final. But to get there, our four remaining celebs are gonna have to tackle The Line Up. Just like the Cock Sharing round, The Line Up is a team game, and our final four will remain in their pairs from the previous challenge."
The camera cut to a close up of Dove Cameron and Victoria Justice as they exchanged toothy smiles, then to Alison Brie and Kelli Berglund as they glared at one another with beady, unblinking eyes.
"Now, my co-host was supposed to be here to explain the rules, but once again she appears to have gone AWOL," Griffin explained, looking visibly annoyed by his colleague's frequent absenteeism. He looked off to the side of the stage and addressed a nearby PA. "Have we managed to find her yet?"
Just then, an image appeared on the screen above his head of the four eliminated contestants engaged in a rampant, and somewhat untamed orgy with the four men from the previous rounds. DeAndre and Carlos were sat side by side on a plush leather couch as Margot Robbie and Nina Dobrev rode their chiseled frames. Emma Stone was sprawled out atop a large whte futon, Vanessa Hudgens' head buried between her thighs as Jamal banged her from behind. And, perhaps unsurprisingly, right at the heart of the backstage fuckfest was Lucy Hale herself, her stark red lips journeying to the hilt of Johnny's long, thick pole as she bobbed at his jutting groin.
"Ah, there she is. Why am I not surprised?" Griffin grumbled.
Hearing her co-host's voice over the green room's PA system and finally noticing that she had a camera on her, Lucy retrieved Johnny's rod from her mouth; stroking it vigorously as she looked into the lens.
"Oh, hi, Perv," she said. "Is the ad break over already?"
"Errr...yes, Lucy. We need you back onstage."
"Ugh," Lucy groaned, "you never let me have any fun, Perv! OK, I'm coming. Keep that dick hard for me, Jimmy. I'll be back soon."
Griffin gave a rather exasperated looking facepalm as Lucy gave Johnny's cock a kiss goodbye and headed back onto the stage.
"Glad you could join us, Miss Hale," Griffin quipped sarcastically, as his colleague returned to the stage. "Maybe you could explain what our contestants will be doing round three. If you can fit it into your busy schedule, of course."
"Certainly, Perv," Lucy replied, either not registering her co-host's sardonic tone, or simply choosing to ignore it. "In just a moment, nine- count them, nine-" she raised nine fingers, "very well-endowed young men will line up across this stage, and each of our teams will see how many of these fine specimens they can bring to climax in just 30 short minutes.
"That sound easy to you? Well, I'm afraid that's where you're wrong, and this round has two very important rules that our contestants must abide by. These girls must tackle each of these men in turn and one at a time. No skipping ahead to guy number two until the first one has shot his load, and if that wasn't enough, one of our contestants must have a tongue or a finger up one of these lucky men's assholes at all times.
"That's right, guys, we don't shy away from the male rear on this show. Least of all me. I love giving rimjobs, as many of our guys waiting backstage will confirm. And as salad tossing is such a vital component of this round, why don't we find out a little about our contestants' experiences with licking male ass. Perv."
"Thank you, Lucy," said Griffin, the male host now stood beside the contestants at the back of the stage. "Alison, we'll start with you. When did you give your first rimjob?"
"Well, Perv," Alison began, the actress recounting the tale like it was a precious memory from her youth, "Gillian and I were blowing Joel on the set of Community this one time, when Gillian suddenly released his balls from her mouth, circled around behind him and stuck her face in his ass! At first I couldn't believe what I was seeing but I could feel Joel's dick throbbing like crazy in my mouth so I knew he must've been enjoying it. So I took his cock from my mouth and went and joined her. Anyway, before long, we were taking it in turns to stick our tongues up his ass; immersing ourselves so deeply in his crack that we almost forgot about his dick altogether! And considering it's nearly a foot long, that's not easy to do, believe me!"
Lucy, who up to this point had been sulking at having been dragged away from all the backstage fun, suddenly looked rather more interested in the contestant's story.
"Really?!" she gushed excitedly. "Oh my God! Tell me more! How thick is it? How big are his balls? How much cum does he...?"
"OK, OK. That's enough, Lucy," said Perv, cutting off his colleague's barrage of questions before every detail of Joel McHale's anatomy had been scrutinised on live TV. "We've only got two hours left, remember? Thank you, Alison. Kelli, how about you?"
"I gave my first as a dare. I was sucking this guy's dick at one of our...ahem, parties," Kelli explained, delivering the word 'parties' in such a euphemistic tone you could almost hear the air quotes in her voice, "when Paris and Olivia dared me to lick his ass! We're always daring each other to do crazy stuff like that. At first I was a little reluctant, but I didn't want to be the first one to turn down a challenge, so I knelt behind him and got right to it! And, as you can probably imagine, I was something of a natural. In fact, I had him on the verge of eruption in seconds, and when I reached around and started tugging him off, he friggin' spunked everywhere! And I mean everywhere!"
"Wow!" Griffin exclaimed. "That's quite a story. OK, Victoria, onto you. Have you ever given a rimjob before?"
"No. But I was giving this guy head at Coachella one year and he asked me if I'd lick his ass. I was tempted but I was a little worried about cleanliness. He'd been at a festival all weekend. I mean...ew!"
"Understandable," Griffin replied. "Dove?"
"Nope," she said. "I've never given one either."
"Well, there's a first time for everything, right, girls?" Lucy declared. "It's gonna be a bit of a baptism of fire for you ladies tonight. You're gonna have a lot of asses to lick and not much time to do it, so it sounds like I might have to show you how it's done."
"Erm...actually, Lucy..." Perv began.
"OK, so let's get on with the round," Lucy continued, cutting off her co-host before he could protest. "Dove and Victoria will be going first, so let's bring out the guys!"
The show's horrendous theme tune made a vastly unwelcome reprise as nine men of wildly differing skin tone but equally devastating good looks trooped out onto the stage, lining up across the platform in a long, muscle-bound row.
"Oh, my!" Lucy gasped as she strolled down the line and inspected the row of studs; every well-groomed face, every firm bicep, every rippling abdominal and, of course, every sagging boxer bulge making her pussy purr beneath the thin fabric of her dress. She looked back at the waiting contestants. "God, you lucky bitches, getting to suck all these dicks! Why did I agree to be the host, again?!"
"OK, ladies," Griffin interjected, keen to get the show back on track, "all that's left is to decide which of you will be blowing these fine gentlemen and who's gonna be tonguing those asses."
Dove and Victoria looked at one another a little uneasily; neither of the A-list babes looking particularly enthused by the notion of licking nine men in the holiest of holies.
"Maybe we should toss a coin..." Dove suggested.
"Great idea!" said Lucy, crossing the stage with a sparkling silver dime at the ready. "Who's gonna call it?"
"I'll call," said Victoria. "Heads."
Lucy propelled the coin skyward with a flick of her manicured thumb. She caught it on the side of her hand and covered it with the other, a nearby camera man moving in for a closeup as she prepared for the big reveal.
"Heads it is," she declared, the shiny profile of FDR beaming onto the screen above her head. "Looks like you're licking those butts, Dove!"
Dove gulped nervously.
"Don't worry, girl. They're all nice and clean. Aren't you, fellas?" The guys murmured in confirmation. "You'll love it, honey. Trust me. OK, let's get you girls into position."
First in line was a well-muscled Asian man named Steve. Dove and Victoria approached him and squatted at his feet; brunette in front and blonde behind.
"Right, boys," said Lucy, "the contestants don't want any underwear slowing them down, so lose those boxers, please."
The guys whipped down their undies like a professional stripping troop; cocks of every length, width, shape and colour vaulting out in perfect synchronicity.
"Yowza!" Lucy declared, as Steve's thick yellow wang shot out from his waistband. "Asian men aren't exactly known for their big cocks but, damn, this guy is really packing! Looks like you've just unsheathed a samurai sword there, buddy!"
Steve grinned, paying little heed to the barrage of racial stereotypes fired his way as host and contestant alike stared in gaping awe at his giant appendage.
"OK, good luck, girls," said Lucy, once she'd regained control of her senses, trusty stopwatch clutched in her dainty hand. "Your time starts...NOW!"
Victoria grabbed hold of Steve's dick as the round got underway, gaping her lips and feeding the huge member inside. Meanwhile, Dove reached up and gripped his ass cheeks, parting the firm, muscled orbs like the Red Sea as she burrowed into his crack.
"Yeah, that's it, Dove," Lucy encouraged. "Get in there good! Don't be shy, girl!"
There were many words one could use to describe Dove's first foray in the male posterior, but shy wasn't one of them. In fact, the young blonde actress was already buried in Steve's Asian rear like an ostrich in the sand, her tongue jammed up his tuchus and rooting around inside like she was hunting for buried treasure.
"Ohh, fuck!" Steve groaned, his cock throbbing in Victoria's mouth in response to her teammate's tonguing.
Victoria in the meantime was bobbing at his groin with little restraint, sucking down an extra inch of his long pulsing rod with each pass she took. She placed her hands on his thighs as she worked his pole, slurping greedily at his veiny shaft and bathing it in spittle as she went. Before long, his strong, sinewy body was shaking all over; the Eastern hunk trembling from head to toe as he was devoured from both ends. His asscheeks tensed; the muscled orbs clenching around Dove's invading face as she tongued at his anus. They had him on the verge of eruption in minutes and as Victoria took one final plunge towards his pelvis, he clasped the back of her head, holding her face against his abs as he unloaded.
"UHHH!!! SHHHIIITTT!!!" he cried, gripping handfuls of her glossy brown hair, her nose squished against his torso as his dick went off; rope after rope of piping hot seed spouting from the tip and sloshing straight down her gullet.
"Goddamn," Steve panted, his grip on Victoria's hair loosening once he'd finally stopped spewing.
Victoria pushed against his thighs, ejecting his schlong in a wave of spit. At the other end, Dove emerged from his crack, sucking in lungfuls of air as she prized herself from its grip.
"Wow! Good start, girls," Lucy exclaimed, glancing down at her stopwatch. "But don't slow down now. You've only just gotten started!"
Leaving Steve to recover from his rapturous ejaculation, Dove and Victoria moved onto the next man, a tall blonde guy named Ryan; wasting no time as they knelt at his feet and got down to business. Victoria took hold of his long, thick cock and slapped it between her breasts, looking up at the chiseled young stud as she wrapped her modestly-sized, though deliciously pert cans around his shaft.
"Come on, big boy," she said with an inciting purr. "Fuck these titties!"
Ryan didn't have to be told twice. He bucked his hips in long, fluid motions, sawing his cock between her pillowy rack like a master craftsman, her lovely, soft tits cushioning his wang as he pumped her perky cleavage. Meanwhile, Dove was squatted behind him, one hand resting on her thigh and the other rummaging between her legs as she tongued at his stripwaxed rear. While the fair-haired actress had practically eaten his predecessor alive with her prodigious rimjob skills; burrowing into his crack like a hibernating rodent, this time she simply remained still, slick tongue thrust outwards and sinking into Ryan's rear as he fucked her teammate's tits.
Ryan was on cloud nine, his dick pulsing and pounding as the A-list duo lapped at his pleasure points. Victoria gaped her lips at the valley of her cleavage, catching his raging pink crown each time it soared out from the tops of her tits. Meanwhile, Dove's tongue stuck out from between her lips like a deadly viper, meeting each counterthrust with a deep plunge into his rectum. The near constant stimulation to his two most tender areas, not to mention the feel of Victoria's luscious breasts as they sheathed his veiny shaft, had Ryan's dong throbbing like crazy in no time at all.
He prized it from between her tits and she gaped her lips as wide as they would go in wait of his steaming load. Ryan pulled his prick like a man possessed; his oversized wang pumping and pulsing as he stroked the girthy shaft. Dove burrowed into his crack, tonguing his ass and fondling his balls, his whole body aquiver as he tugged himself off.
His dick erupted with a violent spasm; firing a torrent of creamy white splooge straight into Victoria's open mouth, the brown-haired beauty catching every rich, gloopy volley as they launched from his winking slit. The cum pooled between her glossy, pink lips like a murky lagoon; the searing nut churning and frothing in her gaping maw. She closed her lips and gulped it down, seeing away the mouthful of man mess in a single gulp.
"Keep it up, girls," Lucy hollered. "Two down, seven to go!"
From here, the girls journeyed down the row of studs; sucking and slurping, licking and tonguing each one to climax before moving onto the next. Victoria choked down a plethora of different cocks- long ones, thick ones; white ones, olive ones; uncut ones, hooded ones; veiny ones, smooth ones- the gorgeous actress drooling and slobbering over each of the giant dongs in turn before they left a hot, creamy deposit in her drooling, A-list mouth.
Dove followed her teammate down the line, parting each pair of muscled asscheeks that came her way and sinking her face inside. Some were white, some were black; some hairy, some waxed; some sweaty, some dry; but regardless of the colour and whatever the texture, the blonde immersed herself in its dingiest depths all the same, plunging her slick tongue up one winking man ass after another and wagging it about in his rectum.
Several minutes and numerous cumshots later and the girls had one guy left. By this stage, Victoria was almost filled to the gills with gloopy, hot spunk; the semen cocktail sloshing about in her belly and warming her from the inside. Likewise, Dove had seen the inside of more male butt cracks than a seasoned urologist; the fair-haired starlet tonguing so many puckered A-holes that she didn't want to so much as look at another salad again, nevermind toss one. But with one man left to service and a place in the final at stake, the girls summoned every last modicum of willpower they possessed and got to work on the final stud.
"You've got two minutes left," Lucy announced, checking the time on her stopwatch as the contestants got into position. "Better get a move on, girls."
A hulking Latino named Juan was the last man standing, and Victoria gripped his thighs as she squatted before him. Her long, expensive nails cut into his flesh as she parted her lips and wrapped them around his cock, disappearing his veiny brown length on the first pass.



"Ay, mierda!" he cried, as Victoria sucked his Latin pole straight down to the balls, his pleasure swiftly doubled as Dove smooshed her face into his buttcrack, her tongue shooting out and invading his passage.
Pressed for time as they were, the girls may not have been lavishing Juan's pleasure points with the same brand of loving attention that they had his predecessors, but one thing was for sure, they were attacking his junk with more force and ferocity than ever before. Victoria sucked greedily at his lengthy rod, her mouth generating more suction than a state of the art vacuum cleaner as she slurped at the shaft and doused it in spittle. Meanwhile, Dove was buried so far up his backside that little more than her hair could be seen; the shiny golden locks swishing across her shoulders as she rummaged around in his rear.
"One minute, girls," Lucy prompted, watching both the ticking watch and the oral action with rapt attention.
With that, Victoria prized Juan's cock from between her lips and started jerking. The spit-soaked wang schlicked and schlocked in her hand as she whacked it off; her dainty paw little more than a blur of pale white skin and expensive nail polish as she stroked the girthy shaft.
"Come on, big boy," Victoria encouraged, in the sexiest, breathiest voice she could muster, a soft tone that was barely audible over the sounds of her vicious pumping. "Shoot that load for me!"
Lucy looked up from the clock and back to the action as the seconds ticked away. 20, 19, 18. Dove sunk her blonde head in and out of Juan's bottom, her tongue plunging up his sphincter with each pass. As the clock reached ten seconds, the remaining time overlaid the images on the screen in giant, emboldened digits, and the enraptured audience called them out as they ticked down to zero.
"10! 9! 8! 7!"
Juan's dick throbbed and pulsed in Victoria's milking hand, his balls bluging with the weight of the cumwad stewing away inside.
"6! 5! 4!"
Dove's tongue wagged around in Juan's tuchus, the tip stuck so far up his rectum she could have checked his prostate.
"3! 2! 1!!!"
"OK, time's up, girls," Lucy announced, lowering her stopwatch. "A fine eff..."
"UUURRRGGGHHH!!!" Juan suddenly cried as his dick exploded, a deep, bassen roar that not only cut the dark-haired host off mid-sentence, but nearly burst speakers and cracked camera lenses throughout the bustling studio.
A mighty cumshot, easily the thickest and most copious of the lot, spurted from Juan's slit, splattering across Victoria's face like off-white wall paint, drenching nigh on every inch of her delicate features in a mess of sticky, hot goo.
"Yowza!" said Lucy, returning to centre stage as the last man shot his load. "Talk about signing off in style. That was quite a blast! But I'm afraid that final massive, thick, creamy, hot, gloopy..."
Lucy's mind started to wander as she gazed at the immense wad of spunk coating the contestants face, and carried on listing adjectives until she was simply gawping at the blast of goop and licking her lips with desire.
"Lucy!" barked Griffin from across the stage, the male host seeming to grow more irritated by the second by his colleague's lack of professionalism.
"Sorry," said Lucy, chuckling slightly as she was clawed from her reverie. "I'm afraid that final load won't count toward your grand total. But don't worry, 'cause you ladies still managed a very impressive score of eight gooey cumshots. Well done, girls!"
The audience applauded as Dove and Victoria returned to the rear of the stage. The nine men of the line up took their leave too, and Lucy had to muster every ounce of decorum she possessed (which wasn't a lot) not to traipse off after them.
"Yes, congratulations to Dove and Victoria who have set one heck of a marker with eight thick wads of cum," Griffin declared. "Now it's up to our remaining pair, Alison and Kelli, to see if they can beat it. Ladies..."
The crowd whooped and cheered once more as Alison and Kelli strolled to the front of the stage, arguing and bickering as usual as they went.
"So, ladies..." Griffin began.
"I'm sucking the dicks!" Kelli snapped, cutting off the show's host with little regard for his pay grade or standing at the network.
"No, I am!" Alison spat back, her retort loaded with as much venom and bile as that of her teammate. "You already stole that guy's load from me in the last round, bitch. There's no way you're taking all these ones too!"
Quickly realising that he couldn't get a word in edgeways if his life depended on it, Griffin simply ushered on the next nine men with a swipe of his hand. The guys strolled out onto the stage and lined up across it; their presence barely registered by the two contestants as they continued their heated dispute.
"'Cause you were hogging it all, you greedy little whore! I thought a slut like you would like licking ass anyway!"
"I do, but I prefer sucking dick! And it's my turn to..."
Despite the disruption it was causing to his show, Griffin couldn't deny that he was enjoying the sexually-charged back and forth between the two irate women, and he let the all-star quarrelling continue a little longer than he probably should have before finally putting a stop to it.
"Ladies, ladies. There's no need to fight. There's plenty to go around. I'm sure we can come up with a way that both of you can get all the cum your hearts desire."
"Damn right, we can!" Kelli barked, spinning around on her high heels and facing the row of studs. She marched along the line, paying little attention to the profusion of giant, multi coloured prongs sprouting from their groins as she pointed at every second man and positioned them in her desired manner. "You, you, you and you. Turn around. There's no way I'm letting that bitch suck all these dicks!"
Her chosen men turned to face the rear of the stage; the nine studs now lined up in a forward, back, forward, back formation.
"OK," said Griffin, "looks like our contestants have these guys how they want them. Lucy, over to you."
"Thank you, Perv. OK, girls, you know the score. Make all of these guys cum and you two will be in the final."
The girls approached the first guy, a black man named Wendell and got into position.
Lucy hit the button on her stopwatch. "GO!"
Quicker than sprinters at a starting pistol, Alison and Kelli leapt into action, giving Wendell the reverse Oreo treatment as they seized him from both ends. Alison gripped Wendell's cock at the base, opening wide as she steered the meaty dark pole between her lips. Kelli spread his asscheeks apart, her cute face engulfed in a sea of inky-black skin as she sunk into his crack.
"God DAMN!" Wendell yelped, the tall black man taken aback by the light-skinned duo and their ruthless two-pronged assault; both women attempting to outdo one another as they attacked him from both flanks.
Alison sucked ravenously at Wendell's twitching pole, vanishing inch after inch of its coal-black length as she went. His dick pumped and pulsed between her lips, a rivulet of sticky precum leaking from his slit and dribbling across her tongue. Meanwhile, Kelli had his buttocks spread as wide as they would go; her pretty blonde head bobbing furiously between them as she tonguefucked his asshole.
Wendell was loving every second of the two-way offensive and honestly couldn't decide which of the twin sensations felt better. Just when he thought nothing could top the feel of Alison's plump, pillowy lips roaming along his shaft, Kelli's moist red tongue would jam into his rectum and prove him wrong. Having to pick between the two would have been like an X-rated version of Sophie's Choice; both actions performed with a skill and finesse that was simply unrivalled. But before he had time to dwell on the conundrum any longer, his two white assailants had brought him to the very brink of climax; his dick fit to burst as it throbbed in Alison's mouth.
"UUURGHHH! FUUUCCCKKK!!!" he yelled as Alison took him to the hilt once more; the feel of her soft pink lips kissing his groin and the sensation of Kelli's wet tongue probing his darkest innards unleashing a gout of boiling hot seed that sprayed from the hole in his dick like water from a hose.
Alison felt his veiny underbelly pound against her tongue as his girthy weapon pumped ounce after ounce of sloppy, warm nut straight down her throat and into the pit of her stomach.
"OK, that's one, girls," said Lucy. "Now onto the next."
They were way ahead of her. In fact, Alison had scarcely waited for Wendell to cease spewing before she'd retracted his length from her gullet and moved onto man number two. Next was Jesse, a chiseled young white guy with long brown hair. Kelli knelt before him, hands rested on her knees as she looked up at him. Purring delightfully, she made the handsome stud an offer he couldn't refuse.
"Fuck my mouth," she said, parting her lips in wait of his pole.
That was all the invitation he required. Jesse placed his hands at the back of her head, gripping handfuls of her shiny blonde hair as he guided his rod between her gaping lips. He bucked his muscled hips, working his long, beefy tool back and forth in her drooling mouth, sinking his swelling pink crown deeper into her oral cavity with each pass. Meanwhile, Alison was squatted behind him, tongue stuck out from between her lips; every cut and thrust of his driving hips met with a wet stab up his rear alley.
Thick ropes of saliva dripped from his shaft and as he pumped Kelli's mouth; her saliva glands putting in a double shift as she bathed his invading rod in an unholy amount of sticky, wet spittle. Jesse continued to sink his rod deeper into her mouth with each motion; his leaking crown soon gliding past her tonsils and into the confines of her throat. Kelli gagged and heaved but didn't repel. In fact, she went in the opposite direction entirely; the blonde beauty reaching up and gripping his buttcheeks, signalling for the burly young hunk to plow faster, harder, deeper into her welcoming gullet.
And he did. Jesse's grasp tightened around her shiny blonde locks; the muscled hunk gripping the glossy strands like a set of golden reigns as he pumped into her mouth her greater ferocity. His twitching crown delved into the farthest reaches of her oesophagus as he sunk all ten of his thick, veiny inches between her lips with every pass he took. And when he pulled back, Alison and her outstretched tongue were there waiting for him; the slithery red flesh vanishing up his heinie and tickling his insides each time.
This went on for some time; the long-haired Lothario humping away at Kelli's pretty pink mouth with little restraint, holding off the spunky tide raging in his gonads until he could no longer. He retracted from Kelli's maw in a stream of slobber, pointing his pulsing head between her gaping lips as he stroked his slimy shaft. Alison spread his asscheeks apart and practically dove into his crack; jamming her tongue up his ass once more and munching on his keister like it was her last meal.
Kelli stuck out her tongue and lapped at Jesse's dickhole as it winked and fluttered between her open lips, lapping up the salty, sticky hot precum as it came oozing out. A few strokes of his throbbing fat cock were all it took to offload the steaming wad stewing away in his balls, and he looked to the heavens, emitting an almighty howl as a surging current of gloopy man juice jetted from his rod and pooled in her open mouth.
"UHHH! GOD DAMN!" he yelled as he continued to squirt, the viscid goo nearly overflowing from between her lips by the time he was done.
Kelli closed her lips, a trail of the creamy mess dribbling out from her overfilled mouth and running down her chin as she gulped it down. She scooped up the trickling seed, gazing up at Jesse as she slipped her finger into her mouth and sucked it clean.
The girls moved onto the next six men and flanked them all in turn, blowing and rimming each one to the point of eruption before continuing to the next. Some were treated to the lush feel of Alison's soft, pillowy lips wrapped around his wang, while Kelli buried her face in his ass. Others experienced the wondrous sensation of Kelli sucking on his joint, while Alison's slick tongue rooted around in his rump.
But regardless of the configuration and whatever the arrangement, each man was devoured from both sides; sucked and tongued at with little mercy until he dumped a load of searing hot nut straight into an A-list tummy. By the time they reached the end, both teammates had no fewer than four gloopy wads of semen swimming around inside them; their bellies bulging and churning but aching for more.
And what's more, the girls had been making great time. Their experience in the realms of the male ass had held them in good stead, and Alison and Kelli had negotiated the various endowments of the first eight men in a mere 25 minutes- some three minutes quicker than their novice opponents; a fact Lucy was quick to point out when they reached the final hunk.
"Wow! Onto the last guy already, girls!" she exclaimed. "And with five minutes to spare."
Alison and Kelli looked at one another and grinned; a rare moment of camaraderie, as they silently agreed upon how to end their nine man jaunt with the perfect flourish. They knelt beside one another before the last man; a mixed-raced stud by the name of Jordan, and wrapped their lips around his rod, their twin sets of glossed up prick pillows pressing together as they swathed his girthy pole.
With stout adherence to the rules, Alison reached behind Jordan's well-muscled, heavily tattooed frame, skillfully parting his steely ass cheeks with a single hand and jammed a finger up his backside. Jordan tensed; his deep brown eyes nearly leaping out from his skull as he felt the manicured digit probe his light brown sphincter, his dick spasming so violently that it almost vaulted out from between the two girls' lips.
"Oooh!" Lucy cooed, grinning incessantly as she watched on from the sidelines. "I don't think he's ever had a finger up the ass before! That right, honey?" she asked, sidling up beside him and resting a hand on his shoulder.
"Uh huh," Jordan replied with as much fluency as he could muster; the dark-skinned stud scarcely able to string two words together as Alison's digit sank into his maiden rear.
"Hear that, ladies?" asked Lucy, peering down at Alison and Kelli as they shared his pale brown dong. "Our boy's an anal virgin, so go easy on him, won't you?" she added, a smirk on her face and devilry in her tone that suggested that she wanted the A-list contestants to do anything but.
Alison and Kelli guided their lips up and down his rod, from the base to the tip, bathing it in spittle as they went. His dick twitched between their lips, hopping and bouncing like it had a mind of its own, globs of precum dripping from the tip and onto the floor below. Meanwhile, Alison's finger continued to plunge knuckledeep into his back passage, the painted tip prodding and tickling his prostate with every pass. And as enjoyable as it was for the mixed-race hunk, the sensation wasn't without its fair share of pain, and an odd mix of pleasure and discomfort was etched across his handsome face as the randy brunette rooted around in his rear.
"Awww! That hurt a little, does it, honey?" asked Lucy, sensing the young man's unease. "Don't worry. Mama will kiss it better. Alison, I think our boy needs a little seeing to!"
Alison prized her finger from his rectum as Lucy squatted behind him, quick to swathe the vacated hole with her smooth, healing tongue.
"Hey! What the fuck?!" Victoria barked from the side of the stage, scarcely able to believe her eyes as the supposedly impartial co-host squatted behind Jordan's shredded, dark frame and stuck her face in his ass.
"Perv! What the hell is she doing?!" Dove added, tugging angrily at his toxic green suit.
The host himself was, by this stage, incandescent with rage; so angry he could do little more than tremble where he stood, his face burning red like he was about to blow his top. And speaking of blowing one's top, Jordan wasn't far behind him; his dick now throbbing incessantly between Alison and Kelli's soft, roving lips as Lucy tonguefucked his back end.
"You gonna cum, baby?" asked Alison, Kelli's wet mouth still swathing his twitching pole.
"Uh huh," he replied through clenched teeth.
"Cum then, big boy!" Kelli demanded, hands on her knees in wait of his load. "Gimme all that gooey spunk!"

"No, give it to me," Alison cut in, shoulder barging her younger counterpart out of the way and almost sending her tumbling to the studio floor. "Drench my face with that creamy goop!"
"Ahhh! You fucking little BITCH!" Kelli shrieked, pushing her teammate back.
Jordan watched on, jerking his dick with renewed vigour as the two girls quarrelled at his feet; nearly ignoring his milk chocolate wang and impending load altogether as they clawed at each other's half-nude frames, tossing back foul-mouthed insults like sailors with Tourette's syndrome. Alison and Kelli were so distracted by their bitter quarreling that Jordan's eruption went almost entirely unnoticed; the warring duo only aware of his frenzied spewing once the first gout of burning seed struck Kelli across the cheek.
They quickly saw the error of their ways and from here the two teammates scarcely took their eyes off his spouting rod. They jockeyed and vied for position as further ropes of gloopy stud sauce blasted from his tip, streaking their pretty faces with matching shares of creamy, warm splooge.
"And they've done it, folks!" Lucy hollered as the final volley of seed plastered their features. "Nine thick loads of cum sucked straight out of those big, fat cocks, and with time still to spare."
She raised her stopwatch and a cameraman moved in for a close up, revealing that the A-list duo had a full minute of their allotted time still remaining.
"Well, there you have it," Griffin announced, returning to centre stage. "Looks like we have our two winners! That's right, ladies and gentlemen. They've been at each other's throats all evening, but Alison and Kelli are tonight's finalists!"
The crowd broke into a clamour of rapturous applause, some rising from their seats and whooping and hollering like fans at a sports game. Lucy once again crossed the stage with two Stiff Competition medals and hung them around the victor's necks, giving each woman a kiss on the cheek and licking up thick dollops of cum as she did so.
"Which, I'm afraid, means it's Dove and Victoria that we'll be saying goodbye to at the end of round three. Hard luck, ladies. So near, yet so far. But I hope you've enjoyed your time on the sh-"
"Luck?!" Victoria barked, simmering with rage. "It had nothing to do with luck!"
"Yeah! That bitch friggin' helped them!" Dove added, an accusatory finger pointed at Griffin's co-host.
"Me?" asked Lucy, placing a hand to her perky chest, batting her eyelashes like butter wouldn't melt in her mouth. "Whatever gives you that idea?!"
"You had your friggin' tongue up his ass, slut!" Victoria seethed. "If that's not helping, I don't know what is!"
"Hey, back off, bitches!" Alison squawked, the dark-haired beauty speaking up in defense of the mischievous host. "You sluts know we were gonna beat you anyway!"
"Yeah, come on, girls," Kelli added, tossing her two cents into the ring, but doing so with a little more diplomacy than her dark-haired teammate. "We were miles ahead of you and you know it!"
"That's not the point!" Dove countered. "You freakin' cheated!"
This accusation really rubbed Alison up the wrong way and, frankly, the suggestion that she and her teammate had reached the final through anything but their (or, more accurately, her) oral prowess alone made her blood boil. "Excuse me, bitch?! How did we cheat exactly?!" She pointed at Lucy as she continued her tirade. "If that slut wants to stick her face in a guy's butt, that's up to her! We can't stop her, can we?!"



This heated back and forth continued for some time; all four of the A-list contestants shooting increasingly fiery retorts at one another until they were blue in the face. Griffin watched on, toothy grin stretched across his face as he imagined the wonders the all-star slanging match was doing for his ratings (as if eight world-famous celebrities sucking dick for three hours straight hadn't done enough already). But with an ever shrinking slot in the network schedule and one more round yet to cram in, he brought the four way bickering to a reluctant halt.
"OK, ladies, that's enough," he finally announced. "Dove, Victoria- your opponents beat you fair and square. Grace in defeat is something we value highly here at Stiff Competition, and I must ask that you show respect to the contest and your opposition by accepting your loss in a mature and civilized manner."
"Hmpf!" the girls huffed in unison, crossing their arms across their chests and pouting like children who'd spilled their milk.
"Thank you," Griffin continued. "Ladies and gentleman, Dove Cameron and Victoria Justice."
The crowd cheered as the defeated stars headed for the side of the stage, muttering amongst themselves and shooting evil stares at Lucy and their two opponents as they went.
"Well, that was fun, wasn't it, folks?" Griffin declared, once the atmosphere in the studio had finally cooled. "We're gonna step away for a short while, but stay right where you are, 'cause in just a moment Alison and Kelli will be going head to head- so to speak- in our grand final. We'll be back after these messages."
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*
A shiny black BMW Z4 pulled into a dusty parking lot in the heart of the San Fernando Valley. The front door opened and a freshly buffed pair of expensive looking brogues planted themselves on the floor as big-shot Hollywood agent Joel Myers stepped out of his luxury car. He gazed at the sprawling movie set that stretched off into the distance, fishing a pair of Ray-Ban aviators from his blazer pocket and slipping them on as he began across the lot.
Joel strolled across the set, reeling off smarmy comments and bad jokes to former colleagues as he went.
"Damn, Jen! Did you get a Stairmaster or something? That booty lookin' fine, woman!"
"Keith! How's it going, my dude? Get those grass stains out of your pants yet? Don't worry, I won't tell your wife."
"Alysha!" he exclaimed, spotting an African-American producer whose pants he'd been trying to find his way into since the day he met her. "How you doin', girl?"
Alysha looked up from her clipboard, rolling her eyes as she clocked her addresser.
"Hi, Joel," she sighed. "How are you?"
"Never better, honey. Never better. Still married?"
"Yep," she said, flashing him her wedding ring. "Still married."
"Well, that is a shame. Call me if you ever see sense, won't you?"
Alysha looked back at him, completely stony faced. "I'm busy, Joel. What do you want?"
"OK, cutting right to the chase. That's what I like to see. Time is money and all that. I was just wondering if you could point one of those perfectly manicured fingers of yours in the direction of my client's trailer."
"Who's your client?"
Joel chuckled. "'Who's my client?' she asks. The star of the show, my dear. The one, the only Miss Natalie Portman."
"Natalie's trailer is over there," Alysha replied, pointing across the lot.
"Much obliged. And get one of these fine looking PA's to fetch me a coffee, will you?" said Joel, flashing a sleazy leer at a passing woman over the frames of his Ray-Bans.
"How do you take it?"
"Strong and black, honey. Like my women." He winked and adjusted his shades. "Catch ya later."
Joel strolled across to Natalie's trailer and knocked on the door.
"Come in," came a glum, weary voice from within.
Joel pushed the door open and stepped inside. Natalie Portman was sprawled out on a reclining leather armchair, sipping from a bottle of water.
"Hey, hey. How's my favourite client?"
"Hi, Joel," Natalie sighed, her voice rife with exasperation.
"What's the matter, Nat?" Joel asked, taking a seat opposite his client. "My assistant said you were desperate to speak to me."
"What's the matter?! This movie is the project from hell, Joel. That's what's the freakin' matter!"
Joel took a look around the actress' roomy onset trailer; the luxury living space lavishly adorned and decked out with every conceivable amenity.
"Really?" he asked. "Doesn't look too bad to me. Nice set. PAs waiting on you hand and foot. You've got this big ass trailer. Could be a lot worse."
"Could it? Yes, this trailer is cushy, the set is nice and the people are lovely. But these scenes are gonna take two days to shoot. Three at most. Then I'm right back out there in the Canadian wilderness. Slurping soup from a Thermos while I freeze my ass off in a tent!"
Joel chuckled. "Oh, come on, Nat. This is a survival picture about a woman trapped out in the Yukon. What were you expecting? A room at The Ritz?!"
"No, but, jeez, I thought these guys would have some standards," Natalie whined. "Even a pokey little room in a motel would have been better than nothing. You know there's bears out there, right? Cougars. All sorts of shit. I didn't sleep a wink the entire first week. All I could hear was wolves howling away in the distance. I was convinced they were gonna come and tear me to shreds at any second!"
"Natalie, how many times do I have to tell you? Nothing's gonna happen to you out there. There are teams of hunters on set who have been tasked with keeping you safe."
"Keeping me safe from bears?! You've seen The Revenant, right? I'll end up crawling through the snow, eating raw buffalo meat to stay alive! There must be a hotel out there somewhere they can put me up in. They can fly me out to the middle of nowhere every morning, if that's where they want me. They've got the money. The budget for this movie is through the freakin' roof!"
"Well, I think they wanted you to get a feel for what that poor woman went through during her ordeal. It's called method acting, Nat. Daniel Day-Lewis does it all the time and look at him. Oscars up the wazoo."
"Yes, thank you, Joel," Natalie snapped, incensed by his patronising tone. "I know what method acting is. And, frankly, I could give a fuck what that woman had to go through."
Joel was taken aback. This was a side to his client that he had not seen before. He wasn't the most reputable of characters himself, but even he wouldn't have dared to utter something so heartless.
"Err...you know she died, right, Nat?"
"Yes, OK, I take that back. It was terrible what happened to that woman, but if you march off into the northern wilderness with nothing but the clothes on your back then you're asking for it, as far as I'm concerned. And it certainly doesn't mean I should have to live like an animal for months on end, 'cause some stupid woman trapsed off on her own and got herself killed! And Oscars? Ha! Don't make me laugh. You've read the script. This movie isn't even any good! I had more chance of winning for Attack of the freakin' Clones than this piece of shit!"
Still a little shocked by Natalie's coldness and lack of empathy, Joel thought it wise that he change gears before someone overheard her vicious tirade and leaked it to the media. Her acting career would go up in smoke.
"OK, Nat. OK. I can see that you're stressed. Why don't I take you out for dinner while you're still in LA? Somewhere fancy. My treat."
"Dinner?! Oh, Joel. You're gonna have to do a lot better than that."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean I'm fucking sick of this shit! I know everyone thinks you're an asshole, Joel, but you've been a good agent over the years, which is why I wanted to tell you first. I'm quitting. I'm walking off this set as soon as you leave and I'm never coming back!"
Joel's blood ran cold. Up to then he'd been pretty relaxed about the whole situation. Natalie certainly hadn't been his first client to complain about the conditions on a movie set and he figured she was just blowing off a little steam. But there it was; the dreaded walk off. Or the threat of it, anyway. It was every agent's worst nightmare. Especially for a project such as this; a high-profile movie about a real life tragedy. It would be a PR disaster. Walking off set like this was career suicide. He wouldn't be able to book her in a porno movie after this.
Of course, he could drop her as a client should she go through with her threat, and would do without thinking twice. But that wasn't even the most pressing issue. Joel had learned of the studio's interest in Natalie for the lead role and had a read of the script. He had to agree that it was weak, but once he'd gotten the lowdown on the project he couldn't have cared less.
A single mention of the proposed fee for the lead actress and dollar signs were flashing in his eyes. The sum they were floating was simply eye-watering. Eight figures, no less. And his 10% cut of his client's earnings, would net him a handsome $1million and change should she sign on the dotted line. Though, Natalie wouldn't receive a cent of that money if she were to leave the project of her own accord, and if she did indeed walk off the set as she'd just suggested, Joel could kiss his million bucks goodbye.
"Look, Nat," he replied, attempting to reason with her, "I'm sorry that you're having a hard time. Truly, I am. But you can't just walk off the set of a movie. There are people that are relying on you. Think of all those reels they've already shot. Utterly wasted. And need I remind you about the pay?"
"I don't give a fuck about the pay, Joel. Or the amount of time and money these fuckers will have wasted. They've put me through hell. They deserve everything they get!"
Joel was starting to panic. He could see his million dollar cut slipping away. It was like someone had opened a briefcase full of cash in front of his eyes then tossed it straight into an incinerator.
"Natalie, I didn't want to say this, but you're not gonna be the only person who's gonna be losing out here. I know, what's a few million to you, right? You're worth that a hundred times over already. But I'm not. A million bucks is a lot of money to me. Me and Sarah have been looking at a new house in Beverly Hills. She's fallen in love with the place, Nat. How am I gonna tell her that I can't afford it anymore? She'll be devastated."
"Ah, so that's all this is," Natalie grinned in response. "You couldn't care less about me. You're just thinking about your goddamn commission! Typical. You freakin' agents are all the same. And don't use your wife to try and guilt trip me, Joel. You didn't look very guilty that time I walked in you getting a blowjob from a hooker under your desk! I'd imagine Sarah would be pretty devastated about that too. Look, Joel, I get that you want that money, but if you want me to stay on this piece of shit of a movie you're gonna have to make it worth my while."
"OK. How?"
A wily grin stretched across Natalie's gorgeous features, so impish and downright mischievous it could put the Cheshire cat to shame. "Well, Joel, I've got just the thing."
*
Natalie Portman gazed out the window of the shiny Uber car that had come to collect her, watching as it sped past building after building, leaving an assortment of mills and factories in the dust. The further she travelled the more sparse the buildings became, the structures soon separated by yards of barren field. When she finally reached her destination, Natalie found herself in what she'd term 'the asshole of nowhere'; some backwater shithole right out in the boonies.
Stepping out of the car, she surveyed her surroundings. A tall, imposing, and distinctly rundown old warehouse was all that could be seen for miles around. Her agent, Joel, hadn't specified what her destination was going to be, but by process of elimination, this had to be it. The driver changed gear and the car pulled away, leaving her stranded in this desolate wasteland. All alone, a million miles from nowhere.
Natalie began across the vast, rubbly parking lot, quite unaware of what was awaiting her in the partially dilapidated building looming large in the distance. Whether Joel had filled her request, or if he had just chosen this empty landscape to bump off a problematic client, she was truly none the wiser. But either way, butterflies were swarming in her belly, her heart hammering away in her chest. Was it excitement? Nerves? Fear? She honestly couldn't tell, but one thing was for sure; the sensations were only growing stronger as she crossed the vacant lot.
Dolled to the nines and dressed to impress, Natalie herself was a striking contrast to her grim surroundings. She'd spent half the day choosing her outfit, finally landing upon a short black designer dress that she'd once worn to a premiere. The expensive garment clung to her body like a second skin; hugging her shapely butt, assisting her modest, though gloriously perky cleavage, and revealing every inch of her long, silky smooth legs along the way. Her glossy, chestnut brown locks were cropped just above her shoulders and her face had been flawlessly made up with all manner of priceless cosmetics.
By the time she reached the door, her hand was trembling, so much so that she could barely push it open. The door appeared to have been opened a grand total of three times in the past ten years and required a good deal of elbow grease to budge it a single inch. Unsure if a band of Armani models, some kind of gang or a team of hitmen were waiting for her on the inside, Natalie put her back into it, the door squeaking slowly open.
Once she caught sight of the awaiting parties, Natalie was still a little in the dark. As far as she could tell, the men gathered in the rundown warehouse could have been pooled from any one of these groups and more. There were five of them in total, gathered in a pack beside a large white ottoman. To say they were ragtag bunch would be putting it lightly. In fact, each man was about as different in appearance from the one that preceded him as could possibly be imagined. All were wearing jeans of various colour and design, showcasing a multitude of wildly differing physiques.
Devontae was a young black man of average height and wiry build. He had the look of an inner city gang member. Long dreadlocks spilled over his shoulders, his milk chocolate skin marked with a plethora of tattoos and when he smiled at the approaching Natalie he revealed a shiny golden grill that sparkled in the overhead lights. Beside him was another black guy; a darker, taller and more muscular man named Chris. He was of a cleaner cut than his Nubain chum; his handsome face well groomed and neatly shaven from his chiseled jawline to his shiny, bald dome.
Julio, a young Hispanic man, was just as attractive, though the stylized ink covering nigh on every inch of his skin gave him an intense, almost sinister bearing, that in different circumstances would have seen Natalie clutching her handbag for dear life and sprinting for the safety of the nearest police officer. Josh, a white guy of about 20, had the typical boy-next-door kind of look; shimmering blue eyes, thick brown hair carefully parted. He was comfortably the slenderest of the bunch; the young man looking to be a missed breakfast away from keeling over on the warehouse floor.
In stark contrast to him was Eric; an aging biker type with long, receding hair, a wild, unkempt beard and a face only his mother and horror aficionados could love. Faded tattoos lined his arms, while the rest of his body appeared to have long since succumbed to the ravages of time, heavy drinking and a poor diet. Large, doughy man breasts gave way to a heavy, sagging gut that hung over the waistband of his jeans.
The vast array of skin tones, hairstyles and body shapes on display really did make for quite the spectacle. However, to Natalie all the preceding information was wholly immaterial. Quite frankly, she couldn't have cared less if each man had the build of an NFL linebacker or the looks of a British Bulldog. All she was interested in was what they looked like below the belt, and if the hefty lumps bulging in their jeans were anything to go by, she wasn't to be disappointed.
"Hey, guys," said Natalie, grinning coquettishly, her expensive heels clacking on the warehouse floor.
"Hi, Miss Portman," Josh replied, his courteousness and impeccable manners only serving to bolster his boy-next-door stereotype.
Chris greeted her in a similarly warm manner, while the remaining three offered a low, husky grunt and nothing more.
"How are you all?" Natalie asked, approaching the assembled men and slotting in between Chris and Eric.
"Better now we're in the company of a beautiful lady," said Chris, his deep, bassen tones sending her heart a flutter. He took her hand and kissed it. "Doesn't she look great, fellas?"
Holding her dainty paw in his, he encouraged her to do a little twirl for the surrounding men.
"Fantastic!" said Josh, eyes lit up as he gazed at her body.
"Look at these beautiful eyes," said Chris, staring into her hazelnut peepers, dark fingers rested under her chin.
"Great fuckin' ass, too!" Eric declared, gripping a handful of butt cheek through the fabric of her expensive dress.
Before she knew it, eager hands were groping her from every direction; squeezing her ass and cupping her perky breasts. And Natalie was more than happy to reciprocate, her own dainty paws quickly finding the two nearest bulges and giving them an excited stroke. Chris leaned in and pressed his thick lips against hers, tongues writhing as he kissed her deeply. Natalie tossed her clutch bag aside and swathed his face with her hands, caressing his night-black flesh as they made out.
The handling got rougher and Devontae gripped a handful of her glossy brown hair, pulling her towards him and sticking his tongue straight down her throat. Eric drew a hand back behind her, his fingers cutting through the air as he brought it forward, landing a firm, hard smack upon her supple rear.
"Mmm!" Natalie groaned, her voice muffled by the full, dark lips locked against her own.
Soon, hands were grabbing at her wrists and pulling her paws to one swelling lump after another; each crotchal bulge bigger and harder than the one that preceded it. She turned to Josh and kissed him passionately, a hand stroking his baby-smooth cheek as they chewed each other's faces off. Then, as hands continued to grope and squeeze, slap and smack at her slender frame, Natalie heard the jingling of a belt buckle and the unmistakable sound of a fly unzipping.
She reached down instinctively and gripped Chris' cock, shivering at the turgid feel of his massive uncaged beast. Relinquishing Josh's lips, she turned to the man in front of her, bending at the hips and lowering her head towards his full, jutting groin. Chris' rock hard cock pointed at her gawking face; his jet black rod coiled with thick, prominent veins, a glob of precum already pooling in the wide open tip.
Natalie placed her hands on his hips, shooting out her tongue and lapping at the drooling slit. Zips were lowered and more dicks were freed, the actress locating them with her hands and starting to stroke. Every piece of meat on display was as varied as the guys they were attached to. Josh and Devontae's dicks were long and slender, mirroring their slighter frames, while Eric's, much like the man himself, was immensely fat; the biker's dong as thick as a baseball bat.
Her lips trailed along Chris' thick black shaft, roaming across every throbbing vein and pulsing capillary, her skilled tongue lapping tenderly at the underside. It was easily the thickest cock she'd ever sucked and already its unfathomable girth was stretching her mouth to its limits.
"Mmm, that's it, baby," he encouraged, smiling down at her as she tended to his meat. "Suck that big, fat dick!"
Hands clawed and smacked at her ass as she worked Chris' pole. Then, she felt someone lift up the hem of her dress and tug down her panties, exposing her moist slit to the air. A few excited fingers went straight for it; rubbing across her slickened labia and sinking inside of her, probing her sopping wet box. Though this was short lived and one by one the fingers retracted, clearing her pussy for entry. Eric gripped her ass with a strong, callused hand, the other wielding his meat like a club as he rubbed the head against her quim. A slight push and he slipped it inside, his girthy member stretching her cunt right off the bat.
"Shit, that's a tight pussy!" he exclaimed, slowly moving his hips as he worked his dick inside.
Natalie mewled around the cock engorged in her mouth as Eric began to thrust, guiding his dong back and forth in her snatch. He quickly gathered pace, pounding her harder and deeper with every motion. Natalie's lips roamed up and down Chris' long black rod, soaking it in saliva, gazing up at him as she neared the base.
"Yeah, come on, baby," he said, eyes locked together as she swallowed his prick. "Right to the balls."
Soft, manicured hands released the two dicks they were previously jerking and came to rest on Chris' sturdy, dark hips. Well-kept nails dug into his flesh as she went for the final push, her cute button nose nestling in his well-groomed pubic batch as she took him to the hilt.



"Oh, shit!" he groaned, as Natalie's plump pink lips puckered at his groin, her slick, warm drool bathing his shaft.
Keeping his dick between her lips for as long as the actress could hold it, he finally retrieved, his girthy member retracting in a wave of spittle. He stepped away and Julio was quick to replace him, gripping his pole and sinking it into Natalie's maw, skewering her slender frame like a piece of meat.
"Hmpf!" she exclaimed, eyes bulging as his long, veiny penis was thrust between her lips, more than half of its immense length buried in her drooling trap.
While Chris had been happy for Natalie to take the initiative, his Latin counterpart was having none of that. He scooped a pawful of Natalie's hair, gripping it in his tattooed knuckles as he started to thrust. By now, Natalie was getting thoroughly worked over from both ends. Eric had a hold of her hips, his chunky thighs clattering against hers, swollen bellend mining deep into her snug pink cooze as he pounded her from behind.
Hands returned to the two closest pricks and clutched them tightly, the gorgeous brunette stroking each pulsing tube at optimum speed and with expert precision. Julio tugged at her hair like a set of reigns, angling her head upwards as he sawed his dick between her lips. His twitching head tunneled deep into her oral cavity, leaking its goo as it invaded her throat.
* GAK * GURK * URK * came the sounds from Natalie's maw as her face was fucked, drool raining from Julio's shaft each time he drew back, thick drops of the stuff dripping from her chin and soaking her jiggling bust. Tears trickled from her eyes, leaving long streaks of mascara across her powdered cheeks, Julio's wet balls slapping against her throat as he bucked into her face.
Meanwhile Eric's head journeyed deeper and deeper, the bulbous pink crown soon bothering her g-spot and making her moan with every stroke. Her cock-filled hands ceased their dextrous jerking, the brown-haired starlet gripping onto both poles for dear life as Eric's monstrous wang ignited a fiery orgasm- what she hoped would be first of many- that rumbled through her frame like an earthquake.
"MMM!" she groaned around Julio's cock as he continued to thrust, plunging his mushroom head deeper into her gullet with each motion.
Natalie pushed against his meaty things, ejecting his schlong in a spray of spit.
"Wow!" she panted, sucking in lungfuls of air as she looked around the encircled men. "You boys are off to a good start!"
"Come on, fellas," said Chris. "Let's get the lady a little more comfortable."
He took Natalie by the hand and led her over to the ottoman. Josh was already there waiting for her, his scrawny frame laid out across the comfy surface, cock towering from his crotch like a skyscraper. Natalie approached the leather furniture, pulled her dress up over her head and climbed aboard. Resting her knees either side of Josh's skinny form, she straddled his jutting groin. She reached down and gripped his pole, teasing the head briefly with her sticky, wet lips before feeding it inside.
"Ahhh!" she hissed as it entered.
Her pussy sunk to the hilt, Josh's slender, through incredibly lengthy pole piercing her insides. Gripping two handfuls of her shapely, round cheeks, he gleefully spread them open; parting them like the Red Sea in wait of the third party. Devontae stepped up, pointing his long black rod at her winking butthole and guiding it in.
"Oh, FUCK!" Natalie cooed, eyes widening as a second meaty spear was thrust up inside her.
The three remaining men climbed up onto the ottoman and gathered before her, grinning down at her sandwiched frame as three impossibly large pricks pointed at her like arrows. She took hold of Chris and Julio, pulling their prongs with smooth, seamless strokes. Gazing up at him with her smouldering brown eyes, she parted her lips for Eric; the actress treated to the sugary, sweet taste of her vagina as he gripped his rod and steered it in.
A rough hand rested at the back of her crown, nut brown locks flowing through his chunky fingers as he guided her head back and forth, lips sliding along his pole. Before long, cocks were sinking into her slender body from all directions, a trio of heads boring into her cavities in perfect synchronicity.
Devontae's long dark prick probed deep into her rectum, the wiry, young black man interspersing his hard thrusts with occasional spanks of her supple ass, the cheeks burning redder with each forceful strike. Josh's crown, like Eric's before it, was probing Natalie's g-spot with each snap of his thin, bony hips. While Eric's own bulbous pink helmet mined into the darkest reaches of her esophagus, making her gag and cough around its monstrous girth as it lodged in her throat.
A fantasy she'd long held but never before indulged in, Natalie's debut gangbang was everything she'd hoped it would be and more. The rich, manly musk; the sweat-soaked skin; the loud smacking together of bodies; the deep, animalistic grunts; the raw, unbridled intensity- everything about it appealed to her baser urges and made her yearn for more.
And the guys were happy to give it to her. Lengthy prongs were driven to the hilt in all three of her holes, sending jolts of pleasure shooting through her body. It wasn't long before they'd made her cum once more; a rapturous orgasm tearing through her frame and shaking the actress to her very core as she was taken from all angles.
Dicks throbbing and balls bulging, Eric and Devontae quickly withdrew. Julio had assumed the position on the leather ottoman and Natalie rolled straight from Josh and onto him, backing up her peachy ass as she mounted his muscled form. Julio pointed his light brown dong at her bleached anus and pushed, hollering in Spanish as the ultra-tight hole hugged his bulging crown.
"Ay! Mierda!" he yelled, his outburst quickly followed by a similar sound in English from his female counterpart as his girthy pole stretched her puckered sphincter.
Natalie began to hop and bounce atop his chiseled frame, working her snug pink anus up and down his rod with consummate ease- no small feat on account of his size. Soon she was riding him like a bucking bronco, her pale ass cheeks bouncing off his abs as she straddled his muscled form. Sinking to the base one last time, Natalie laid back atop his shredded torso, his thick, tattooed arms wrapping around her and hugging her close as Chris stepped up to the plate, long flesh bat primed and ready to swing.
"Mmm, yeah! Come on," she purred, licking her lips as she eyed his coal-dark beast. "Fill me up!"
And fill her he did. In fact, Chris' thick black wang stuffed her slender body to the gills, burrowing into her deepest recesses right from the off. Before she knew it, Chris and Julio were going at her with little restraint; cocks of wildly contrasting skin tone mining deep into both passages. Josh climbed back up onto the ottoman and stood beside her, stroking his dong as Natalie wrapped her lips around one of his balls and started sucking. Her hand reached out and found yet another cock, Devontae's long brown pole twitching in her silken paw as she started to jerk.
Natalie was on cloud nine. Every joint thrust of Chris and Julio's giant rods hit her innermost spots, making her tremble all over and groan around the pair of spunk-filled balls churning between her lips. In practically no time at all, Natalie found herself on the verge of another orgasm; a runaway freight train that chugged through her system, stopping at every nerve and fibre along the way.
Chris, who had delved out more at this stage in his existence than he cared to remember, knew all the tells of impending climax like the back of his hand, and as Natalie's body quivered, her face screwed in a fit of lust, he knew full well that yet another was on its way. He retrieved his dong from the depths of her vagina, but was unable to (or simply chose not to) retreat from the line of fire before a mighty blast of girlcum gushed from her pulsing cooch, drenching his tar-black torso in a deluge of sticky, warm fluid.
"AHHHH!!!" Natalie shrieked as she came, emitting further sprays of spunk from her urethra as Julio continued to hammer away at her asshole.
With her pussy now vacated, Devontae was quick to seize upon it; the inked up black man, burying his cock in her still spasming cooch and pounding away until his heart's content. Eric replaced him at her side and gripped the back of her head, practically forcing her smeared pink lips down his impressive length. Soon, cocks were throbbing and swelling in her ass and cunt alike, another pumping between her lips and against her tongue, while a fourth trembled in her hand as she beat it off.
"Ready to cum, aren't you, boys?" she asked, pushing against Eric's meaty thighs to free herself from his grasp.
There were groans of affirmation from every direction, some of the guys going at her even harder in an effort to do just that.
"Come on then," Natalie purred, grinning excitedly at the promise of their loads. "Do it. Gimme all that spunk!"
Eric quickly filled her mouth once more, gripping handfuls of her hair as he sawed his dong between her pouty lips. Devontae and Julio bucked like mad men at her luscious, toned form, emitting equally deafening cries as they yielded to her demands and finally unleashed. Twin gouts spurted from their slits, flooding her pussy and rectum alike with a tidal wave of piping hot jism; the gorgeous brunette pumped to near bursting point with ounce after ounce of gloopy, potent seed.
Eric was next to cum, and he buried himself to the hilt in Natalie's mouth, sopping wet balls squishing against her throat as he emptied them inside her, spraying copiously into her guts. Once the three men had finally stopped spewing, Natalie was quickly evacuated, the remaining two helping her weary frame from the now squirt-drenched ottoman and down onto the floor. Josh and Chris stood before her, winking slits pointing at her face as they beat themselves off.
"Yes! Give it to me, boys!" Natalie cooed in anticipation, fondling both swinging nutsacks as she awaited their loads. "Hose me down with your burning hot seed!"
The lewd dirty talk spewing from between her lips was the final trigger, pushing both men over the edge and coaxing a pair of violent cumshots that erupted from their private parts like Mount Vesuvius, drenching her face and chest in an ungodly volume of seering, off-white splooge.
"Mmm, not bad, boys," said Natalie, grasping both poles and sucking the last few clinging droplets from each twitching head. Spunk dripped down her face and across her perky boobs, while more still seeped from her still stretched out cunt and asshole. "You've certainly made a good start. But don't go anywhere," she added, a wicked grin stretching across her cum-soaked features. "I'm not done with you yet!"
*
Natalie Portman was wedged between Eric and Chris' bodies like the meat in a sandwich, held aloft in midair as they tossed her up and down, piercing her time and again on nearly two feet of fat, veiny schlong. The others pulled their pricks as they watched on from the sidelines, either awaiting their next turn or panting heavily as they recovered from the last one.
How long the men had been going at her, Natalie wasn't quite sure. At least an hour. Maybe two. But however long it had been, the actress' band of studs had given her quite the going over; passing her sumptuous MILF form from one pair to another, stuffing her full and fucking her senesless, moulding her body into shapes and positions that would make even the most supple of Olympic gymnasts cry out in agony. Her orgasm tally had run way into the double figures, the brown-haired beauty marking each tumultuous climax with strings of cusses and loud cries of pleasure that echoed across the warehouse from one end to the other.
Impaled on their cocks one final time, Natalie came once more. Looking to the heavens, she emitted a deafening shriek as yet another thunderous orgasm shook the Israeli-born actress to her very core. Still tingling from her latest climax and looking like she'd been well and truly put through her paces, Natalie's trembling form was lowered to the warehouse floor. Dried rivers of mascara trailed across her cheeks. False eyelashes clung to various parts of her face. Strands of hair were plastered to her skin with a cocktail of sweat, spit and semen, the remains of her expensive 'do densley matted and wildly disheveled. Sweat shone across every inch of her body. Her ass was red raw from countless hearty and merciless smacks. She'd been used, misused and thoroughly abused. And she wasn't done yet.
Settling her knees on the dusty, cold ground, the men quickly ringed her. Devontae gripped pawfuls of her tangled brown hair and plunged his cock into her mouth, sinking it to the base on the very first pass. Natalie reached up and gripped two others, jerking vigorously as Devontae slammed his skinny pelvis into her face. His swollen brown bellend soared down her throat at full throttle, every thrust as deep and far reaching as it was hard and ruthless. Time and again her nose disappeared into his bush of pubes, his thick, wiry hairs drenched in sweat and soaked with saliva.
Devontae retracted and someone else (quite who, she didn't know or particularly care) entered, hammering away at her oral cavity with equal, or perhaps even greater vigour, his heavy, spit-soaked balls slapping repeatedly against her very much occupied throat. Once every man had taken a turn, someone tugged at her sweaty locks, pulling her head back so she was staring at the ceiling. Or, more acutely, at the four fat cocks clasped at the base above her. Then, before she had a chance to brace herself for impact, all four dongs were smacked against her face, sending tiny splashes of spit and precum splattering across her skin as a platoon of shiny, round helmets rebounded off her gorgeous features.
While the others had been playing her face like a skin-toned snare drum, Julio had taken up position on the futon, his supine form and huge, towering cock revealed to her as the men dispersed. Needing (or wanting) no time to recover, Natalie strutted across and mounted his inked up frame.
Gripping an ass cheek with his vacant hand, Julio guided his cock towards her anal ring with the other, grunting deeply as he pushed it in. Encircled by the remaining quartet, thick, veiny prongs were trained on her slender form from every conceivable angle, jostling for position before her greedy mouth. Natalie looked up at Chris and Devontae positioned before her, licking her lips as she eyed their chocolate dongs.
"Hmm, which one do I pick?" she said, eyes lit up as she considered each one in turn.
"How about both?" Chris suggested, white teeth sparkling as he returned a confident grin.
"Good idea," Natalie replied, parting her lips in wait of their cocks.
Poles clasped at the root, the two men steered them forward; the meaty black cocks crossing at mid-shaft as they were thrust into her gaping maw.
"MMM-GAH!" Natalie groaned around the pair of wangs, their combined girth stretching her lips to near rupturing point as the double barrelled dongs throbbed In her drooling mouth.
Her skilled tongue lapped at any stretch of jet-black meat the somewhat limited space would allow, swollen heads prodding at her cheeks and stuffing her face like a squirrel with a nut. Words of astonishment and awe were swapped back and forth by the surrounding men. But they hadn't seen anything yet, and if taking two cocks in her mouth wasn't impressive enough, they were treated to one hell of a show as Josh pressed his bulging head up against Natalie's already very full anus and pushed it inside.
"URGGHHH! SHIIITTT!!!" she yelled, ejecting both of the coal-dark wangs in a single motion as a second meaty cock was sunk into her rectum.
Chris and Devontae parted and Eric slid in between them. Gripping Natalie's hair in two thick clumps, he plunged into her mouth, fucking her face at a furious rate. Julio and Josh pounded away in flawless unison, their twin round heads mining deep into her stretched out rectum with each joint thrust. Cumming again in a matter of moments, Natalie's body shuddered from head to foot, all manner of shrill, ear-splitting noises muffled by the dick in her mouth as another mind-numbing climax ravaged her gorgeous frame.
Already in position before the previous parties had even withdrawn, Chris' chiseled, dark form sprawled out across the ottoman. Barely having to move from one supine torso to the next, Natalie sunk her expensive heels into the leather, perching atop Chris' night-black rod and lowering herself onto it. She'd taken so many dicks up her ass by this stage that it slipped in with ease, the thick chocolate wang soon followed by another as Devontae knelt before her and thrust inside, packing her booty to the brim.
"OH, SWEET JESUS!" she screamed, eyes nearly popping out of her skull as the dark dual dongs were buried inside her.
But the guys weren't finished yet, and no sooner was a second cock sunk into her cavities, was a third added to the mix. Gripping Natalie's ankles and pushing her legs back as far as they'd go, Josh made room for his own skinny frame, sliding in front of Devontae and filling her vacant hole.
"AHHHHH!!! FUUUCCCKKK!!!"
Natalie was once again overcome by the all-consuming ravages of orgasm as no fewer than three fat, meaty cocks were stuffed into her body. Julio gripped the back of her head, turning her towards him before promptly adding a fourth. Not wanting Eric to feel left out, Natalie reached up and clutched his girthy pole, jerking it with seasoned dexterity. There wasn't a lot of room to maneuver, but the guys went at Natalie's luscious form with as much force as their restricted movement would permit, hollering unbelieving swears and words of encouragement from all around her plugged up frame.
"You like that shit, baby?" asked Devontae, through gritted, grill-covered teeth.
"YUSSSS!" Natalie shrieked, the girthy wang boring into her chest suppressing any eloquence she might have otherwise had.
"Tell me, bitch!" he sneered, Julio's dick slipping from between her lips as he gripped her hair and tugged at it viciously. "Tell me how much you like it!"
"I love it! I love your fucking cocks! Don't stop fucking me! FUUUU-" she screamed, her final outburst cut short as Julio stuffed his prick back into her mouth, sealing her shut once more.
Dicks thrust into every orifice, each meaty spear burrowing further into her toned MILF form than the last. The ottoman shook and trembled beneath them; the expensive furniture creaking like it could collapse at any second. And every soul on board was groaning along with it, the grunts and swears of all six parties merging with the smacking together of bodies and carrying into the bowels of the empty warehouse. Every frame was drenched in sweat, streaked in semen or soaked in squirt juice. Tits jiggled. Balls swung back and forth. Hands stroked shafts and gripped handfuls of hair.
Julio's olive-toned cock sunk time and again into her gurgling, gargling throat. Josh's head hit her g-spot with each unwavering plunge. Chris and Devontae throbbed in her rectum, stretching her sphincter like it was made of elastic. Noises of every type, pitch and volume passed through Natalie's lips- screams, squeals; growls, grunts- the brown-haired actress showcasing a mightily impressive range as her sumptuous body was savaged six ways from Sunday.
Orgasms came and went, each passing climax arriving quicker and hitting harder than any that came before. And soon it wasn't just Natalie who was gearing up to a violent, earth-shattering orgasm. The fiery throes of iminent climax hit all five men in a mass wave and as they pumped away at Natalie's holes and basked in the divine embrace of her hand or mouth, each of them made his need for release well and truly known.



"Oh, jeez! I'm gonna cum!" Josh whimpered, face screwing helplessly as he plunged into Natalie's cooch.
"Fuck! Me too!" Eric barked, cock pulsing in her mit as she furiously beat it off.
Julio, on the other hand, offered no such verbal warning of his impending ejaculation, and simply pinned Natalie's head to his crotch, delighting in the feel of her tight, milking gullet. Grunting deeply, he let loose; dumping a creamy, thick wad right into the pit of her belly. The boiling cum churned in her tummy, warming her from within as it sloshed about inside. Swiftly retracting from both ends of her body, the final four formed a semi-circle on the warehouse floor. Hopping down from the ottoman in excitement, Natalie knelt before the half-ring of studs, fondling pairs of soon to emptied balls as she enticed them towards eruption.
"Cum for me, boys!" Natalie purred, the longing for their loads evident in her voice. "Drench me! Cover me with your fucking cum!"
Josh and Chris went off first, blasting equally thick wads that splattered across each cheek, drenching them a murky white and streaking her already messy nut-brown locks. Tugging at his prick as he positioned himself behind, Eric was next to unleash. Dumping an impossibly thick, slimy and copious load on top of her head, his gooey spunk clung to her hair in great globs that wobbled on her sweaty scalp like jello on a plate.
Four down, one to go. Face and head already thoroughly streaked in semen, Natalie stared forward at the final fat prick, throbbing and winking and spasming before her. A ticking time bomb, just itching to detonate.
"You want this nut, bitch?" asked Devontae, hand roaming up and down his schlong at a mile a minute.
"YES! Come on, baby!" she cooed, rolling Devontae's huge black hangers around in her soft palm. "Empty these balls for me! Soak me with your splooge!"
No further encouragement was needed, and Devontae beat his thick, dark meat at a frankly alarming rate. Natalie lapped at his head, licking up drops of appetizing jou, before the delicious main course hit her with uncontrolled force. A little unprepared for such a potent blast, the actress flinched as a fourth load, quite possibly the gloopiest, gooiest and most powerful of the bunch, struck her full in the face, glazing her like a Christmas ham. Cum splattered across her mouth, nose and eyes in equal measure, the burning seed nearly scolding her glowing skin.
"MMM! YES! That's it!" Natalie exclaimed, gazing up at the men with a look of unbridled joy and unclouded serenity. Or at least they thought that's what it was. She had so much cum on her face that expressions were a little hard to discern. "That's what I fucking wanted!"
As the men stepped away and searched for their discarded jeans, a loud buzz hummed against the warehouse floor, rising above the rustling of denim and clinking of belt buckles.
"I think you've got a text, Miss Portman," said Josh, gathering her phone from the spilled contents of her clutch bag and presenting it to the actress.
"Thank you," she replied, taking it in her still quivering hands and wiping the cum from her eyes so she could see the screen.
She did indeed have a new message. From her agent, no less. Sucking up the cum from her manicured finger, she swiped at the screen and opened it up.
Hey, Nat. You should be finishing up right about now, hmm? Hope it was everything you wanted it to be. Now you can return to the Yukon with your wildest dreams and most obscene fantasies fulfilled. And, remember, there's another one for you if you win that Oscar.

Hmm, she thought, locking her phone and setting it down on the warehouse floor, cum still slopping down her face and warming her silky skin, now there's an incentive.
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*
As the clock struck midnight on the 22nd of September, 2020, men across the country tuned into brand new adult streaming service HuluX in their millions as its very first offering of original programming, a special adult edition of cooking show Taste the Nation with Padma Lakshmi, went live. The service had been available for download and subscription for the past week and those who had dug deep into their pockets to pay its extortionate monthly fees were treated to a close up shot of the titular host as she stood centre stage in a brightly lit studio.
"Hi," she said as she addressed the camera. "Welcome to a special episode of Taste the Nation."
The camera cut to a long shot, revealing a number of males of wildly differing appearance lined up behind her. Her buxom frame had been stuffed into an elegant, though distinctly form-fitting white designer dress. Shiny locks of jet black hair hang gracefully over her bare shoulders, her beautiful face coated, dabbed, powdered and otherwise adorned with a host of expensive cosmetics.
"Now, the eagle-eyed amongst you will have already noticed that the set up for this episode is a little different from the regular series, and for that there is a very simple reason. This episode of Taste the Nation will be very different to any you've seen before, and in today's show I'll be getting a rather more...shall we say, intimate taste for all the wonderful things this great nation has to offer.
"Lined up behind me are representatives of all fifty states," the camera took a pan of the row of men stretching across the rear of the stage, "each one armed with a mightily large penis that I simply cannot wait to get a sample of. That's right, guys. Over the course of the next two and a half hours, I'll be tasting the cocks, cum, and God only knows what else, of every man on this stage, and I for one could not be more excited."
The director cut to close ups of some of the men, the wily grins stretching across their faces suggesting that they were every bit as eager to get started as the host.
"OK, let's get on with the show. Now, fifty men is a little too many for even an experienced cocksucker like me to handle. At once, anyway. So I've divided these guys into four groups."
One of the cameramen followed Padma across the stage to where a large map of the United States was pinned against the wall.
"Northwest, Southwest, Southeast and Northeast," she continued, pointing to each area with the tip of a yardstick. "Now, of course, there are two states that don't fit into these categories, the freak states as they're sometimes known, so I thought I'd go ahead and take care of them first. These men have flown all the way from Anchorage and Honolulu to be here today, so welcome to Taste the Nation, Alaska and Hawaii."
In lieu of a studio audience, Padma was forced to applaud the two men herself as they stepped out from the line and made their way to the front of the stage. Hawaii was a bald, bronze-skinned man of an almost impossibly large build. Looking like he was dressed for a luau, his ultra-chiselled form had been squeezed into a Hawaiian shirt and board shorts, beach sandals smacking against the floor as he crossed the stage. Alaska's representative was a half-Inuit man of a similar complexion, whose own light brown skin looked to be relishing a rare emergence from under the fur of his parka. The Los Angeles climate was far too warm for his usual get up, but feeling naked in less than two layers, the Anchorage native was wrapped up in a Nordic-style woollen sweater and a pair of black jeans.
"Hi, guys," she said, beaming a gorgeous smile at them as they approached. "Great to have you here. Now, you guys both love getting blowjobs. Isn't that right?"
The camera cut to both men as they nodded enthusiastically.
"What's it like up in Alaska?" asked Padma. "Do you get a lot of head up there?"
"Well, there isn't a lot to do up there, and when the options are that or ice fishing, most women leap at the chance! And let me tell you, nothing warms you up better than a hot, wet mouth around your rod."
"OK, and how about you?" Padma added, turning to face Hawaii. "You must fill up a lot of mouths out there in the Pacific."
"Oh, yeah! I work at a luxury resort and you wouldn't believe the effect the sun and sea have on the visitors from the mainland. As soon as they touch down on the island, they're practically itching to get a taste of the local delicacies. And when they see this stuffed into a pair of speedos," he declared, gesturing down to the massive bulge practically spilling from his shorts, "it's usually the first thing they order!"
"I'm sure it is," Padma replied, looking like she was pretty keen to get a taste of it herself. "OK, let's get to it, shall we?"
Not wanting to go another single second without a penis in her mouth, Padma lowered to a squat between the two men, stroking the decent-sized lumps swelling in their groins.
"Right, let's see what we're working with here."
She turned towards Hawaii and tugged down his board shorts, his flaccid, though immensely lengthy cock uncoiling and flopping down almost to his knees.
"Aloha!" she exclaimed, her voice carrying an excited purr as she gazed at the trunk of meat swinging between his thighs.
Without a single other word to either her studio guests or the audience at home, Padma gripped Hawaii's heavy, drooping cock, gaped her lips apart and fed it inside. Wrapping her lips around the swollen, bronzed bellend, Padma bobbed and dipped at Hawaii's groin, stroking his girthy shaft and feeling it grow in her hands. Inch by inch, his rod disappeared, growing fuller and harder by the second until his surging arousal was throbbing against her tongue.
Drooling eagerly over every stretch that came her way, Padma left a sticky mess of saliva in her wake as she swallowed his shaft. Nearing the base in a matter of moments, Padma clasped his meaty thighs, lips puckering at his groin as she took him to the hilt. Cussing loudly in his native tongue, Hawaii looked down with gaping eyes as the Indian goddess guzzled his meaty pole, expelling its length in a spray of spit.
"Wow!" she exclaimed, desperately gasping for air. "That's quite a mouthful." She turned towards Alaska, looking up at him with her seductive hazelnut eyes. "What have you got for me, huh?"
Licking her lips at the sight of his bulge, Padma hurriedly unbuckled his belt, whipping down his jeans and undies in a single motion. Now utterly rigid, Alaska's spear vaulted from his pants like a jack-in-the-box, his bulbous brown head nearly smacking the TV MILF in the face as it popped free.
"Damn!" she gushed, clutching the prick at the root and inspecting its girth. "The cold weather certainly didn't shrink this one up, huh, guys?"
Placing her hands on Alaska's thighs, Padma took the crown into her mouth, lips roaming along the shaft as she bobbed her pretty head. Sucking hungrily at his turgid pole, Padma doused Alaska's shaft in a coat of spittle, thick drops dripping from the underside and trickling down her chin as she blew him. Spans of veiny meat quickly came and went, fingers digging into his thighs as her pouty red lips inched towards the hilt.
One final plunge and the whole thing had gone, his bulging head gliding past her tonsils and into her gullet. Holding it inside for as long as she could, Padma pushed against Alaska's thighs, expelling his rod from the depths of her throat. Spit rained from the shaft and her lips in equal measure, soaking into her dress and practically baring her breasts through the silky fabric.
"Ooh, wow!" she purred, gripping both poles and giving them a stroke. "These are some big cocks you have here, guys."
Both dripping wangs pointing at her face, Padma gripped them at the root, taking Hawaii into her mouth and sucking him deep before swiftly retracting and switching to Alaska. Padma's glossy, dark hair swished across her shoulder blades as she switched from one large cock to the next, releasing each one with a loud *POP* as she swallowed up the other. Both of the light brown dongs leaking profusely, twin rivers of precum trickled across her tongue, merging as one and flowing into her throat.
Keeping Hawaii between her lips, she reached up and stroked Alaska, his spit-slathered pole twitching in her mits as she jerked it off. Swollen head throbbing against her tongue, Hawaii placed a hand at the back of her head. Gently guiding her along his twitching pole, that fat, monstrous girth vanished between her lips. In a matter of moments, she'd choked it down once more, drops of his sticky jou dripping down into her tummy as its meaty thickness stretched her throat to its limits.
Ejecting Hawaii in a further sluice of spit, Padma turned back to Alaska, gleefully sucking down his own lengthy rod with equal aplomb. Lips roamed along his shaft, leaving behind thick trails of slippery, wet saliva as they honed in on the base. Hands moved to Hawaii and furiously beat his meat, twin brown cocks throbbing in her mouth and paws alike as she sucked and stroked both poles to the point of near eruption.
Releasing Alaska one final time, Padma looked up at both men. Saliva smeared around her mouth and lipstick smudged along with it, she cupped their balls and fondled them lovingly.
"Ready to cum for me, boys?" she asked, bookending her enquiry with a thirsty lap at each drooling tip.
"Uh huh," the guys groaned in unison, both cocks trained on Padma's gaping maw as they pulled themselves off.
Roaring at the tops of their lungs, both men erupted. Equally copious wads of gooey, thick cream blasted from their tips and pooled in her open mouth, nearly filling it to the brim as it churned away inside. Closing her lips, Padma's mouth bulged with the sheer volume of spunk sloshing about within. Without even the slightest hint of a flinch, Padma swallowed, gulping down the strong-tasting splooge in a single hit.
"Mmm, yummy," she purred, licking her grinning lips. "Thank you, boys."
She grasped both poles once more, sucking out the last few drops of cum before sending the pair on their way.
"Two down, forty-eight to go," she declared, smirking into the camera lens. She rose to her feet and returned to the map on the wall. "OK, now onto the mainland. We're going to start with the top left," she said, circling the area with her yardstick. "Where are my Northwesterners?"
Seven men stepped forward.
"Ah, there you are. Line up, gentlemen."
The men formed a line across the stage. All were white, except South Dakota, who was Native American.
"Pants down."
To a man, the line dropped trou, their six white, and one red cocks shooting out in perfect unison.
"Ooh, nice!" said Padma, raising her eyebrows to the camera. She squatted before the first man in line, looking up at him as she gripped his pole. "I'll start with you. Let me guess. Washington?"
"Yes, ma'am," Washington replied. A tall, skinny relic of the grunge era, he looked like he hadn't cut his hair or changed his clothes since the early 90's. His jeans and flannel shirt were heavily ripped, his black Converse All-Stars a loose stitch away from falling apart at the seams.
Padma parted her lips and steered his dong between them, swallowing a hearty portion of this long, thick trunk right off the bat. And once it was in, she didn't look back. She gripped Washington's hips, digging her neatly manicured nails into his flesh as she worked her pouty lips along his junk. Gazing up at him with her deep brown eyes, Padma lovingly worshipped every inch of that vanilla rod, guzzling noisily at the shaft and drenching it in spittle as she went.
Reaching between his spindly legs, Padma caressed his balls, rolling them around in her palm as her lips drew nearer to the base. Sucking up the last few inches, Padma's lips pressed against his groin, those big, swollen balls squished up against her neck as she throated his massive stock. Slurping greedily and sucking hard, Padma's mouth formed a vacuum around Washington's long flesh monument, from which no molecule could possibly escape. Swollen head buried deep in her esophagus, Washington's prick throbbed and spasmed in Padma's mouth as she sucked mercilessly at his girthy shaft. Balls churning in her claw-like grip, Washington let loose, nutting copiously down the tunnel of her throat.
"UHHH!!!" he bellowed, looking to the heavens as he started to spurt.
Hands gripping the back of her head, Washington pinned her face to his crotch, keeping her in place as he voided himself inside her. Padma sucked at his rod as he continued to spew, his underside pumping against her tongue as ounce after ounce of burning hot splooge was siphoned from his sack. Firm grip loosening at the back of her head, Padma retracted that lengthy fuckstick from her chest, swallowing down the last few drops of spunk as they dripped into her mouth.
"Phew!" she said, panting heavily as her airways were finally cleared. "You really needed to blow, huh?"
"Uh huh," Washington groaned, still quivering from the force of his eruption.
"I hope everyone cums as much as you," she declared, giving him a cheeky wink as she moved onto the next man.
Next in line was South Dakota, and Padma squatted at his feet, looking up at him as she took his cock in her hands.
"What about you?" she asked, cupping his swinging red hangers in her soft, lotioned hand. "You got something in here for me?"
"Yes, ma'am."
Padma angled his cock upwards and dipped down to get at his balls, his tall skin toten pole rested against her face as she sucked on one of his nuts. Slurping at it insatiably and coating in spittle, she quickly switched to the other, that fat Native cock throbbing against her nose and between her eyes as she gobbled at his balls. Both orbs now thoroughly drenched, Padma licked slowly, teasingly along the underside of his shaft, her skilled tongue trailing over every throbbing vein and pulsing capillary as she journeyed to the peak.
Tonguing at his tip and lapping up the precum, Padma fed his bulging, round head into her maw, tickling his underside with her tongue as she guided it in. But, while his Cascadian counterpart had been more than happy for her to take the reigns, the Native Midwesterner was having none of that. He gripped two handfuls of her shiny black hair and bucked his muscled hips. Holding her head firmly in place, her throat squelched as he pumped into her mouth.
* UK! * GURK! * URK! * GAK! *
Padma placed her hands behind her back, leaving herself entirely at his mercy, staring up at the Native stud with sharp, unblinking eye contact as he bucked into her face. Those now thoroughly spit-soaked nuts swung back and forth, smacking against her throat like spunk-filled wrecking balls. Ten and plus inches of thick, vein encrusted prong mined into her oral cavity. His leaking red bellend glided past her tonsils like they weren't even there, that long red pole sinking into the furthest reaches of her throat with each unwavering plunge.
Saliva rained from the shaft each time he pulled back, a thick, sloppy mess dripping from her chin and forming puddles on the studio floor. Tears trickled from her eyes, leaving long, twin rivers of mascara that trailed down her cheeks. Balls brewing each time they clapped her gullet, South Dakota's eruption was close at hand. Pulling out of her drooling mouth, he stroked his spit-slicked cock at a ferocious speed.
"Open," he said simply, prick pulsing in his hand as he beat himself off.
Pointing his winking tip at her slick, red tongue, he emitted a deep, deafening roar and blasted all over it. Waiting until each drop had finally been spewed, Padma closed her lips and swallowed his load.
Carrying on down the line, the gorgeous host knelt before representatives of one Northwesterly state after another, sucking each one dry and collecting his seed in the pit of her belly. Able to switch seamlessly between dominance and submissiveness at the drop of a hat, Padma alternated between attacking their rods with a viscous intent and offering up her mouth as a slippery, wet socket to pound incessantly and blow their loads inside.
Finally, and with no fewer than eight gloopy wads swimming about in her tummy, Padma knelt before the last man in line, desperately in need of a ninth. Representing the state of Oregon was a thirty-something bearded hipster from Portland, wearing faded black skinny jeans and a grey and white flannel. Padma tuggled down his pants and his dick sprung free; that thick rod jutting from his groin like one of the felled trees his home state was so well-known for.
It was the biggest cock of the bunch- twelve inches at least. Maybe longer. But Padma wasn't deterred by its phenomenal size. Quite the opposite, in fact, and as she gripped the pole at its girthy root, she crammed it into her mouth with considerable aplomb. Tongue lapping at his underbelly, she greedily fed it inside, stretches of vein-coiled flesh vanishing between her lips as she guided it in.
Looking up at him as she worked his rod, Padma stared a hole through his bearded frame, the longing for his meat burning in her nut-brown eyes. Inch after inch was sucked up inside her, the Asian beauty giving each span a hearty soaking as she fed it between her lips. Yet another swollen crown prodded the back of her throat, globs of prespunk dripping down into her already very full tummy as it slid down her esophagus. Padma coughed and gagged but didn't expel, the Asian host force feeding herself that thick, long staff like it was her last meal.
Edging ever nearer to the plume of his bush, Padma stared defiantly at those last few remaining inches, determined to fit them in her mouth with the others if it was the last thing she did. Reaching around behind him, she clasped his ass with her sharp, clawing fingers, using his backside for leverage as she pulled herself in on his pole. Another inch vanished. Then another. Then another; her well-kept nails nearly breaking the skin of his buns as she sucked up that schlong. Mouth spluttering and chest heaving, that final stubborn inch wormed its way inside, feeling the sticky embrace of the host's drooling mouth as her full set of lips smooched his hairy groin.
"Oh, fuck!" he bellowed, eyes practically shooting from their sockets as the Indian beauty ate his fuckstick whole.
Grinning around the cock as it throbbed between her lips, the hairy hipster's unbelieving swears music were music to her ears as she swallowed his turgid length. But she wasn't done yet and as Oregon's big, heavy balls smooshed against her chin, Padma poked her tongue out from beneath his pulsing underbelly and lapped at his swollen sac, drawing a chorus of rousing murmurs from the rest of the line. Delighting in the impressed coos, Padma gobbled ravenously at his thick, pulsing tube, eager to add another load to the already potent mixture swashing about in her stomach.
She sucked hard and didn't stop until every drop in those fat, bulging balls had been successfully drained. Volley after volley of fiery hot jism spurted down her gullet, joining the eight others now bubbling away in her belly. Retracting his schlong in a slushy wave, the studio floor was now something of a slip hazard as ropes of spittle gathered in large pools across the stage.
"And that's nine," she declared, grinning triumphantly as she wrenched his prick from the depths of her gullet. "OK, thanks, boys."
The guys tugged up their pants and returned to the rear of the stage.
"Wow! Nine guys already!" Padma exclaimed, looking into the camera lens as she rose to her feet. "Doesn't time fly? But don't worry. I still have plenty of the country still to cover and lots of dicks left to suck. Speaking of which, let's move on, shall we?"



She returned to the map on the wall, wielding her trusty yardstick once more as she addressed the nearest camera.
"OK, so we've been to the Northwest. Now we're gonna head south. As you can see, there are a few more states down there, so I'm really gonna have my hands full. Literally. And with more guys for me to take care of, things are gonna be moving a lot quicker. So make sure you keep up," she said, looking directly into the camera lens.
The cameraman wasn't sure if she was talking to him or to the guys jerking off at home. Most likely, it was both. Padma returned to centre stage, looking back at the row of studs and beckoning them with her hands.
"OK, Southwesterners, come get me."
Like sprinters at the starting pistol, the ten men practically hurtled from the blocks, racing across the stage and surrounding the Asian MILF in the blink of an eye. As well as outnumbering their Northern counterparts, the Southwestern studs were also a great deal more diverse; the deeply varied group boasting nigh on every skin tone and ethnic background imaginable among their many ranks.
Oklahoma was Native American. California was a Chinese-American from San Francisco. Both New Mexico and Texas were Hispanic- the former a shaven-headed, heavily tattooed gangster from Albuquerque; the latter a mustachioed, slick-backed Mexican from San Antonio, who didn't speak a word of English.
"I think this dress has been on long enough now, boys, don't you?" asked Padma, tugging at the fabric of her designer gown.
The guys obviously agreed as in a matter of moments the expensive garment had practically been torn from her frame and tossed aside like a piece of trash. Hands of varying shade roamed excitedly across her voluptuous body, pawing at her large breasts and squeezing her juicy ass. And Padma was quick to reciprocate, finding two huge crotchal bulges and giving them an excited stroke. Quivering at the size throbbing in their pants, Padma dropped to her knees, aching for a closer look.
"Mmm, come on, boys. Show me those cocks!"
Belts were unbuckled in lightning quick speed, pants dropped and kicked aside. Soon cocks were ringing her from every angle. An army of thick, veiny poles; stiff as a board, pointing at her face like arrows. Arizona's long vanilla rod hung invitingly before her. She gaped her lips apart and steered it inside, taking him to the root right from the off. Quickly locating two others, she gripped them firmly and started to tug, syncing her strokes flawlessly with the long, deep pulls of her lips.
Tube pulsing in the depths of her maw, Arizona gave an appreciative moan, delighting in the airtight suction the orifice provided. Releasing his prong with a pucker of her lips, Padma turned to New Mexico, leaving behind thick strings of spittle as she took a quick breath and guided him in. Choking him down without a moment's hesitation, he too felt the soft embrace of her pillowy red lips pressing against his groin as she took him down her throat.
Continuing around the circle, Padma swallowed up each man in turn, giving him a sample of her talents, before moving onto the next. The proud owner of a seemingly endless oral repertoire, each and every suckjob she performed was as different and varied as the men she rewarded them to. Some she sucked slowly, affectionately; wetting their shafts and stroking them tenderly. Others she choked down with malicious intent, tonguing at ballsacks or squishing them against her throat. While for more still, she simply knelt in front of, jerking hands otherwise occupied as she parted her lips and presented her mouth for fucking.
Soon, strands of saliva were stretching in every direction, connecting her full set of lips to thick, girthy cocks and big, swelling balls alike. Those not enjoying the hot, wet feel of her mouth or the perfectly timed strokes of her dexterous hands tugged themselves off as they awaited their turn. Though after a while, their patience started to wear thin. Before long it was something of a free for all, and soon hands were gripping the back of her head and turning it in all manner of different directions. Her lips were guided from one slab of meat to another; antsy Southwesterners interrupting a plethora of blowjobs mid-suck as they pulled her towards them and filled her face anew.
Having gone a full five minutes without his cock in her mouth or a hand on his balls, Nevada was growing particularly impatient. Unwilling to wait even a second longer, he gripped a fistful of the host's shiny black hair and gave it a tug. Expelling Oklahoma in a sluice of spit, Padma yelped as her head was pulled back, leaving her sultry brown eyes staring up at the ceiling above. But the Indian beauty didn't object to this rough display of vicious manhandling. In fact, she actively enjoyed it and happily stayed in that position for as long as her suitors would allow. Displaying a litheness and flexibility that looked beyond her advanced years, Padma limboed between Nevada's thighs, gaping her lips apart as he dipped his nuts inside.
"Yeah, suck those balls, baby," he groaned, stroking himself off as the Asian goddess guzzled his swelling scrotum.
She reached up blindly for a pair of cocks, pawing urgently at thin air until her hands were filled with meat. Veiny slabs slapped down onto her palms, her three primary pleasure givers were now very much occupied. However, for a woman of such a shapely build, there was always room for more. Leaning back as she was between Nevada's thighs, her ample bosom was thrust out before her, tits already slick from the showers of spittle raining down upon them since the start of the show.
Quick to seize upon them, California took hold of both tanks, burying his cock in the chasm between. Moulding the pliant brown flesh with his fingers, he wrapped her juggies around his shaft, sawing his dick betwixt and between. Jiggly flesh sheathing his sword to perfection, the Asian stud fucked her heaving chest, dribbling pink bellend soaring out from between her cans and prodding her in the throat with each pass.
Heavy balls now utterly drenched, Nevada retrieved them from Padma's maw, moist sack now dangling in her face as he replaced it with his cock. Squatting above her kneeling frame, Nevada thrust down into her upturned face, wet, sloppy balls slapping against her forehead as he plunged into her mouth. Sinking to the hilt, he held it there for as long as she could handle. Soggy balls squishing against her nose and restricting her breathing, the strong musk of sweaty skin tickled her nostrils. Placing a hand around her throat, Nevada could feel his dick throbbing away inside. Finally, he pulled out, a torrent of saliva pouring down onto her face as he retracted.
Similarly, California pried his cock from between her tits and another man replaced him, wrapping them around his pole and plowing away until his heart's content. And on and on it went. From here on out, Padma was taken mercilessly from all sides. Dicks pulsed and pounded in the grip of her hands. Countless dongs were slapped down between her boobs, the ceaseless throbbing of their shafts against her skin drenching her pussy until it was leaking over the studio floor. Cocks were sunk down into her mouth, a legion of multi-toned helmets tickling her tonsils and soaking her face as they withdrew. Scrotum after scrotum submerged between her lips, each heavy sack dangling so far down her throat that she could feel their balls churning against her tongue.
Finally, and with each man brewing a batch that could give a Texas Longhorn a run for its money, Padma's buxom body was evacuated one last time. The men gathered around her and pulled themselves off; a throng of twitching bellends poking at her face as they stroked themselves towards completion.
"Mmm, have you got lots of cum for me, boys?" she asked, gazing up at them with her beautiful brown eyes, cupping various pairs of the large, stewing gonads as they swung between their thighs.
Some offered grunted words of affirmation. Others simply carried on jerking, happy to let their impending eruptions do the talking.
"Come on," she demanded. "Give it to me. I want it all in my mouth," she declared, parting her lips as wide as they would go and pointing helpfully towards her gaping orifice.
One by one, they started to cum. Colorado was first to go off, resting his pounding pink bellend against her lower lip and jetting a fiery burst that shot from his slit like water from a hose. Next came Texas, hollering in Spanish as he doused her tongue with a second helping. Third was Nebraska and as he added his wad to the already deep pool of murky mixture swimming about in her mouth, thick drops of cum spilled out from between her lips and trickled down her spit soaked cheeks.
Gargling with the semen gathered in her maw, Padma closed her lips, gleefully swallowing all three loads. Eager not to waste a single drop, she scooped up the escaping seed, swiftly returning it to its rightful place. Gulping those down too, and feeling the semen shandy merging with the rest deep down in her tummy, she parted her lips in wait of another. Two more spunky cocktails later and Padma had slugged down all ten loads, giving her a grand total of nineteen now simmering away in her gut.
"Hmm, did you enjoy that, guys?" she asked, running her tongue across her lips. "In case you haven't work it out by now, I fucking love sucking dick! But it's not just cocks I'll be getting a taste for today, as this next group of guys are about to find out."
The men rejoined the others at the back of the stage as Padma's naked frame sauntered back across to the map on the studio wall.
"OK, so we've taken care of the West. Now it's time to move cross-country." She slid her yardstick across the giant map. "The East. Southeast, to be specific. Let's see. How many Southeasterners do we have here today?"
A group of men stepped forward and Padma counted them.
"Ooh! Twelve!" she cooed excitedly. "Must be my lucky day. OK, guys. Line up for me, please."
The guys got in line, this second band of Southern studs hailing from possibly an even wider range of ethnic backgrounds than the one that had preceded it. Several were black; Georgia a two-bit thug from Atlanta, Louisiana an aspiring jazzman from New Orleans. Florida was a sunkissed Cuban from Miami. With his calf-high boots and ten gallon hat, Tennessee looked as though he'd quantum leaped to the studio from 1882. While Arkansas, Missouri and North Carolina were about as redneck as it got. Mullets, mesh hats, tank tops. The whole nine yards. Under different circumstances, this group of Southerners might not have seen eye to eye. But all twelve men were happy to set aside any differences they may have had for the good of the common goal- giving a gorgeous TV MILF a bellyful of batter.
"OK, boys," said Padma, strolling along before the row of studs. "Drop those pants."
Drawstrings untied and belts unbuckled, waistbands were quickly lowered, unleashing a dozen of the biggest dicks that side of the Mason-Dixon line. However, large as they may have been, those thick Southern dongs were almost ignored altogether as Padma circled around behind Georgia and squatted at his heels.
Placing her hands on his muscled black buttcheeks and prising them apart, Padma looked straight into the camera lens, winking naughtily as she addressed the audience.
"Yeah, that's right, guys," she said with a grin. "I like licking ass too."
And with that she dove in, tongue outstretched as she buried her face in his crack.
"Oh, shit!" Georgia exclaimed his voice carrying a deep ghetto twang as the Indian beauty immersed herself in his stripwaxed rear.
Suddenly, a young and rather nervous-looking PA approached her from the side of the stage. Walking gingerly to avoid slipping in the numerous puddles of spit lining the studio floor, he stopped beside the busy host.
"Ahem...Miss Lakshmi," he said, his soft, cracking voice drowned out by the loud guzzling of Georgia's butthole.
"Miss Lakshmi," he repeated, still to no avail.
Keeping his distance, and careful to avoid the stray drops of cum splattered across her skin, he stuck out a timid finger and poked her on the shoulder.
"Yes, what is it?" Padma snapped, prising her face from that jet-black rear and looking at him irately.
Georgia's asscheeks were still pried apart in her hands, his sphincter already slimy with saliva. Without saying a word, the PA handed her a very large wine glass that sparkled in the studio lights.
"Oh, yes," she said. "I almost forgot. Just 'cause I'm not sucking these guys' dicks today, doesn't mean they won't be shooting their loads, and hopefully when I'm done they'll have a nice treat waiting for me in the bottom of this glass. Here you are, honey," she added, handing the glass to Georgia. "Don't miss."
The PA made himself scarce as Padma stuck her face back in Georgia's ass, quickly picking up from where she left off. Holding the glass at waist height, Georgia pointed his tip at the rim, stroking his dick as she lapped at his anus. Spreading his buns a little wider, his asshole split open. Padma promptly jammed her tongue inside, bobbing her head and probing deep. Georgia's dick started to throb in his hand as he pulled himself off, his bulging, coal-black head twitching violently inside the rim of the glass.
Releasing her grip on one of his cheeks, Padma reached under and started fondling his balls, feeling the almighty wad of spunk brewing inside. Georgia had been on the verge of eruption since minute one of the expert rimjob and those silken paws clawing and squeezing at his gonads proved to be the final trigger. Wringing those plum-sized orbs like a wet sponge, Padma coaxed a thick wad of gloopy, off-white splooge that gushed from his tip, splashing against the side of the glass and collecting at the bottom.
Panting heavily as she finally emerged from between his buns, Georgia passed the glass onto North Carolina, his slimy issue now pooled neatly in the bottom of the bowl. As the long-haired hick took the glass and held it to his groin, Padma knelt behind him, clawing at his hairy white buttcheeks and spreading them wide. Clearly lacking a little in grooming etiquette, North Carolina's crack was as hairy as they come. So hairy, in fact, that Padma could scarcely see his sphincter through the dense brown forest sprouting from his crevice.
But the Asian host didn't complain and stuck her face in that overgrown keister all the same, wispy hairs tickling her face as she burrowed in deep. Fighting through the thick foliage, Padma eventually found his anus, sticking out her tongue and lapping at it voraciously. Sinking in further, Padma's wet tongue slithered its way into his rectum. Bobbing her head at a savage pace, she tonguefucked his untrimmed rear, sweaty ass hairs brushing against her cheeks each time she plunged inside.
"Yeah, lick that fuckin' ass, darlin'!" he groaned in his predictably white trash voice, Padma's skilled tongue sinking into his darkest recesses.
Clasping the glass at the stem, North Carolina stroked his Dixieland dong, keen to add a second ingredient to the soupy concoction rapidly pooling in the bottom of the bowl. One final jab of her slick red tongue and he did just that, the fluid level in the vessel rising dramatically as he fired a second gooey wad deep into the rounded bowl.
Padma continued down the line, squatting behind each man in turn and sticking her face in his ass. Mississippi. Kentucky. Florida. Alabama. Representatives of every Southern state experienced the wondrous delights of her tongue in his rectum, tip wagging about so deep that she could have checked their prostates. Some were white, some were black. Some hairy, some smooth. But regardless of the colour and whatever it looked like, Padma immersed herself in its dingy depths all the same.
Tossing more salad than the guests on her regularly scheduled programming, she accumulated load after load of bubbling jism in the oversized wine glass as it was passed from man to man. It only took six loads to fill the glass to the top, and with droplets of splooge almost spilling out over the rim, Padma put the vessel to her lips. Taking a small sip, she left a thick semen moustache across her upper lip as she savoured the salty taste.
"Mmm," she purred. "That's just delicious."
Wiping her mouth, Padma tipped her head back, pouring the contents of the glass straight down her throat.
"Ahhh!" she hissed as she savoured the refreshing mouthful, sticking out her tongue to show that it had gone.
Licking up the murky residue smeared across the edge of the glass, she gathered the seed on her tongue and swallowed that too. Returning the glass to guy number seven, Padma got straight back to work. Asses were spread, sphincters were licked and loads were blown. By the time she reached the end, the glass was almost filled to the brim once more. She knelt behind Louisiana, split his coal-dark butt cheeks and burrowed her way inside. Clearly a stranger to the ways of the waxing strip, the jazzman's wiry, Afro-like ass hair scratched against her face as she tunnelled in deep, sticking out her tongue and plunging it into his rectum.
But this time she didn't stop at just tonguing his asshole. Reaching a hand around his jet-black behind, she told hold of his long black cock, gripping it hard and giving it a stroke. Working her hand from tip to base as she continued to rim him, Padma proved to be every bit as accomplished a trombonist as the man himself. Tip pointed at the rim of the glass, Louisiana's prick pulsed in her soft brown mit; the tugjob/rimjob combo sending his loins aflutter. A few more strokes and his dick erupted, topping up her beverage with one final helping. Fetching the glass from her latest victim, Padma held it up to the camera, the sparkling vessel filled with the slimy sauce of six fat sets of balls.
"Bottoms up," she said with a smirk, raising the glass like she was giving a toast.
Putting it to her lips, she chugged down the gloopy mixture like a sorority girl at a kegger, feeling the heat of the soothing, warm seed slide down her throat and into her tummy with the others. Feeling a little full from the thirty plus loads splashing about in her stomach, Padma opened her lips and let out a cute, little ladylike belch.
"Whoops! Excuse me," she said, putting her fingers to her lips and blushing a little.
Returning her tongue to the rim of the glass, she lapped up the remaining spunk until it was sparkling clean.
"Well, I don't know about you guys, but I make that thirty-one. Thirty-one delicious loads swimming around in my tummy," she declared, rubbing her taut midsection. "I've always got room for more, but I think it's about time I took some on this face of mine. What do you think?"
Rising to her feet and crossing the stage, she returned to the map on the wall one final time.
"Now, we've clocked up a lot of road miles on today's show. We've been from Washington, down to California, through Texas and all the way over to Florida. But there's one part of the country we are still yet to explore. The Northeast. Yep, up there by the Great Lakes. A lot of states in that part of the world. Nineteen, to be exact. Which means a lot of cock for yours truly. OK, let's do this thing." She returned to centre stage and dropped to her knees. "Boys."
The nineteen remaining men stepped out from the row and marched across the stage. Surrounding the kneeling host, they formed a circle some three studs deep around her naked frame. Vastly outnumbering the first band of horny blowbangers, this final group was quite possibly the most diverse of the bunch.
Pennsylvania and Illinois were Asian, New York and Connecticut Latino. Indiana, Michigan, Ohio, Maryland and Delaware were black men from the inner cities. Minnesota was a devastatingly good-looking Norweigan with long blonde hair and a Viking beard, Wisconsin an equally blonde, though distinctly less good-looking German. New Jersey was an oily-haired Italian with skin like a ripe orange. Massachusetts was a fiery-haired Irishman, Maine a sauve, stubbly-faced Frenchman.



The men stepped forward and closed in tight, thick bulges pushed into her face from every conceivable angle. Belts were loosened and pants were lowered, their wild, fleshy beasts released from captivity. Padma scarcely had time to take in the sheer quantity of meat on display, before Maryland's strong black hand was gripping the back of her head and pulling her towards him.
Lips gaping wide, her mouth was steered to his dark, jutting groin, impossibly thick black cock thrust up inside and sealing her shut. Coughing and spluttering around his monstrous girth, Padma sucked him down, taking his tar-black rod straight to the balls. Wrists grabbed and pulled in different directions, her hands found two more pricks and jacked them furiously. Soon, cocks were jockeying and jostling for position all around her, each one vying for the attentions of her slick, wet mouth, or silky, soft hands.
Releasing the dick from the confines of her throat, Padma barely had a chance to breathe before her head was grasped and pulled towards another. Strands of black hair spilling through his fingers, Connecticut gathered them in his knuckles, holding her tight as he bucked his hips. Throwing himself into her with sharp, powerful strokes, his thick Latin dong bore mercilessly down her stretched out gullet, his huge, weighty balls thwacking against her neck. Hands reached out and grabbed hold of Minnesota and Iowa. They may have been from the flyover states, but Padma certainly wasn't ignoring their cocks. In fact, she was caressing each throbbing pipe with a deftness of touch that was second to none, fingers roaming from tip to base at optimum velocity.
Wrenching himself free, Connecticut turned her head to the right where another fat cock was ready and waiting. Though not content with merely wetting his dick, Massachusetts squished his balls against his veiny underside and sent those in too. Gaping her lips as wide as they'd go, his bright orange pubes tickled her upper lip as every inch of his oversized genitals were thrust up inside. Swollen head prodding at the back of her throat, her mouth bulged as those large, hairy balls were stuffed into her cheeks. Prising his junk from her drooling trap, slick drops of spittle trickled from his shaft and sack in equal measure, soaking his hand and dripping down onto the studio floor.
And so it continued. Before long, Padma had worked her way around the entire circle, giving each and every stud in attendance a taster of her oral abilities. Some were about her age, some ten years younger, some twenty, some thirty. But regardless of their age and whatever they looked like, she worshipped their cocks with the same brand of loving attention all the same. Shafts were swallowed, dicks were throated, balls gobbled and squeezed. She sucked, slurped, drooled, slobbered, drenched, slathered and sucked some more; vanishing dick after dick between her plump red lips with minimal fuss or effort. Countless hands gripped her head, using her jet black hair as a set of reigns as they pummeled her pretty mouth.
Head pulled back, Michigan pried his long black prick from between her lips, having just jackhammered it down into her throat for three glorious minutes. Moving in close, three other men flanked her from every side, wielding their cocks like truncheons and whacking them against her face.
"Mmm, yes! I fucking love that!" Padma squealed as a troop of bulging, round helmets rebounded off her face, leaving further spatters of saliva and precum across her already thoroughly smeared brown skin.
Keeping her in the same position, New Hampshire moved down to her heaving chest. Clutching her tits and sculpting the jiggling flesh with his hands, he laid his pipe in her caramel gorge. Swathing his shaft with her milky mounds, he sawed his cock between them like a master craftsman. Meanwhile, as Michigan stepped back from behind her, Indiana was quick to take his place. Cock in hand and stroking it vigorously, he dipped his weighty balls into her mouth. Heavy nuts stewing against her tongue, Padma guzzled at his bulging black scrotum, suckling at each of the cum-churning orbs like they'd been glazed in honey.
But it didn't end there, and soon cocks were assaulting every inch of her upper body. They were in her mouth, her hands, between her tits- anywhere they'd fit. More were prodding her cheeks, smacking against her shoulders and playing her head like a bongo drum. One man wrapped strands of hair around his shaft, leaving behind gooey globs of precum as he stroked his dick with her shiny black locks.
At some point, a large white ottoman had been wheeled out onto the stage. Where it had come from or who had brought it out, nobody wasn't quite sure, but they hoisted Padma aloft and carried her over to it all the same. Dropping her down on the leather furniture, the men formed a circle around it. Laying out on her front across the snow-white surface, Padma reached back and gripped her expensive heels. Parting her lips and sticking out her tongue, she presented each man with a sopping, wet duct to pass around and plug full of cock.
Wisconsin went first; the Aryan stud using her now thoroughly disheveled locks as a set of handlebars as he steered his cock inside and pummeled ferociously. * AK! * GURK! * UK! * UK! * UK! * came the sounds from her mouth as her throat was impaled, thick, gooey strands of spit leaking out and down onto the ottoman. Tears welled in her eyes, laying claim to the last of her mascara and dislodging her false lashes.
"Yeah, take it!" he growled, drilling his torso into her face and clapping her throat with his nuts. "Take this fucking cock!"
The viciousness and brutality of his rampant face fucking truly knew no bounds, and each relentless plunge sent his huge, pulsing crown tunneling down her esophagus and caused her chest to heave. But that was only the beginning, and as Wisconsin hammered away at her pretty red mouth, a line of studs stretched across the studio floor, each one ready to run a train on the Indian host that would transport her halfway around the country and back.
Wisconsin retracted and another man entered, packing her face and pounding away like a man possessed. West Virginia. Vermont. Delaware. Representatives of nigh on every state in the Northeast quarter took a turn in her mouth, crown after crown soaring into her darkest reaches as she was passed back and forth from one man to the next. Though some weren't content with merely fucking her throat, and before long body parts of every type and variety were getting thrust into her gorgeous face. Balls were stuffed between her lips, cocks slapped against her skin.
At one point, New Jersey backed up towards her, fisted a pawful of hair and almost yanked her head from her shoulders as he pulled her face into his crack. Gripping hard at her messy black locks, he slid her face up and down his stripwaxed crevice, and had it not been for the thorough cleanse he'd given himself before the show, the orange-skinned Italian would have been using her skin like a sheet of toilet paper. Swiping her nose through his crack like an AmEx card, the facial abuse continued until a string of impatient hollers signalled to him that his time was up. And as New Jersey departed, two others were quick to greet her, a pair of dripping pink bellends pointing at her face.
"Think you can fit two in there, baby?" one of them asked, grinning down at her maliciously as he gripped his twitching pole.
Without awaiting an answer, both men steered them forward, their cocks like a pair of missiles as they zeroed in on their target. Crossing at mid-shaft, the girthy twin dongs filled her mouth to capacity, cheeks bulging as the fat, swelling crowns were crammed into her face. Running her tongue over every stretch of shaft its somewhat restricted movement would allow, Padma let out a low, throaty groan as the pair of pricks throbbed in her drooling mouth.
And on and on it went. The wild mass blowbang had long since overran its intended duration, and still showed no sign of slowing down. Men pulled out and others went in, dicks coming and going until Padma had sucked and slurped, lapped and tongued her way around all five Great Lakes and halfway down the Atlantic seaboard. But it didn't stop there, and as the last man finished pounding her dribbling maw, she rolled over onto her back and the cycle continued.
Laying across the leather ottoman, Padma's head hung upside down over the edge, locks of glossy black hair trailing down to the studio floor. Cocks ringed her closely once more and the Indian beauty was quick to accommodate as many of the wagging spears as she could manage. Maine and Pennsylvania stood on either side and were promptly treated to a pair of handjobs. Ohio climbed aboard and buried his dick in her rack. New York squatted before, cock in hand as he drove forward, stuffing it into her kisser and plowing away like his life depended on it. Gripping her throat, he felt it bulge as his spicy Spanish sausage soared down her esophagus.
That was four; a valiant effort if ever there was one. But it still left fifteen men, gathering around her with little intention of merely awaiting their turn. Pricks were slapped against her arms and midriff, flinging globs of precum this way and that. The producer had given the guys strict instructions not to stick their dicks in the host's pussy. But he hadn't said anything about fingers. With this in mind, New Hampshire knelt between her splayed legs and rammed two digits up her cunt, fingering wildly until she sprayed like a firehose.
This idea had clearly gone over a storm with his Northeastern chums, and soon enough, nigh on every one of them had fingerfucked her squelching twat, not stopping until her sizzling girlspunk blasted across the studio floor. Two more stood on either side and held onto her legs, gripping her tight, less her writhing and thrashing disrupt the ceaseless pounding of her sloppy, wet sleeve.
And it worked like a charm. Indeed, the oral assault went uninterrupted and didn't let up for a single second. Cocks came out, others went in. Heads bore into the deepest parts of her gullet. Sweaty sacks squashed against her nose, dangled in her eyes and cannoned against her brow. Thick layers of slop dripped down her face and into her hair, taking what little remained of her makeup and dignity along with it. Balls were crammed in her mouth. Ass cheeks were perched on her face, her long, wet tongue sinking into one male rectum after another.
The oral train chugged along on an endless loop; the mass blowbang continuing for such a length of time that the producers and camera crew were starting to wonder if it would ever stop. The host clearly had a voracious appetite; one which looked like it may never be sated, no matter how many cocks she sucked, asses she licked or balls she fondled. Finally, and with every conceivable blowbang record well and truly smashed, each set of nuts was stewing with a burning wad that was just itching to be released.
Clambering down from the ottoman, Padma knelt on the stage floor, a gang of Northeastern studs surrounding her and stroking themselves senseless. New Jersey placed a hand at the back of her head, tugging at her mess of hair and roughly pulling her towards him.
"You want this, bitch?" he snarled through his thick guido accent, pumping his rod like a madman.
"Yes, I want it," Padma groaned. "Gimme that load! Drench my fucking face!"
No further encouragement was required. Whacking away like a horny teen, New Jersey's throbbing, ticking time bomb of a penis detonated in an explosive blast, semen spouting from the tip in great volleys that plastered her flawless features. And the first pole had scarcely ceased its boundless spewing before another was firing along with it; a long, slender yellow one, as Illinois stuck his mighty Asian cock in her face and doused her with a potent blast. Both sets of balls successfully emptied, the two men parted, making room for another. Black cock twitching in his big, strong hand, Michigan unleashed an endless stream of jism that splattered across Padma's face in a long, thick stripe, streaking her flesh from hairline to chin.
From here on out, they came thick and fast. Dicks erupted and ball sacks were drained. Maryland. Pennsylvania. Iowa. Connecticut. Rhode Island. Everyone of them stepped up to the plate, jacking it wildly and making a contribution to the collaborative expressionist painting quickly forming on her smooth brown skin. There was spunk everywhere- streaking across her lips, coating her cheeks and brow, and dripping from her nose and chin.
Thick wads were fired across her eyes, instantly glueing them shut. Now where the guys were aiming their goop was anyone's guess, and indeed, she'd been covered in so many loads by this stage that room for more was wearing a little thin. But not to worry- the men simply pointed their dicks at her tits or hair and left them there instead. Globs of cum collected on top of her head, wobbling about in thick, gooey clumps. Long lines of the stuff ran down the strands of her hair. While more still slopped out from the valley of her cleavage and ran down over her abdomen, her skin and stomach lining all that was stopping it from merging with the leagues of splooge sloshing around her gut.
Eighteen down and Padma was caked; soaked in splooge from the groin up. But there was one more still to spew. Indeed, Wisconsin had been yearning to void his balls all over her since the moment his pants had dropped and as he stepped up before her, pulling his prick at a mile a minute, Padma decided to give him a little reward for waiting so patiently. Wiping the spunk from her eyes, she stuck her middle finger between her cum-streaked lips and sucked it clean. Gazing up at him seductively, she reached around behind him, pressing her finger against his butthole and thrusting it up inside.
"Oh, FUCK!" he cried, knees nearly buckling from underneath him as her painted tip sunk into his rectum and jabbed at his prostate.
"Mmm, come on, baby," she cooed, licking her lips as she fingered his ass. "Give it to me. Gimme that fucking cum!"
Beating furiously, he let loose, hitting her full in the face with one final load of searing hot seed. The last but by no means the least, Wisconsin's blast was quite possibly the warmest, gooiest and most powerful of the lot; the almighty wad gushing from his tip like a burst water main. The thunderous gout plastered her already cum-drenched face, coating every stretch of skin yet to be doused and plenty more that had.
By the time he was done, every inch of smooth brown flesh had been painted a creamy white, the Indian host wearing a shawl of splooge that almost entirely covered her hair and face and stretched right down to her chest. Eyes sealed shut once more, Padma looked up in the direction she believed a camera to be, purring contentedly as fifty loads of semen, one for each year of her life, caked her gorgeous face and swam in the pit of her tummy.
"Well, that was fun, wasn't it, folks? I hope you guys enjoyed this special episode of Taste the Nation. I most certainly did. Join me next week when I'll be taking a break from tasting the nation to taste the entire world! I'll see you then." Winking one spunk-coated eye at the camera, Padma looked up at the throng of men still gathered around her. "OK, who's still hard?"
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I'm buzzing with excitement in the backseat of my mother's car as it speeds down the freeway, watching out the window as the outskirts of the city give way to the open countryside. Weekend visits to Nana's country home are an annual tradition amongst the women of my family, and having finally reached womanhood myself less than a month ago, my mother is bringing me along on this yearly getaway for the very first time.
Now, there are a lot of people to introduce in this story, so why don't I start with myself? My name is Elizabeth. Lizzie, really. Only my Nana calls me Elizabeth. I'm 18 years old, a senior in high school. I come from what one might term rich Aryan stock. Blonde hair and blue eyes. And from what is almost unanimously agreed to be a long line of fair-haired beauties. I'm quite shy and kinda bookish, so would never describe myself in such terms (unlike my sister, but we'll get to her later). But I've spent my entire teenage years hearing from my mother's friends about what a 'young beauty' I'm turning into. 'Just like [my] mom.'
Speaking of my mom, her name is Rachel. She's 41, and while I would never describe myself as a beauty, I have no such qualms when it comes to my mother. She truly is a stunningly beautiful woman. Always has been. I know 40 isn't exactly old these days, and there are actresses like Kate Hudson and Kristen Bell who look just as great at that age as they ever have. Well my mom is the same.
She had me at 23, so I can remember what she looked like since she was about 30 and, I've gotta say, she looks just as beautiful now as she did back then. Maybe moreso. She keeps herself in great shape and bares none of the telltale signs of a woman advancing in years. Luck, clean living, good genes; attribute it however you like, but my mom could easily pass for a woman of 30. Or younger even. In fact, I've overheard people mistaking her for my older sister!
Which brings me to my actual older sister. Katy. 20. Sophomore in college. Just as beautiful as my mom and, as I alluded to earlier, well aware of it too. She was the typical popular girl in high school. Mall rat cheerleader with a quarterback boyfriend. I guess I kinda grew up in my sister's shadow. At least in terms of stupid things like popularity. For things that actually matter, like academic performance, I have always been way out in front.
While Katy squeezed into a local college that you probably won't have even heard of, I will have my pick of the top schools in the country when I graduate in a few months time. Now, I know what you're thinking. Two sisters; one with the beauty, the other with the brains (though also the beauty, according to many). Sounds like a recipe for disaster, right? Well, the truth of the matter is, Katy and I have always got on pretty well. Sure, we bickered a little as kids. Who doesn't? But since I reached high school, we've been on pretty amicable terms.
Anyway, where were we? Oh, yes, the weekend getaway. So, I'd been pestering my mom and sister incessantly since we set off on our journey. Much like I had been for the past two years, ever since Katy was first invited on this annual retreat. I was dying to know what they got up to, and just what it was that prohibited me- a minor, as I was at the time- from accompanying them. But Katy had remained tight-lipped. Impressive really, considering that, in true popular girl fashion, she was one of the biggest gossips in school. My persistence was all to no avail, and Katy and my mom remained as quiet on the subject as ever. 'You'll see when we get there,' was all my mother had said.
We finally arrive at Nana's place around noon on Friday. As we pull into her spacious driveway, my Aunt and cousins are already unpacking. My mom and her sister had grown up in Minneapolis and remained there to this day. But when my grandmother divorced my grandfather about three years ago, she'd moved out to the countryside to start her life anew.
I thought it kinda odd at the time that my grandmother split from her husband at the age of 60, and to be honest, I still haven't figured out why. I still see my grandfather from time to time and he is a very nice man. I always remembered them getting on well enough, and while I'm no expert on the ins and outs of a long-term marriage, I kinda figured that once a couple had made it to the forty year mark (which my grandparents had) then they were pretty much set for life. But I guess not.
Anyway, so my mom's sister is two years older than her. Her name is Lori and she's very beautiful too. Maybe even more than my mom. I guess it's the same kind of dynamic as Katy and me. My mom was the smart one, Aunt Lori was the pretty one. Or rather, the prettier one. She has three daughters. Sam is the eldest. She's 21, a junior in college. I guess you'd say she's kind of the rebellious type. She dresses kinda punky and often dies her hair. Right now it's a kind of light blue. Looks pretty cool.
Her youngest are Lauren and Madison. They're twins. Identical twins. I forget which is which sometimes. They're 19 and are freshmen in college. They're both a bit like Katy and their mom. More blessed with an overabundance of looks than brains. But when you're one half of a drop dead gorgeous set of twins, does it really matter if you're not too bright? I mean, the world is literally their oyster. When you're an unspeakably beautiful young woman with another who looks just like you, you can pretty much do what you want in life. They're already part-time models with an agent that's trying to push them into Hollywood, despite what I think would be fair to call a somewhat limited set of acting skills. But looking as they do, I have no doubt they'll be world famous in a matter of months.
So, Mom parks up and we climb out of the car, greeting my aunt and cousins with a full round of hugs. I get the usual, 'my, how you've grown," from Aunt Lori as she squeezes my body against hers. Lori, like Katy, my mom and me, has very, very blonde hair. Golden, I guess you'd call it. She married a man of a darker complexion, meaning that the twins and Sam (when she isn't dying it some crazy colour) have more of a dirty blonde tone. And though our shades may differ, this meeting of the two families really is every blonde lover's dream come true.
We head for the front door and Nana is there to meet us. Another blonde. Her name is Cathy and she's 64. But you would never know from looking at her. Remember how I said my mom could pass for 30? Well my nana could pass for my mom's age! Before she moved to the suburbs, she used to come and pick me up from school sometimes, and some people thought she was my mom.
I remember a kid coming up to me on the school bus one morning and telling me how hot my mom was. I told him that she was my grandmother and he was like, 'wow! I've never beaten off to someone's nana before!' TMI, of course, but you see where I'm coming from. She's in great shape, has no wrinkles, no crow's feet, and her hair is as golden as mine. I guess she probably dyes it but, honestly, you'd never know.
"There's my girls!" she calls out as she opens the door, greeting us individually as we pile inside.
"Hey, Nana," I say, exchanging pecks on the cheek.
"Elizabeth! My, how you've grown!" There it is again. "Great to have you here, sweetie. Come on in."
Lunch is already prepared and we leave our bags in the hall while we sit down to eat. Mealtime conversation is pretty standard for a family that haven't seen each other in a while. 'Rachel, how's work?'. 'Have you picked a school yet, Elizabeth?'. 'Samantha, what hair colour will you think of next?!'.
After we've eaten, Nana shows us to our rooms. She only has four rooms (including her own), so some of us have to share. I'm put with the twins. Slight problem though, our room only has one bed. Oh well, I think nothing of it. It's quite a big bed and we're all pretty small. Should fit in it just fine. Nana leaves us to unpack and tells us the first activity is starting in an hour. I ask what this activity is, but of course she remains secretive. I consider asking the twins but figure there isn't much point. I know what the answer would be.
With our bags unpacked, we head downstairs and into the lounge. The others are already waiting, gathered around Nana's four piece suite.
"Ah, there you are, girls," says Nana. "Come on in and take a seat."
"Lizzie, come and sit here, honey," says Aunt Lori, patting the seat beside her.
I sit down next to my aunt as Nana addresses the room. "OK, now that we're all here, let's begin. Lauren, why don't you go first?"
"Nana," says Sam, "shouldn't Lizzie go first? Since she's the newbie and all."
"No, Samantha," Nana replies. She loves calling us by our full names. "I think Lauren should go first. Then Elizabeth will know what to do."
"Who's she going to do it with?" asks my mom. I still don't have the faintest clue what's going on and everyone knows it.
"Hmm." Nana thinks for a second and then answers. "How about Katy? Since you're two of the youngest. I want to know if you were paying attention last time."
"OK, Nana," Katy says.
This first 'activity' has been pretty weird so far, and only gets weirder as Katy and Lauren kneel down on the carpet in front of one another.
"OK, girls," Nana grins. "Whenever you're ready."
Katy and Lauren look into each other's eyes, giggling like a pair of schoolgirls. I can't quite believe what I'm seeing and an audible gasp escapes my full set of lips as they lean into one another and press theirs together. I'm utterly speechless, mouth hanging open and practically sucking up passing flies as I watch my sister and cousin...kissing each other. Actually, not kissing. Making out. Lips locked together. Tongues practically tangled in a knot.
I look around the room and see that everyone else is watching intently. My mom is licking her lips with what looks to me like burning desire. One of her hands is rested on Madison's thigh, inching slowly towards the hem of her short denim skirt. I feel Aunt Lori's arm drape softly across my shoulders, a manicured finger drawing circles on my skin.
"Very good, girls," says Nana, lips curled up in a grin. She looks across at Madison. "You two have been practicing, haven't you?"
"Yes, Nana. Just like you told us."
Lauren and Katy's hands start to run up each other's thighs, sliding beneath the hems of their light summer dresses. The kissing intensifies and I can detect light groans escaping their mouths as their lips smack together. They're clearly enjoying themselves.
"OK, Lauren, remember what I told you to do once you've made out for a bit?"
The girls break from their kiss.
"Yes, Nana," Lauren replies, moving down to Katy's neck and nuzzling in tight.
"Mmm," Katy purrs, tilting her head back and closing her eyes, face lit up as her cousin kisses her neck.
A hand reaches up and strokes Lauren's hair, while I notice one of Lauren's own cupping at my sister's breast. I can still scarcely comprehend quite what it is that I'm witnessing. My sister and my cousin engaging in...foreplay. And what's more my mom, aunt and nana are not only sitting around watching, but actively encouraging it! I feel like I'm in some weird dream and I'm gonna wake up at any second. Though if it is a dream, I'm ashamed to say that it's a wet one, and I can feel my vagina getting slicker by the second as Lauren kisses along my sister's collarbone and down to her chest.
"Yeah, that's it, Lauren," Aunt Lori encourages, hand now under the hem of my cami and trailing along the flesh of my back. "Move down to those perky titties."
Lauren does as her mom requests, stopping at my sister's chest and licking one of her nipples through the fabric of her dress.
"Ooh!" Nana exclaims, a naughty grin tickling her wrinkleless lips. "Your daughter is a tease, huh, Lori?"
"Tell me about it," Aunt Lori responds, her tone more than a little suggestive.
Finally, Lauren takes down the straps on Katy's dress and her breasts spill out. It will come as no surprise when I tell you that my sister has bigger boobs than me. A hefty D cup to my tiny, little B's. Lauren takes that full set of breasts in her hands and gropes them lovingly, kneading the flesh as she pushes them together.
I don't have a lot of experience with boys but the few times I've let a guy feel me up, they clearly didn't know what they were doing; their moves bumbling and unrefined. Well, this is nothing like that- Lauren looks like she's doing a great job. Katy is definitely enjoying it and those light, breathy coos passing through her puckered pink lips certainly aren't faked like mine were. Looking up at my sister as she dips down to her chest, Lauren cups one of those large titties and wraps her lips around the nipple, suckling like a famished babe.
Aunt Lori sits back further on the couch and throws a leg around my back so she's positioned directly behind me. Brushing my hair from my right shoulder, she plants kisses on my bare skin, goosebumps quickly forming.
"Do you like that, sweetie?" she asks, fingers trailing up and down my thighs. "Do you like watching your cousin sucking on your sister's titties?"
I'm ashamed to say that I do- a fact of which Aunt Lori is well aware. The heat radiating from between my legs is something of a giveaway.
"You're getting really turned on, aren't you, Lizzie?" she asks, whispering into my ear, a hand now rubbing lightly at the crotch of my panties. "Goddamn, you're burning up down there, babygirl."
I really am. My pussy is scolding hot as I watch Lauren suckling on Katy's breasts, lips gliding seamlessly from one erect nipple to the next.
I look across the room and see that Madison is now laying back against my mom, head turned as they kiss each other passionately. This really does get more surreal by the second.
"Hey!" my nana snaps as she notices their canoodling. "Did I tell you two you could kiss?!"
"Aww! But, mom..." my mother complains, sounding like Katy used to when telling her she had to be home by 11.
"No whining, Rachel. Put Madison down and watch the show. There'll be plenty of time for that later."
"Ugh! Fine."
Madison turns to watch her sister and cousin, grinning naughtily as my mom's hand moves slyly down her groin and rubs at her little pink panties.
By now, Lauren's breasts are out too and Katy is eagerly returning the favour; suckling away at her cousin's nipples just as greedily as she had her own. Inching down her skimpy summer dress, Lauren retakes the initiative and kisses down Katy's taut, little midriff, guiding her onto her back as she reaches her crotch.
Kisses continue across my tingling, bare flesh and Aunt Lori licks up across my neck and up to earlobe, holding me close and whispering tenderly. "You really like watching that, don't you, honey?"
I nod slowly, nuzzling my cheek against the side of her head.
"Then you're gonna love what comes next."
A hand slips discreetly beneath my panties as Katy pulls Lauren's dress past her ass and down her long, slender legs. Sliding her fingers under the waistband of her panties, the crotch sticks slightly to Katy's pussy as my cousin peels them down.
"Lauren," says Aunt Lori, making the 'gimme' motion with her hand.
"God, mom!" her daughter laughs. "You're such a freakin' perv!"
Lauren balls up Katy's undies and tosses them to her mother. Aunt Lori catches them and holds them to her nose, eyes clamped shut as she inhales my sister's scent.
"Mmm!" she purrs, opening them up and licking the wetness from the crotch.
"Lauren's right, mom," Sam grins. "You're a total freak!"
"Hush, you!" Aunt Lori retorts. "Wanna smell your sister's panties, sweetie?" she asks, holding them out before me.
I've gotta admit, I kinda do. I don't answer, but my silence, I fear, is speaking volumes.
"Here you are, honey," she says, handing me my sister's smalls. "Enjoy."
I take the panties and put them to my nose. Aunt Lori has licked away most of the moisture but I've gotta say, they still smell great. I close my eyes as I breathe in the scent, my sister's sweet aroma tickling my nostrils.
"See, Sam," says Aunt Lori, "guess I'm not the only freak after all."
"Guess not," her daughter replies, grinning profusely as I open my eyes.
I finally notice that everyone in the room is looking at me- expect Katy and Lauren- and I blush slightly as I lower the panties.
"She'll fit in well here, huh, ladies?" Nana declares and everyone else murmurs in agreement.
Everyone has been so engrossed in my exploits with my sister's panties, that Katy and Lauren's show on the living room has gone largely unnoticed. But not for long. Kissing teasingly along her inner thigh, Lauren finally nestles between her cousin's thighs. Looking up at her with her deep blue eyes, she shoots out her tongue and laps at my sister's bud.
"Ahhh!" Katy hisses as that tongue finds her spot; long, slow licks trailing across her sensitive clit.
A hand comes down and rests at the back of Lauren's head, fingers combing through her dark blonde locks. Katy's other hand paws at one of her breasts, lips agape and cooing softly as her cousin eats her pussy.
I've never seen two women do this before and didn't think I ever would. Certainly not two members of my family! I've tried watching pornos before when my mom went out, but I always chose videos with guys in. It didn't do a lot for me but I can't deny that this is pretty hot. I probably shouldn't admit this, but the fact that these girls are related, not only to each other but to me as well, only adds to the appeal.
And clearly I'm not the only one that's enjoying the show. My mom has Madison's hot little body held tighter than ever, a manicured hand rummaging diligently between her splayed out thighs. Aunt Lori is kissing my neck, teasing my pussy with a dexterous finger. Sam is clearly feeling a little left out and is nuzzling close to Nana. Nana isn't reciprocating, but is happy to let my cousin kiss across her shoulder blades and up to her neck.
Groans of pleasure are pouring from Katy's lips, the hand at the back of her head gripping a handful of Lauren's hair and holding her in place. Briefly halting her expert tonguework, Lauren slips two fingers between her lips, slicking them liberally with her sticky saliva. Quickly returning to her stiff pink clit, those greased up digits rub teasingly at Katy's slit, adding to the moisture before slipping inside.
"Wow!" my mom exclaims. "You girls really have been practicing, haven't you?"
This draws the attention of the remaining spectators and we all look across as my mother slips her fingers between Madison's lips.
"Mmhmm," Madison replies, moaning as she tastes her arousal.
Aunt Lori's fingertip has settled on my clit, running small circles around my pulsing flesh. Nana still isn't joining in, but she's allowed Sam to sit behind her, like her mom is with me, excited hands groping those still very perky breasts.
I'm no expert on fingering but if the noises coming from my sister's mouth are anything to go by, then Lauren is doing a stand up job. I've been fingered a handful of times and didn't react anything like how Katy is now. She's absolutely loving it and that usually gorgeous face of her's is contorted in all manner of unflattering ways as her 19-year-old cousin diddles her with delight.
"I think your sister's gonna cum," Aunt Lori whispers into my ear, nibbling softly at the lobe. "Do you want to see that, honey? Do you want to see your sister cum on my daughter's face?"
I do. I really freakin' do. And it appears that Katy is happy to oblige me. Before I know it, my elder sister is trapped in the throes of an incestuous orgasm. I'd never seen a real orgasm before. And certainly hadn't had one. I'd seen the fake ones in movies (porno and regular) and the one my sister was having right now looked nothing like those. I didn't know a lot about orgasms, but upon witnessing my first it was clear that even the most decorated actresses couldn't even come close to recreating the euphoria of a genuine passionate climax.



The look etched across my sister's face when pleasure takes her is one I have never seen before. One of clear, unbridled euphoria and pure, unadulterated lust, all rolled into one. The noises passing through her lips are ones that neither Amy Adams nor Cate Blanchett, with the aid of all the vocal coaches in all the land, could even dream of emulating.
Katy's orgasm seems to go on forever and as Aunt Lori's finger continues its ceaseless strumming of my throbbing, hard clit, I'm edging perilously close to one of my own. But before I can experience the same heavenly joys as my elder and vastly more fortunate sister, her orgasm finally ceases and Nana puts a swift and excruciating halt to proceedings.
"Wow! Well done, girls!" she says, positively beaming with pride. "A round of applause, please, ladies."
Nana starts clapping and Aunt Lori slips her hands from beneath my panties, leaving me teetering on the brink of climax as she joins in with the others. I'm brimming with exasperation and am one step away from gripping my aunt's wrist, stuffing her hand back down my panties and holding it there until I cum. But my frustration is short lived and promptly replaced by a cocktail of excitement and nerves as the group activity moves onto the next phase.
"OK, now it's Eizabeth's turn," Nana declares. "Let's see if she's been paying attention. Samantha, care to do the honours?"
"My pleasure," Sam grins. She pushes herself up from the sofa and strolls across the room. "You're up, Newbie," she says, offering me a hand.
I take it and she leads me to the centre of the room. Katy and Lauren return to the couches as we take up their spot on the floor. Katy snuggles next to Aunt Lori and Lauren next to Nana. Sam lays back across the carpet and spreads her legs.
"Come on, Newbie," she purrs, beckoning me with a black-tipped finger. "Come get your first pussy."
I crawl between Sam's splayed out thighs, and push up the hem of her short tartan mini. Her pussy is already moist with arousal, pasting her panties to her groin and forming a delicious looking camel toe. My fingers tremble slightly with nerves as I slide them under the waistband and tug them down, slipping them past her heeled black boots.
"Give them to Panty Sniffer, over there," she smirks, pointing at her mother.
I offer the panties to Aunt Lori, who snatches them and holds them to her nose, just like she did with Katy's. She's accumulating quite the little collection.
Sam puts her fingers to her pussy in an inverted V shape and splits open her labia, giving me a fantastic view of my very first snatch. Unlike Katy, who was shaven or waxed, my cousin has a bit of a bush, but I don't mind, and the only objections to Sam's batch of fuzz come from elsewhere in the room.
"Jesus, Sam!" says Aunt Lori. "I keep telling you to take care of that pussy!"
"Mom doesn't like bush," Madison declares, looking up at my mom.
"I know, honey," my mother replies. "Why do you think I got rid of mine?!"
The room laughs at this and I'm not sure that they're even watching as I lean in and bury my face in Sam's furry pussy.
"Oh, wow!" Sam coos, eyes bulging as I stick out my tongue and lap at her stiffened clit. "The newbie ain't shy!"
I'm certainly not, and my very first taste of vagina seems to ignite in me an animalistic desire I didn't know I possessed. I've never been all the way with a guy but I have given a few blowjobs, and honestly, I never really enjoyed it. But one lap of my cousin's slick little pussy and I'm pretty much hooked!
I love the taste of it; sweet like fruit, but sharp and tangy, each lick sending my taste buds ablaze. I love the heat steaming from between her folds, that warms my lips and chin. I love the moisture, smearing around my mouth and making a mess of my lipgloss. I love the soft, wispy hairs, tickling my nose as it submerges into her bush. I'm truly in seventh heaven and the forbidden taboo of incenstuous loving only heightens my hunger for twat!
Katy takes off her cropped Paramore t-shirt and bares her lovely breasts. C cups, I believe. I'm definitely the smallest here. She has a tattoo of that heavy metal fingers sign thingy below her left boob and one of her nipples is pierced, with a black bar going through it.
She fondles those juicy titties while I eat her out, giving me quite the show as I look up from between her legs. Fuck, this awesome! Why for the love of God haven't I eaten pussy before?! Katy definitely wasn't a virgin before coming to Nana's home and I doubt my cousin's were either, so they probably still like dick when they head off back to college. But me? I've never had sex with a guy and not sure I ever will. I've only had a couple of cocks in my mouth but my cousin's pussy is far better than any of them!
This weekend has changed my life already and I've only been here a couple of hours! God only knows what the rest of this trip has in store! I didn't have the first clue what to expect on the way here but it's better than I could've possibly imagined. The taste of cousin's pussy. The sight of those gorgeous tits rising and falling with each deep, heavy breath. The sounds of pleasure spilling from between her lips. The words of encouragement and praise chorusing from around the room. Those are my favourite part, and if the rivers of fluid gushing from Sam's piping snatch aren't testament enough to the fantastic job I'm doing, then the unbelieving murmurs of acclaim from those around me most certainly are.
"Wow! We've got a real natural here, ladies!" says my mom.
"Like mother, like daughter!" my nana replies.
"I'm not sure she's a newbie, after all," Aunt Lori declares.
This one I feel compelled to respond to. I don't want anyone thinking that I've done this before. I want them to know that I've taken to the pussy like a duck takes to water!
"Uh uh," I say, briefly emerging from between Sam's thighs. "It's my first time, Aunt Lori. But I don't think it'll be my last," I add, flashing her a cheeky wink.
A chorus of 'oooo''s goes up from my surrounding relatives and Aunt Lori fans herself playfully as I return to my rightful place. I glide my tongue slowly up Sam's wet, trickling slit, gathering her sweet, sweet nectar. Placing my hands on the insides of her thighs, I push those legs further apart as I gape my lips, enveloping her quivering mound. Nose almost lost in her thick blonde foliage, I look up at my cousin with wide, unblinking eyes, gazing deep into her pretty blue peepers as I swirl my tongue around her pulsing nub. Her juices are flowing more freely than ever and as my nimble tongue enricles that clit, I can feel her moisture dribbling down the chin.
Coming up briefly to refill my lungs, slip two fingers into my mouth, wetting them thoroughly. Returning my mouth to that oh-so sensitive clit, I press my digits against her slit and carefully guide them inside.
"Mmm," Sam groans as my fingers enter and the warmth of her innards sends shivers up my spine.
She's so friggin' wet that they slip in with ease, gliding down to the second knuckle with the slightest of pushes. My cousin is beyond tight and as I work my fingers steadily back and forth, her slick inner walls grip those probing digits like a Chinese finger trap. I suck on her clit as I guide them in deep, quickly locating what I assume must be her g-spot. I read once that the g-spot was a little rougher than the rest of the vagina, and the rise in volume of my cousin's moans and the further tightening of her already snug cooze would definitely suggest that I'm in the right place. Now that I've found her pleasure point, that's exactly where I aim for with each unwavering plunge, my skilled digits honing in on her spot like heat-seeking missiles.
A hand reaches down and grips the back of my head, holding me so tight that I couldn't escape if I wanted to. Which, honestly, suits me down to the ground. Emerging from between these thighs is the last thing I want to be doing. I'd lick this snatch all day and all night if I could.
"Oh, God! Yes, keep going, Lizzie," Sam coos, clawing a pawful of my golden hair. "You're going to make me cum."
Her words both excite and sadden me at the same time. On one hand, I'm positively thrilled at the thought of getting her off. But on the other, I'm disappointed that I will soon have to vacate my spot between her thighs. But, hey, this weekend has only just begun, right? There's a lot more fun to be had and a lot more pussy left to eat. Besides, I'm sure she'll leave me with a little parting gift as I take my leave. In fact, I think she's gonna do that right now.
I look up at her as I munch on her box, those gorgeous features lit up in delight, that sexy blue hair spilling about her face as I tongue her into ecstasy. One final plunge into the depths of her pussy and one last lap at that stiff pink clit, and I've pushed my cousin over the edge. Practically pinning my head to her crotch with both of those dainty little hands, Sam unleashes an almost ungodly sound as I tongue her to climax, rewarding me with a surging rush of fluids that soaks not only my fingers but my lips and chin as well.
"Oh, fuck!" she gasps, panting heavily as she descends from her peak. "Wow, Lizzie!"
Her hands loosen and I come up for air, grinning triumphantly as I surface from between her thighs. I also notice that I appear to have shaken my nickname. Clearly I'm a newbie no more, and the volumes of girlcum smeared around my mouth are clear evidence of that.
So great are my oral talents that my spectators have been rendered speechless and as I lick up the tasty residue left behind by my incestuous lover, I look around the room from one gawking face to the next.
"Well, that was...wow!" Nana finally says.
She stars clapping and everyone else joins in, and I blow kisses to the room at large as I bask in their applause.
"Looks like we've made quite the start to the weekend, huh, ladies?" Nana continues. "But I think we could all use a little shut eye now. We've got a long day ahead of us."
I help Sam up off the floor (she's still a bit too jelly-legged to manage it on her own) and we say our goodnights, retiring to our various rooms. The twins clasp a hand each and lead me to our quarters. Closing the door behind us, the pair of them are on me in a flash; kissing me, groping me and tearing off my clothes. This whole ordeal (if one could call it such) has left me kinda tired, and I've gotta say that Nana was right, I most certainly would benefit from a good few hours sleep. But as the twins lead me over to the king size bed, Lauren kissing me ravenously as her sister tugs down my panties and nestles between my thighs, I have a feeling that I won't be getting any.
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Written as a commission
Hailee Steinfled wandered nervously through the hallway of the dreary hospital ward, heart sinking a little further down her chest with every agonised whine or harsh, throaty cough she heard emanate from each passing room. Clutched in her hand was a Bumblebee action figure- a gift for the patient she'd come to visit.
At 18 years old, Hailee thought him a little old to be playing with toys. But maybe he was one of those collector dorks and was going to display it on the windowsill of his hospital room, alongside Thor and Luke Skywalker and whoever else nerds like him idolised. Either way, young John was a huge fan of her's, Hailee's agent had assured her, and his mother had written to him personally, requesting a meet and greet with her son's favourite actress as his one dying wish.
After all, it wouldn't be long before John would be drawing his last breath. Shuffling off this mortal coil, never to return. Cancer. Brain. Or at least that's where it had originated. By now the disease had spread to every part of the body it could reach. He was riddled with the stuff, and the little guy's condition had long since progressed to the 'making him comfortable' stage. It was only a matter of time.
It wasn't the first time Hailee's agent had been contacted with requests of this ilk, and usually he had to give his clients the hard sell. They could turn it into a photo op and have the whole world see what kind and generous people they were. It would be great for their careers. But with Hailee, none of that was necessary. He informed her of the mother's request and she agreed to it on the spot. It would be an honour, he believed were her exact words. It warmed the cockles of his heart. Why couldn't all his clients be like her?
Stopping outside John's poky, little room, Hailee poked her head around the doorframe, nearly bursting into tears as she caught sight of the frail looking young man practically strapped to the hospital bed under a heap of clean white linens. A light blue gown was draped over his skinny frame as he gazed vacantly at the TV screen flickering on the wall before him. His mother sat beside him, gently stroking his shiny bald head, and it was she who spotted the uncomfortable-looking starlet as she lingered in the open doorway.
"Oh, John! John!" she yelped excitedly. "You have a visitor. Come in, come in."
Hailee took a deep breath, steeling herself as she entered the room.
"Thank you for coming, Miss Steinfeld," the mother added, eyes welling up as a beaming smile formed on her son's face- the first since his diagnosis.
"It's my pleasure," the actress replied. "And, please, call me Hailee."
"Sure. Please, have a seat, Hailee."
"Thank you." She pulled up a chair and sat beside the bed. "There's my brave boy,'" she said, taking John's shaky hands and clutching them in her own. "How are you feeling?"
She shuddered a little with embarrassment. What a stupid question. He's got about three weeks to live, you dumb bitch. How do you think he's feeling?
"He's a lot better for seeing you, Hailee," his mother replied, answering for him. Something she'd gotten used to doing in the recent years. "He's a huge fan of yours. He's seen all your movies and he watches your music videos all the time, so the nurses tell me."
John blushed. That was undeniably true. In fact, one of said nurses had gotten quite the shock when she walked in on the young man pleasuring himself to one of Hailee's videos just a few days before.
"Well, that's great!" Haillee replied, sounding rather more chipper than she perhaps should have done, given her surroundings. "What's your favourite movie of mine, John?"
"Ermm...probably Bumblebee, Hailee," he said, his voice so soft and feeble that it tugged at Hailee's heartstrings like a puppetmaster.
"Bumblebee, huh? Well then, I've got just the thing for you," she declared, whipping the action figure out from behind her back and feeling her insides warm as his pale little face lit up like the Fourth of July.
"Oh, boy!" he exclaimed, tearing open the packaging as quickly as his weary arms could manage.
"What do you say, John?" his mother prompted, stroking his bald head once more as he gazed in awe at the plastic toy.
"Oh. Thanks, Hailee," he said, turning towards her, a rare smile stretched across his face.
"You're welcome, John. Anything for such a brave little guy."
"Oh, God, look at me," John's mother sniffled. "Weeping like a little girl. I better go and tidy myself up. I'm sure John doesn't want me in here cramping his style anyway."
Hailee giggled politely. "Why don't you head home for a bit, Mrs Greer? You like you could use a rest. I'll wait here with John until you get back."
"Oh, no, I couldn't ask you to do anything like that, Hailee," Mrs Greer objected. "I'm sure you've got lots of places to be. Busy young woman like you."
"I'd be happy to do it, Mrs Greer," Hailee replied, cradling the sick boy's hands. "Courageous young man like John here is welcome to as much of my time as he wants."
"Oh, Lord, don't tell him that!" Mrs Greer laughed. "He'll never let you leave! But since you're offering, Hailee, I think I might take you up on that. I could use a little shut eye. I've barely slept a wink in days."
"Take all the time you need. Me and John will have a great time together. Won't we, John?" she said, stroking his wilting paws.
"Yes, Hailee," he replied, lifting his knees slightly to hide the tent he was pitching under his bedsheets.
"OK. Bye, John," his mother said, kissing his forehead. She rose from her chair and headed for the door. "I'll be back in a couple of hours. Nice to meet you, Hailee. And thank you."
"You're welcome, Mrs Greer. Go get some rest."
And with that, John's mother was gone.

"And then there were two," Hailee grinned. "You know, I feel for you, John. I really do. Cooped up in this room, sitting here waiting to..." she chose her words carefully. "What's your dy...greatest wish? There must be something you want to do before...well, you know..."
"Well, there was something," John replied, blushing slightly as he spoke. "But I don't really want to say. It's kinda stupid."
"I'm sure that's not true. Come on, John. You can tell me."
"OK," he began meekly. "Well, the doctor's told my mom that I can leave the hospital to go to my school prom, and I was kinda hoping that I could find a date. My friends have been asking the girls but no-one will go with me."
Hailee gasped. "No-one will go to prom with a handsome boy like you? I find that hard to believe. Those girls just feel uncomfortable, John, that's all. But, don't worry. I'm sure you'd rather go with one of those cuties in your class, but if none of them come to their senses in time, I'll take you to your prom."
"Really, Hailee?" John gushed, replying with as much excitement as his withering body could produce.
Forget his school, there wasn't a single female on the planet he'd rather spend an evening with than Hailee Steinfeld. There were some hot girls at his school, sure, but compared to her they didn't just look like they'd been hit with the ugly stick, but beaten half to death with it.
"It would be my pleasure. When is it?"
"It's next week, Hailee."
"Next week?! Oh, wow! We've got lots to plan! I'm gonna have to book a limo. And get a new dress designed and make sure my stylist is free. Speaking of which, do you have a tux you can wear?"
"No, Hailee. My mom had to quit her job to look after me and all her savings have gone on my medical bills. I'll have to wear jeans and a t-shirt, I guess."
Unsurprisingly, John's outfit wasn't too high on his list of priorities. He'd happily have turned up to his senior prom in his underpants if he had Hailee Steinfeld on his arm.
"Nonsense!" Hailee scoffed. "I'll get you one. And if there's anything else you need, please don't hesitate to ask."
"Oh, Hailee, no. Really, you've done quite enough already."
"John, it's fine, really. I'm happy to do it. So, we better prepare you for when one of these lucky girls accepts your invitation. Have you ever had a girlfriend before, John?"
"Err...no," he replied, looking down at his lap, face glowing red as a prize tomato.
Hailee giggled. "That's OK, John. Nothing to be embarrassed about. Why don't I show you a few things you can do to impress your date?"
"OK, Hailee, sure."
"Great! So the first thing you're gonna want to do when you swing by to pick her up is tell her how beautiful she looks. Girls are a sucker for that sort of thing, trust me. Here, why don't you practice on me. I'm sure I'm not as pretty as those girls at your school, but just pretend, OK?"
"Erm...OK," said John. He gulped nervously. "Hi, Hailee. Wow! You look gorgeous tonight!"
"Very good, John!" Hailee exclaimed. "God, she'll be putty in your hands in no time." She quickly returned to character. "Thanks, John. You don't look too bad yourself. I love what you've done with your ha..." She stopped herself. "I love your bow tie."
"Oh, thanks," John replied, fixing his imaginary necktie. "A friend bought it for me."
Hailee felt a tear well in her eye and did her best to blink it dry.
"Oh, really? You must really mean a lot to this person if they bought you a gift like that."
"I hope so," John declared. "She certainly means a lot to me."
The waterworks were in full flow now and as John looked up at her with that sweet smile of his, Hailee had little choice but to let the tears tumble down her rosy cheeks.
"Oh, God, look at me," said Hailee, laughing through the tears. "I'm worse than your mom!"
John chuckled. "Oh, man. Trust me, no-one is worse than my mom. She's friggin' crying morning, noon and night. I mean, geez, you'd think it was her who was dying of cancer!"
Hailee wasn't sure whether to laugh, but then he did himself and she happily joined in. It was great to see that he hadn't lost his sense of humour.
"So," she said, continuing with her lesson, "if things go as well with your date as I think they will, she's going to want you to kiss her goodnight when you drop her home. Have you ever kissed a girl before, John?"
"No," he replied, blushing once more.
"OK, well it's pretty easy and I'm sure you'll be very good at it. Would you like to practice?"
John was bemused. "How?"
"How do you think?" Hailee giggled. "With me, silly."
John felt his heart skip a beat. Which, for someone as plagued with disease as he was, was more than a little concerning. "What, like...make out? Here?"
"Sure, why not? I mean, you can practice on the back of your hand if you like, but since I'm right here next to you I thought it might be fun if we tried it together."
"Err...OK, s-sure."
"Awesome! Just relax. You'll love it, trust me."
With that, she leant across the hospital bed, plump lips puckered as she pressed them against his. By now, the cancer patient's ailing body was shaking more violently than ever, his carefully concealed hardon raging incessantly beneath the fabric of his bed sheets. Kissing Hailee was even more heavenly an endeavour than he could possibly have imagined. No easy feat, considering he thought about locking lips with the brown-haired songstress nearly 24 hours a day.
Her lips were soft, moist and juicy, like the innards of a ripened strawberry. He never wanted the kiss to end, but when it did he got a mouth-watering taste of her sweet, fruity gloss as he rolled his tongue across his lip.
"Mmm! Very nice," Hailee purred. "You're a natural. OK, let's try it again and this time try and slip in a little tongue. Not too much. Just a little."
Hailee leaned in once more and returned her lips to his. This time, the tip of her tongue emerged subtly from between her pillows, sliding tenderly into his mouth. John reciprocated, following her lead meticulously, and returning the action with the same deftness and delicacy as his instructor.
Time seemed to stand still as their lips pressed together, tongues gently writhing together. John wasn't sure if a few hours had passed or a few seconds. Either way, kissing Hailee Steinfeld was the undisputed high point of his life so far. Given that he'd been diagnosed with cancer at age 15, it didn't have a lot to contend with, but John could die a happy man knowing that he'd now locked lips with the woman of his dreams.
"That was perfect," Hailee declared. It was music to John's ears. "You're a wonderful kisser, John. Now feel my breast a little."
John's eyes nearly popped out of his skull. Sharing spit with the world famous actress was one thing, but nothing could have prepared him for that. "Excuse me? Feel your...?" he replied, voice croaky.
"My breast, yes. In case it gets a little hot and heavy with this date of yours. You wanna be prepared, right?"
"Err...y-yeah, I guess," John stammered nervously, sweat glistening on his palms.
"Come on, John. You want to get laid before you...while you still can, don't you?"
"Well...yeah."
"And you want it to be good, right? I mean, you don't want your first time to be some awkward fumble. Do you, Johnny?"
"I guess not."
"Then you need to practice. And who better to learn from than your favourite actress and new best friend?"
John couldn't believe what he was hearing. He wasn't someone who'd been graced with an overabundance of luck in his short life, but right now it was feeling like all his Christmasses had come at once. Though he'd long since accepted his fate, the thought of dying at such a young age made him want to break down in tears. All those things he'd never get to do. Those people he'd never get to be. But if he lost his virginity to Hailee friggin' Steinfeld, he'd happily draw his last breath right there and then.
"Yeah," he replied. "I guess that makes sense."
"Great! Well, come on then, buddy," said Hailee, giving her boobs an enticing jiggle. "Have at 'em!"
John reached out in a trance-like daze and put his hands to her perky chest. His maiden voyage into the realms of the female sweater was a lot like most others'. Clumsy. Ham-handed. Amateurish. He didn't bear the overeagerness and total lack of grace of those who'd been granted admittance to the singer's upper half during her high school years, but an expert of the female torso, he most certainly wasn't. But nevermind, he had an experienced tutor, with a rich history of getting felt up, who was more than happy to walk him through it.
"You can be a little firmer than that, John," Hailee declared, placing her hands over his and guiding them across her bust. "Like you're kneading a big batch of dough. Just be careful to avoid the grope. Girls find that kinda creepy."
John squeezed harder at her breasts, massaging them lovingly with his fledgling hands. They felt soft and malleable, the plaint flesh bulging between his fingers. His as yet untouched cock grew stiffer under his gown, his first time exuberance threatening to halt his journey to manhood before he'd even set forth.
"Very good, John. You've really gotten the hang of that. OK, so now you've given them a good feel, the next step is to get rid of that shirt. You can either remove it yourself or wait for her to do it. Girls like it when you take the initiative. But always remember to ask first. OK?"
"Uh huh," John nodded, scribbling a page worth of jottings on the notepad in his mind.
"OK, go ahead," Haillee prompted. "Ask."
"Oh, OK. Can I take off your shirt?"
Hailee chuckled a little. "A little more tact wouldn't go amiss. Maybe try something along the lines of 'hmm, it's getting a little hot in here, wouldn't you say?'. Bit of a cliche but, hey...it's always worked on me."
"OK," said John. He swifty returned to character, puffing his cheeks and wiping imaginary beads of sweat from his brow. "It's getting a little warm in here, don't you think?"
"Yeah, it is getting kinda hot, now you come to mention it."
"Maybe you'd cool down a little if you took off your shirt."
"EHHH!" Hailee exclaimed, imitating the sound of an obnoxious quiz show buzzer. "Never tell a girl to take off her clothes. Always offer to remove yours as well. It will make her feel more at ease."
"Right. Maybe we'd cool down a little if we took off our shirts."
Hailee grinned. "Better. Yeah, maybe we would."
With that, she removed her snug-fitting cami top and set it down on the edge of the bed, baring her perky breasts. John gawked listlessly at her gorgeous chest, perfectly-sized pink nipples sitting stiffly at the peak of each supple mound of flesh.
"Err...John," said Hailee, clawing him from his reverie. "Your shirt..."
"Hmm?" he replied, looking up at the popstar with a look so vacant it was almost comical. "Oh, yes. Sorry."
John sat up in his bed and pulled his gown slowly up over his head, leaving him in nothing but a pair of y-fronts.
"OK, now you've got her top off, it's time to make a play for those titties," Hailee declared. "But don't just dive in. Tease her a little. Start by kissing her neck, then work down to her collarbone."
Hailee leaned over and John nuzzled in close, getting a whiff of her perfume as he pecked at her silky flesh.
"Touch my boob a little."
John didn't need a second invitation. He reached up excitedly and cupped Hailee's breast. Kneading it gently with his weak, little hands, he felt his cock continue to stiffen beneath the fabric of his bedsheets as he kissed along the singer's neck and down to her collarbone. Hailee cooed a little as he felt her up, his dry, cracked lips planting soft, sweet kisses upon her skin. Though John was clearly vastly inexperienced, Hailee enjoyed the intimacy of his touch. It was a welcome change from the insistent grabbing that she was used to.
"Mmm, yeah! That's in, John. Now put it in your mouth."
Growing a little in confidence, John kissed from Hailee's collarbone and down to her chest, leaving a trail of smooches across one of her breasts and not stopping until he reached the teat. Parting his lips, he wrapped them tenderly around her erect nipple, feeling it grow in his mouth as he sucked it. The encounter was heating up, but John's touch remained as gentle as ever; a far cry from the tactless mauling that she was usually forced to endure.
"Very good, John," Hailee cooed. "You're a very fast learner. In fact, since you're doing such a good job, maybe I should give you a little treat. Climb out from under those sheets for me, would you?"
John kicked off his sheets and laid out across the bed, self-conscious of his bony form. His dick was as stiff as a board, and though its size was no more than average, the outline of his hardon was evident through the cotton of his undies.
"My, my. You're really enjoying this, aren't you, John?" Hailee grinned, reaching down and stroking his rod.
John quivered. It was the first time his penis had been touched by anyone but himself, and the soft touch of such a smooth, feminine hand nearly made him blow his beans right then and there.
"Woah! Down, boy!" Hailee giggled, detecting his arousal through the thin white fabric. "You're gonna have to show some restraint there, Johnny Boy. There's nothing worse than a guy that goes off early."
Hailee climbed up onto the hospital bed, stradling John's thighs. She slid her fingers under the waistband of his y-fronts and tugged them down, freeing his virgin cock.
"Ooh, nice!" she purred, leaving his undies at mid-thigh as she inspected his groin.
Measuring a perfectly respectable six inches from tip to base, John's penis jutted proudly from the barren wasteland of his torso, towering from his groin like a skyscraper. Haille had seen bigger dicks in her time, sure, but John's rod was in stark contrast to the rest of his wilting frame and looked to be the only part of his anatomy that hadn't succumbed to the ravages of disease.



Tugging his undies down past his feet, Hailee pulled at the waistband and fired them like a slingshot, giggling as the thin white smalls landed in a heap atop his row of action figures. She knelt between his thighs and dipped down to his crotch, looking up at him with her deep brown eyes as she stroked his throbbing cock.
"Remember, don't cum too early," she said, grinning impishly as she shot out her tongue and lapped at his tip, making light work of the puddle of moisture pooling inside. "Mmm! Yummy! Your precum tastes great, John."
Parting her lips, Hailee fed John's pole between them, enveloping them tightly around his mushroom head. He gasped as her soft pink pillows cushioned his rod, her skilled tongue finding his tip and licking it lovingly. John had often wondered what his debut blowjob might feel like and had pulled his prong to those mental images more times than he cared to mention. However, his first bout of oral pleasure felt even better than it did in his mind.
Pouty lips roaming along the shaft, her tongue swirled swiftly around the swell of his crown, bathing it in spittle as she went. A silken hand sheathed the twitching base, stroking his length in perfect rhythm with the long, deep pulls of her lips. Strands of nut brown hair fell from behind her shoulders, tickling John's thighs as she journeyed deeper.
John's scrawny frame was trembling with pleasure, the young patient white-knuckling the frame of his hospital bed with as much force as his wilting muscles could muster. His cock throbbed against Hailee's tongue, balls that were so used to voiding themselves into a hospital Kleenex were relishing the chance of releasing their goo into a beautiful woman's drooling, wet mouth.
And not just any woman. Hailee goddamn Steinfeld. John still couldn't quite believe what was happening. Those gorgeous plump lips that he'd watched mouth the words to many a chart-bothering hit were wrapped around his wang, sliding up and down his shaft in flawlessly smooth passes. Fingers digging lightly into his skinny thighs, Hailee ventured deeper, that quivering shaft vanishing slowly into her mouth. Inch by inch his rod disappeared, that full set of lips edging ever nearer to their intended target.
"Uhhh!" John groaned, rod spasming violently as those glossy pink lips puckered at his groin, Hailee's cute little nose nestling amongst his small batch of soft, wispy pubes as she took him to the hilt.
Stream of precum drooling from the tip, Hailee felt John's cock spasm against her slithering tongue. Something of a prodigy in the ways of the penis, the singer had made many a young man blow his premature beans during her time as a head giver. But this would surely be a new record. John's cock hadn't been between her lips for more than a few minutes and already the little guy was ready to spew!
"Woah, there!" Hailee exclaimed, grinning up at her young lover as she fished his wang from her mouth. "Easy, tiger! Remember what I said about cumming too early?"
Taking his cock in her hand, Haillee curled her fingers around the base, stroking it steadily as she dipped back down between his thighs. Wrapping her lips around one of his balls, Hailee suckled at the spunk-filled orb like it had been dipped in honey, guzzling greedily and bathing it in spittle. Jerking him off with perfectly-pressured, expertly-timed strokes, Hailee released the first nut from between her lips, leaving thick drops of saliva to drip down onto the bed sheet as she popped it free and switched to the other.
Licking slowly, teasingly back up along his shaft, Hailee flicked her tongue at his slit once more before slipping it inside. Sucking voraciously, her cheeks hollowed out as they sheathed around his sword, her mouth forming a vacuum from which not an ounce of matter could possibly escape. Sticky jou oozed from his slit, trickling across her tongue and down her throat as she worked him over.
Beautiful, nut-brown eyes gazed up at him as that full set of lips slid down his shaft, sinking deeper with every pass until they kissed his crotch once more, dick disappearing as she choked him down. It had taken some doing, but John had managed to make it through the last bout of merciless deepthroating unscathed, his bubbling seed remaining in his balls no matter how hard she tried to coax it out.
This time, however, proved less successful, and he cooed helplessly as those pillowy lips pressed against his groin, a torrent of semen surging through his shaft and spurting out into Hailee's maw. Thick goo splashing against the roof of her mouth, the singer groaned around John's twitching pillar as yet more of his gooey virgin splooge pumped from his tip, flowing down her gullet as she continued to suck.
Hailee had often found first timers to be the most virile, but John was quite possibly the most potent of the lot. And once the young man had started spewing, it didn't seem like he was ever going to stop; a frankly alarming volume of piping hot spunk coursing through her innards and pooling in the pit of her belly. Once his violent eruption had finally ceased, Hailee extracted; leaving behind a smeared mess of semen and saliva as she pried him from her throat.
"Wow, John!" she gushed, looking up at him with wide open eyes, sticky, wet cock still clutched in her hand. "You went off like a friggin' rocket! I've never seen someone cum so much. I hope you saved some!"
Eager to find out, Hailee kicked off her jeans and hopped up onto her knees. Stradling John's bony thighs, she lowered herself onto his rod. Gripping it tightly around the throbbing base, she rubbed the sensitive head against her labia, her pink flesh sodden with arousal. She felt his crown twitch as she teased him, so much so that she thought he might cum again already. Throwing caution to the wind, she descended slowly onto his column, the sick boy gasping as he slipped inside.
Like most young men who were yet to shed their pesky V-plates, John had spent much time imagining the feel of his first vagina. But never in his wildest dreams would he have envisaged said vagina belonging to a world-famous actress-singer who had been the inspiration behind more of his self-achieved orgasms than the cast of Brazzers.
Hailee leant over and kissed him, her ass rested against his thighs as she sunk down to the hilt.
"How does that feel, John?" she whispered softly, stroking his flushed cheek.
Put simply, it felt truly incredible. Like most other sensations he'd experienced during his first time in the sack, John's debut vagina felt better than he could ever have imagined. So wet. So warm. So tight. Oh, boy, was it tight. John wasn't the exactly girthiest of individuals and yet Hailee's love tunnel was gripping his shaft like a soft pink vice, her slick, velvety insides caressing every nerve and fibre as she bucked slowly atop his withering form.
John could barely speak. His debut foray into the female body had left him stunned. His lower lip quivered, his mouth drier than noon in the Sahara. Every pass of her vaginal lips along the length of his pole sent shockwaves of pleasure coursing through his body, each gripping embrace of her burning hot cooze more heavenly and sublime than the one that preceded it.
"Amazing," he finally managed to choke out, his voice so soft and feeble it sounded like the viscous disease eating him away from inside had laid claim to vocal chords.
Straightening her back, Hailee showed the clearly infirm patient little mercy as she picked up the pace, bucking harder at his weary frame.
"Grab my titties," she ordered.
But before John had the chance to raise his weak, little arms, the actress had done the job for him, gripping his spindly wrists and placing his hands firmly on the swell of her bosom. John's hands shook as he squeezed her luscious breasts. Partly nerves, partly thanks to the surge of euphoria flooding every inch of his body.
Hailee hopped and bounced atop his trembling form, going at him so hard that she nearly snapped his brittle body in two. *SMACK* *SMACK* *SMACK* came the sounds as their bodies collided, Hailee's juicy, round ass cannoning off the patient's thighs as she rode him into oblivion.
John's arms grew tired- a major symptom of his horrible affliction- and he let go of Hailee's breasts, freeing the perky mounds to jiggle gloriously with the rise and fall of her body. Laying back almost statue-like across his hospital bed, John was powerless to resist her increasingly powerful movements; bodily impacts that inflicted no small amount of pain upon his ailing person.
But he wasn't complaining. Pain or no pain, John was loving every second of it, and would happily have let Hailee hop and buck atop his weary frame all day and all night, even if it finished him off in the process. At least, that's what his brain was telling him. But his balls had other ideas, and though he'd shot his wad not ten minutes before, the young man's bloated glands were brewing up another batch- a potent wad that his throbbing prick was just itching to release.
"Are you going to cum again already, John?" asked Hailee, noting the increased flow of his already roaring arousal.
John nodded. Forming words in his scattered brain was entirely out of the question. Relaying them in an articulate manner, even moreso.
"Do you want to do it inside me?"
John nodded again, with even greater enthusiasm.
"Come on then, baby," Hailee purred, the desire in her voice evident and undoubtedly genuine. "Fill me up."
No further encouragement was required. In fact, John couldn't have halted the heavy flow of his bubbling seed if his life depended on it (which, for someone so riddled with cancer, it could well have done). It was coming, whether Hailee wanted it or not. John reached up and gripped onto her thighs, using every ounce of energy yet to be sapped by the spread of disease to pin the actress-singer to his torso.
Digging his fingers into her supple rear, every sinew in his body was tensed beyond belief, remaining as such until his bellend erupted and he emptied his balls inside her.
"Ugh! FUCK!" Hailee cried, so loud that passing nurses thought some old duffer's whacked-out heart had finally given up the ghost.
Spurts of burning hot goop splashed against her inner walls, painting them a gooey white as her supposedly ailing fan pumped her with more seed than most fully fit men could even dream of. Teetering on the verge of orgasm herself, the feel of that burning fluid flooding her cooch was more than enough to set her off. Violent convulsions surged through her slender frame, eyes rolling back into her skull as a rapturous orgasm, the likes of which she'd rarely experienced during all her years of sexual activity, shook her body to the core.
"Oh, God! JOHN!" she cooed, panting heavily as the waves of pleasure finally subsided. "WOW! Are you sure you haven't done this before?!"
John assumed the question to be rhetorical. At least he hoped it was, as his vocal folds had yet to regain function. Climbing down from atop his trembling form, a thick mess of semen slopped out from Hailee's twat, gathering on the bed sheets in a big, wobbling clump. It wasn't the first time a glob of spunk had soaked into his hospital linens, of course, but never before it had gotten there via a tight, slick vagina that had just milked the poor boy of every last drop he had.
Or so he thought. And though she'd already made him cum twice in just 15 short minutes (a heck of a lot of goo- even for someone with a masturbation schedule as rigorous as his), Hailee Steinfeld was yearning for more.
"Did you enjoy that?" she asked, without awaiting an answer. The tremendous load that he'd shot up her cooch told her all she needed to know. "That was called cowgirl. Now let's see if you can handle a little missionary. Up you get," she added, motioning for him to rise.
John hopped up from the padded surface and Hailee took his place, the remains of his load leaking from her cooze as she laid out across the bedspread.
"So as I'm sure you know, this is pretty much the standard sexual position that people use. But it does require the guy to do most of the work, so it might be a little difficult for someone with...for someone like you. So go easy, OK?"
"OK, Hailee," John replied, kneeling between her splayed thighs, his still hard, and now very tender, penis clutched in his palm.
"So just push your head up against my pussy and guide it on in."
John did as instructed, groaning heavily as he entered. For a part of his anatomy more used to the weak embrace of his own withering hand, John's dick was still not fully accustomed to its new surroundings. As such, his member twitched violently upon entry, his balls almost unleashing another wad of spunk right there and then.
"That's it, John," Hailee encouraged, purring like a kitten as that fledgling, though very pleasurable cock packed her pussy to the brim. "Now move your hips back and forth, like this," she instructed, gripping his pelvis to aid in his movements.
John bucked slowly under Hailee's direction. The first few thrusts were tentative, as they often were on a boy's debut outing, but he quickly found his rhythm. Hailee's walls hugged his rod, gripping it tightly and pulling him deeper. He leaned over and kissed her passionately, soft, silken hands trailing up and down his back as he bucked his bony hips. Both groaned in unison as he sunk to the hilt, sheathing himself fully in her burning hot snatch. He wasn't the biggest she'd ever had- not by a long shot, in fact- but John's quivering head quickly found her g-spot all the same, prodding it tenderly with each stroke.
"Yes, give it to me, John!" Hailee cooed, gripping at his ass and urging him deeper. "You're doing great, baby. Keep going!"
Bodies pressed together, he felt her breasts jiggle against his chest with each row of his hips. A hand rested against the back of his head, fingers spreading across his shiny bald dome, sweet nothings whispered into his ears between soft, little nibbles at his lobes.
For all his inexperience, John had taken to the sack like a duck to water. And for Hailee his tender brand of sensuous love making was a welcome change from the passionless rutting she usually endured at the hands of her partners. Time and again, her lovers had been all too happy to pound it out as hard as they could. Get their nut and get on their way. Her needs were seldom tended to, and once they'd cum they were out the door- loaded up with stories to tell their buddies and 'bang a celebirty' entries crossed off their fuck-it lists.
But with John it was different. It was quite possibly the only time he'd ever be with a woman and it really did show. His moves were meticulous and precise, adoring and affectionate. He worked his hips with a natural grace, feeding her his dick eagerly yet lovingly, his impassioned coos interspersed with kisses to her neck and hungry embraces upon her perfect lips. They groaned into each other's mouths, tongues writhing in unison with the slow, sweet squirms of their bodies.
"Harder, John!" Hailee purred, breaking briefly from their passionate smooch, before pulling him in for another. "I want it harder!"
Eager to please, John yielded to her demands as best he could. Disease had robbed him of most of his strength, but the little he'd retained was put to good use. Rolling his hips in a steady flow, he fed her every inch of his rod with each quickening stroke. Soon, he was going at her with ferocious speed, paying little heed to the constraints of his condition as he thrusted with unbridled force.
Hailee was loving it, and each thrust was met with a soft, impassioned groan or sharp, joyous yelp as his quivering head surged through her skinny pink tunnel. Every slam of his pelvis caused her body to hop on the surface of the bed, her lovely boobs bouncing in a blur. And the bed itself was rolling back and forth on its wheels, the steel headboard clattering against the wall so hard it's a wonder that it didn't tear straight through it.
The old man in the next room over was getting quite the earful. He'd watched Hailee as she passed his door and the sight of her gorgeous face and supple young body had awoken his shrivelled cock from what he'd thought to be an infinite slumber. And now, as he heard her moans of pleasure seep through the hospital walls, chorused with the smacking together of bodies and the suggestive hammering of the headboard, the dirty old bastard was pulling his prick like a teenage boy.
"Oh, yes, John! I'm cumming! I'm cumming on your cock!" came the loud, shrill voice from the room next door, the old fella jerking it harder with each passing syllable.
Soon, his shrunken balls were swollen up like a pair of plums, the decrepit old fucker working on what was to be his first ejaculate since the turn of the century.
And he wasn't the only one. Or at least that's how it had seemed to John. Though the young patient had busted his nut twice already, each new climax felt like his first as it coursed through his ailing system. The heavenly feel of impending orgasm seemed to nurse him back to health as it reached every nerve in his body, alleviating his pain with its soothing touch.
"Oh, Hailee!" he exclaimed, whimpering softly through drives of his hips. "I'm gonna cum again!"
"Oh, yes, John! Please!" Hailee returned, wrapping her legs around his waist and locking his body to hers. "Cum for me again, baby! Please!"
Hailee's begging was as unnecessary as it was redundant. Again, that load was coming and there was nothing she, nor the man himself, could have done about it. Burying himself to the base, John unleashed a deep, throaty groan as he unloaded, flooding her slizz with a tidal wave of steaming, thick splooge.
Hailee cooed softly as he filled her up, the feeling of that hot sauce simmering inside her sending her innards aflutter. She looked up at the boy adoringly as she drained his load, enjoying the sweetness and beauty of his cum face. Most men she'd been with struggled to retain any semblance of dignity at the point of eruption. In fact, most looked like they were chewing their way through a batch of stinging nettles, looking anywhere and everywhere to avoid eye contact with the poor woman they'd just sweated over profusely for the full five minutes (if they were lucky).
But not John. His pale features lit up adorably as his climax hit him. Eyes locked on her's, mouth slightly agape as jolts of pleasure, the likes of which he'd never experienced before and likely would never experience again, tore through his shivering form.
"Mmm, yes!" Hailee purred, stroking the small of his back as he leaned over her, delighting in the feel of his cock as it throbbed and pulsed inside her. "Wow, John! That was incredible!"
Lips pushed together once more and their tongues twisted and turned, tips seeking out the deepest parts of each other's mouths. Retracting from the depths of her snatch, John's swollen pink bellend opened up the floodgates, causing a second sluice of scolding hot jism to seep from between her lips. Pooling on the sheets in a thick, creamy puddle, whichever unfortunate orderly drew the short straw of prising the spunk-strewn linens from his bed that evening would think that the sick boy had beaten his record for masturbation.
"You must be getting pretty tired now, huh, John?" asked Hailee. "Why don't you let me take it from here?"
Hailee clambered up from atop the bed sheets and John replaced her, cock twitching anew as she knelt over him and stuck out her amazing ass. John adored every inch that made up Hailee's frame- always had and always would- but her butt was quite possibly his favourite feature. And seeing it thrust out behind her in such an intimate setting was nothing short of a dream come true.



Reaching back and gripping his rod, Hailee teased the lips of her still cum-leaking twat, groaning delightfully as she steered it inside. Hands tucked behind his head, John laid back across his hospital bed, more than happy to let his lover do the work. Peachy ass rising and falling, her slick pink labia slid up and down the length of his pole, leaving behind a cocktail of both male and female arousal with each ever-quickening motion. Soon those thick, round ass cushions were crashing against his pelvis, powerful ripples travelling through her pale flesh as their bodies collided.
Lifting her knees from the padded mattress, Hailee hopped up onto her feet, balancing precariously as she squatted over his groin. Shapely legs wobbling beneath her, the singer's new stance wasn't the steadiest, but, boy, did it make for a fantastic view. Now the glorious shape of her ass was on full display, supple cheeks curving out from the small of her back like a juicy peach.
John couldn't help but reach out and grab them, moulding the gorgeous spheres in his hands as they rose and fell above him. Hailee's new posture allowed for a fuller range of motion and soon those plump, round orbs were clapping against his skin with more force than ever before, her sticky, wet slit sucking up his schlong and squeezing it for all it was worth.
Hailee rode her ailing lover with flawless grace, performing perfectly executed squats atop his bony form. But she was no one trick pony, and every so often, the actress-singer would grind against his aching pelvis, peachy buttocks flush against his groin, feeling his cockhead throb way up in her deepest innards, before another bout of ceaseless bucking would begin again in earnest. *SMACK* *SLAP* *SMACK* came the sounds from his groin as those lovely thick globes pummeled against his flesh, his trembling fingers feeling the force of each slap as rippling tremors shot through her supple behind.
"Mmm, fuck!" Hailee growled, looking back at John as she bounced on his cock, long glossy brown hair swishing across her shoulder. "John, I love your dick! Oh, God! I'm gonna cum again! Oh, John! I'm gonna cum on your juicy cock!"
And cum she did. Perching carefully atop his scraggy groin, Hailee looked to the heavens, emitting an ear-piercing shriek as the throes of orgasm ravaged her sweaty form. Pussy squeezing ever tighter around his pulsing wang, the popstar threatened to wring out every last drop of semen from his ever-inflating balls as she screeched into the hospital ceiling.
"Oh, sweet Jesus!" Hailee purred, breathing heavily as she climbed down from atop his person. "Fuck, John! This dick is amazing!" she exclaimed, kneeling between his thighs and taking his rod in her hands.
Gaping her lips apart she slid John's schlong effortlessly between them, taking him right to the base without a moment's thought. Sucking greedily, she gladly slurped up the layers of sticky goo she'd left behind on his shaft, polishing that dong until it was sparkling clean. Hands rested on his hips, her well-kept nails gently grazed his skin, gorgeous brown eyes rarely leaving his as she worked his rod, lips roaming from bottom to top.
John gripped the sides of the bed, clinging on for dear life as his favourite actress sucked him six ways from Sunday. Glossy lips sliding up the length of his pole, those pouty pink suckers would wrap around the ridge of his crown, tongue lapping at his dribbling slit, before plunging back down to the base and pecking at his groin.
By now, John's dick was throbbing away like nobody's business, and each pass down the span of his junk caused his head to twitch as it nudged against her tonsils. He was fit to blow, that was for sure. In fact, he had been for some time, and though he'd pumped Hailee full with three thick loads already, he had to exercise a good deal of restraint to keep from adding a fourth.
"You're gonna cum again, aren't you, John?" Hailee asked, lips shining with spit as she retrieved his wang.
"Uh huh," he groaned, trembling like a leaf as a soft, delicate hand roved along his shaft, pumping it steadily.
"Mmm! Do it on my face, John!" Hailee purred excitedly. "Coat me with your gooey, hot spunk!"
She didn't have to tell him twice, and in the blink of an eye, John was on his knees, pulling his prong like a man possessed. Hailee was laid out beneath him, reaching up and fondling his bloated sac. John looked down at the stunningly beautiful face resting against the mattress, lustrous brown locks spilling all around and adding to the magnificent canvas that he was just itching to paint with his seed.
It wouldn't be the first time he came on Hailee's face, of course, and the pages of many a showbiz publication had been sealed together with the juice of his loins during the course of his teenage years. But this time it was no 2D rendering cut from a magazine that he was pointing his dick at. It was the real thing, complete with a nearly infinite list of flawless facial features that were soon to be drenched in his splooge.
A very real, very pretty pink mouth puckered delightfully, already glossy lips growing slicker by the second as a very real, very nimble tongue danced sensuously across them. Very real, very rosy cheeks flushed further with the excitement of receiving his load. Very real, very long lashes batted up at him with the graceful elegance of a butterfly's wings. Very real, very deep brown eyes burned and smouldered, silently beginning him to release his semen.
Head twitching as he pulled his rod, a steady drip feed of warm, syrupy precum leaked down onto Hailee's tongue, a precursor to the potent blast that was soon to follow. Jacking it at furious pace, John looked to the ceiling, veins popping in his neck as he unleashed a deafening roar; a sound his disease-ridden frame looked incapable of making. A thunderous gout of creamy white seed gushed from the tip, splatting across Hailee's face and streaking her features from hairline to chin.
Hailee cooed as the load hit her face, squeezing John's balls in hope of another. And she got exactly what she wanted. Jerking wildly throughout the whole ordeal, John's nads deflated like a pair of balloons as a second jet of semen shot from the hole in his prick, covering one of her eyes and messing her sweaty hair. And still he wasn't done. Moving down to her chest, John beat his now burning rod with renewed vigour, not stopping until he left a parting gift of boiling semen all over her perfect boobs.
"Jesus, John!" Hailee gushed, drenched in seed from the thorax up. "Save some for your prom date!"
Weak-limbed and thoroughly spent, John collapsed back onto the bed. Dick red raw from overuse, he felt as though every ounce of fluid had been drained from his system. Scooping up the cum that soaked her gorgeous face, Hailee slipped her fingers into her mouth and sucked them clean. Laying next to John, she draped an arm across his chest, his slight torso rising and falling with each heavy breath. Wrapping an arm around her back, he hugged the popstar close, feeling his still warm cum touch his skin as her breasts squished against him.
"So, John," said Hailee, basking in the warmth of their post-coital embrace, "was it everything you thought it would be?"
"Everything and more," he replied, smiling at her sweetly as she left a kiss upon his glowing cheek.
John looked up at the ceiling, the full weight of his endeavour finally hitting him. He'd just fucked HAILEE STEINFELD. And not just fucked her. Made love to her. Shared an experience so heartfelt and meaningful, that few could match it if they lived for a century. He'd made her cum more times than he could count. Filled her to the brim not once, not twice, but thrice, and hosed her down with so much splooge that she was almost unrecognisable.
It was a feat that near every man on planet Earth would have been proud of and it gave John a new lease on life. Made him feel ten feet tall. Like he could anything. Like he could take on the world and whatever it threw at him. He could almost feel himself growing stronger. Not just mentally, but physically as well. He felt like a whole new man. That cancer didn't stand a chance.
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Isabela Moner had been doing a spot of Christmas shopping in her local mall when she'd stopped for a bite to eat at the ground floor food court. The teen actress was halfway through a Mexican quinoa salad when something caught her eye in the centre of the busy precinct. A man in a Santa outfit with a long white fake beard was sat on a large green chair in some kind of improvised grotto.
A tall Christmas tree stood behind him; painstakingly decorated with all manner of baubles, flashing lights and lengths of tinsel, a number of 'presents' (empty cardboard boxes) of varying size wrapped and bowed underneath. Gathered around the shopping mall Santa were a number of parents and excited children; the little terrors taking turns to hop up onto his knee, remove his floppy red hat and tug at his big false beard as they rattled off the seemingly never ending list of expensive toys they hoped he'd bring them during his rounds on the 25th.
A grin stretched across Isabela's pretty, olive-toned face as she finished her salad and sipped from a bottle of water. The 18 year old starlet was always on the lookout for ways to cause mischief and this scene before her looked like a fantastic opportunity to engage in one of her favourite pastimes; prick teasing. She waited for the crowd to disperse, gathered her shopping bags and headed for the grotto.
Santa was preparing to take advantage of a rare lull in proceedings and nip out for a smoke break. He was gathering his belongings when a soft, feminine voice stopped him in his tracks.
"Oh, no. I'm not too late am I, Santa?"
Expecting a young mother with a small child, Santa responded in his best jovial character's voice, interspersing his reply with several ho-ho-ho's for good measure. "Don't worry, young lady. Santa will be back in five minutes. He just has to pay a quick visit to the elves to take care of some Christmas business, then he'll be right back in his grotto. Ho ho ho!"
"Ahh, come on, Santa. Can't you just squeeze me in first? I'll be real quick. Honest!"
The voice was closer now and appeared to be coming from just behind him. Santa turned to face his addresser, his eyes nearly popping out from behind his festive costume as he caught sight of the stunning young woman at his side. Her silky dark brown hair had been dip dyed blonde and hung over her shoulders in light curls, her gorgeous face made up with all manner of expensive beauty products. She wore skinny jeans and an ultra tight-fitting Christmas sweater, the words 'Even Naughty Girls Deserve Something Nice' stretched across her perky teenage chest. She didn't appear to have a child with her and though she wasn't much more than a kid herself, she was certainly too old for a turn on Santa's lap.
"I'm sorry, young lady," Santa replied in his usual jolly fashion, "but you look a bit big for old Santa's knee."
"Oh, pleeeease, Santa," Isabela begged. "I swear I've been extra good this year!"
She placed a hand across Santa's shoulders and, though he continued to protest, parked her cute little butt on his lap.
"Hey, lady! What the fuck are you do-?!" Santa exclaimed, his merry character's voice replaced his more familiar 40 year old out of work actor's voice as the teenage beauty perched herself on his knee, then stopped altogether as he felt the peachy cheeks of her ass rub against his cock.
"Well, Santa," said Isabella, her arms wrapped around his shoulder blades, "aren't you gonna ask me what I want for Christmas?"
Santa gulped nervously. "Erm, yeah," he replied, returning to his jovial persona as best as he could as he felt his dick begin to grow in his red velvet pants. "What do you want for Christmas this year, little girl?"
"Hmm," Isabella pondered, turning her back to Santa as she started to grind her supple, round ass up and down the outline of his dong. "Well I could use some new lingerie. Ooo! And a bikini! Maybe a little g-string one. What do you think, Santa?"
Jolly old Saint Nick's jolly old dick swelled to its customary ten inches under the fabric of his pants as he pictured Isabella in her requested item; the floss thin g-string slicing between her bronzed cheeks, and the teeny crotch cradling her barely legal pussy as she lazed on a sunny beach. By this stage, Santa had started to notice a new group of children gathering around his grotto; kids of about this girl's age. High school seniors, maybe the odd college student. Or quite a few college students. In fact, a lot of them didn't appear to be kids at all. And they were all male; some of them filming and snapping pics on their phones as Isabella writhed up and down his wang.
"Also, a new vibrator," she went on. "I wore my last one out." She looked back at Santa, flashing him a wink as she worked her crotch up and down his shaft. "And one of those little bullet ones, 'cause I keep getting bored in traffic jams. And a new dildo. One of those ones with a suction cup so I can bounce up and down on it like this."
She demonstrated; her peach of an ass colliding repeatedly with his dick, her perky teenage titties no doubt jiggling wonderously under her skimpy Christmas jumper as she hopped up and down on his lap.
"But what I really want, Santa," she purred as she perched back on his thighs, "is a dick. A big, juicy, fat, veiny dick. Looks like Christmas came early for me this year."
Isabella ground on Santa's lap like a professional stripper; the tubby old fella feeling the warmth of her arousal not only through the fabric of her jeans, but the velvet of his costume too. By now, Saint Nick was trembling like a leaf in his big green chair. His cock as throbbing away in his pants like nobody's business; every pass of Isabella's supple, round ass down the length of his dong making his jingle balls churn with a fresh load of festive fuckjuice. One more was all it took; a final pass of her burning hot crotch making his dick erupt under the fabric of his costume.
"Uhh!" he groaned as a creamy load of piping hot semen shot from the hole in his dong and splattered across his thigh and right down to his knee.
He felt the sticky, warm seed trickle down his thigh and soak into the velvet of his pants.
"Thank you, Santa," said Isabella, looking back at his gawking face. His eyes rolled into the back of his head having just blown what felt like a week's worth of human egg nog into the crotch of his trousers. "I hope I get everything I've asked for this year. As I'm sure you'll agree, I've been a very good girl."
She looked down at his lap, grinning like a sly fox as she spotted the wet patch on his pants. "Ooh, dear. Looks like Father Christmas came early too!"
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Written as a commission
Madelaine Petsch gulped down the last of her cappuccino, a ring of raspberry-pink gloss smeared across the rim of her mug as she set it down on the coffee table. Black, cartoonish letters on the oversized cup declared its owner to be the world's hottest ginger. It was a bold claim, but even whilst lounging around her living room in minimal make up and her loose-fitting Fabletics sweats, the gorgeous redheaded actress was doing little to dispel it.
An earlier than scheduled wrap on the next series of Riverdale had left Miss Petsch with an unexpected week off before her next project got underway, and with her friends and co-stars Lili, Camilia and Vanessa already jetting off to sandier climbs for a summer getaway, the auburn starlet had found herself spending a lot of time alone in her sizeable Los Angeles home.
Some mind-numbing daytime trash was flickering on her 72 inch plasma screen and as Madelaine leaned back across her leather couch, feet up on the coffee table, she puffed her pale cheeks, unleashing an exasperated sigh. Three days into her surprise break and already she was bored rigid. She'd learned and relearned her lines for her upcoming table read to the point that they'd lost all meaning, and having burned through her to watch list on Netflix in a single afternoon, her life had reached planes of tedium that the tawny actress didn't even know existed.
In a desperate hunt for something to do, Madelaine reached for her phone, swiping at the screen with a manicured finger. She scrolled along to Twitter and tapped it open. Maybe a spot of social media browsing would fill her gaping void. Perhaps she could use this downtime to get her follower count up. She'd been meaning to work on it for months but hadn't found the time. At two million-something, the starlet's digital fan base was perfectly respectable, but it really was a drop in the ocean when compared to the likes of Katy Perry, Rihanna or Taylor Swift.
Sure, she'd seen a spike in her follower tally in recent times. Pictures and videos of the actress in her signature Fabletics gear had netted her a few hundred thousand, while her vlogging exploits on YouTube had finally gotten her into the two million bracket. But truth be told, the growth of her Twitter fan base had been far from earth-shattering.
What she needed was a stunt. A gimmick. Something that would capture the imagination of social media users the world over. The rise in her online fandom since her Fabletics collaboration hadn't gone unnoticed by the redheaded starlet, and as a check of her recent mentions would indicate, it wasn't just health freaks on the hunt for workout gear that had been frequenting her page. Indeed, Madelaine soon found her mentions and the comments sections of her posts swamped by thirsty males of every age, race and walk of life.
Those pics of Madelaine Petsch in her Fabletics gear!! [shocked emoji], wrote one excited user. Can't. Stop. Fapping.
Madelaine Petsch's booty is a work of art, declared another. Picasso couldn't have done better himself [artist emoji].

Reading these posts and others like them certainly gave weight to the age old theory that sex is the most effective selling point. But Madelaine would need a lot more than a few lycra-clad selfies to threaten the follower counts of Misses Swift and Perry any time in the near future. How could she up her game? Naked photos? It would certainly boost her following. However, she doubted her bosses at Riverdale would look too kindly upon it. Not to mention her parents. An OnlyFans account? Again, there's no doubt it would be popular. But if she wanted to break into the elites of social media stardom, she knew she'd have to go a step further.
As she pondered away, Madelaine was reminded of a popular trend that had taken the Internet by storm just a few years before; celebrities dating their fans. Mila Kunis went on a date with a marine. Vanessa Hudgens took a cancer-sufferer to his high school prom. Stunts of that ilk had gone over well with the general public, and Madelaine thought it time they were due a revival. She tapped at the bottom of the screen and punched out a tweet.
Hi gang! If I get to 50M followers I'll take one on a date! Spread the word [wink emoji]

Needless to say, it had the desired effect. Within seconds of posting it, the message had been retweeted over a thousand times. And as the share count continued to rise, so did her number of followers. Within five minutes, she was up to three million. Ten minutes, five million. Thirty minutes, twenty million. And up and up it went. Inside an hour, her online fanbase had soared to her desired total and beyond, her enticing appeal nearly breaking the social media platform entirely as it was retweeted a thousand times over with each passing second. Amazed by this almost meteoric rise in her follower count, Madelaine felt compelled to send out a second message to show her appreciation.
Wow! 50M already! You guys are quite the bunch of horndogs, aren't you? Well, I'm true to my word and I'm making my selection now. I'll DM the winner shortly. Good luck! [kiss emoji]

Men across the globe waited with baited breath, frantically refreshing their Twitter apps as quickly as their fingers could manage. Madelaine scrolled through her ever growing list of followers; a ragtag bunch of individuals who appeared to hail from all four corners of the globe and every professional and economic background under the sun.
There were white men, black men, Asians and Latinos. Frycooks, businessmen, gangsters and frat boys. Guys who looked young enough to be her nephew and others who could have passed for the grandpa. Some wore suits, some were shirtless, others wore nothing at all. There was long hair, short hair, thick hair, thinning hair. Clean shaves, beards, sideburns and moustaches. Pecs and abs, beer guts and man breasts.
Picking out the ideal candidate would have taken Madelaine at least the rest of the week, so she decided to leave the selection of her lucky winner in the hands of the gods. She gave a particularly forceful swipe and her band of followers scrolled across her screen at a mile a minute, small round avatars coming and going at breakneck speed. Madelaine let a finger dangle over her screen, waiting for what must have been close to a minute before stabbing it down and stopping the scroll in its tracks.
She lifted her finger and revealed the lucky winner. Brian Weaver. She looked at his picture. He was about 28/29. Average looking, if she was being generous. Four out of ten. He had slightly overgrown curly brown hair, and scraggy, rather unkempt beard. He wore a faded Metallica shirt that did little to hide the swell of his paunch. He wasn't exactly a heartthrob, but she'd seen a lot worse. He wouldn't have stood a chance in hell with her under normal circumstances, of course, but for the purposes of this, he would do just fine.
She clicked on his picture and opened his profile. He lived relatively nearby, in Boulder, Colorado (not that proximity was terribly important- Madelaine figured that the winner would happily have travelled from the Siberian wilderness if it meant getting a shot at her) and worked in IT. His bio declared him to be a fan of 'all things fantasy, bowling and video games'. A run of the mill nerd, Madelaine deduced. He'd have to fly himself out to LA (at his own expense, of course), but she figured that for a night with her, he'd be more than happy to do so. She hit the message icon at the top of the screen and tapped out a DM.
Hey Brian. I have good news. You're my lucky winner. Let me know when you've made it out to LA and I'll take you on that date. Looking forward to it! Madelaine [kiss emoji]

Brian was at work when he got the news, the resulting shriek of joy alerting every colleague in a 10-yard radius. His tasks for the day were quickly abandoned and he spent the rest of his afternoon scouring the web for flights to LA and local hotels that fell within his price range. At the height of vacation season, accommodation was hard to come by, but Brian didn't mind. He'd have napped in a sleeping bag on Skid Row if he had to. He booked himself on the 9.37 from DEN the following morning. At five o'clock on the dot, he raced home in his second hand Fiesta and packed his suitcase.
After a near sleepless night, rife with excited tossing and turning, Brian readied himself and hopped in an Uber, bound for Denver International. He checked in and deposited his luggage, practically quivering with excitement and nerves as he boarded the plane. Two and a half hours later, the plane touched down at LAX. Brian retrieved his suitcase and set off in search of a ride. He hopped in the back of a cab and the driver whisked him to his hotel. As soon as his ass touched the back seat, he went straight for his phone, fingers trembling as he typed out a message.
Hi Madelaine. I'm in LA. What would you like to do tonight? Brian

He checked into his hotel and took a shower. Stepping back into his room from the en suite bathroom, towel wrapped around his swollen gut, Brian checked his phone.
Hey Bri. How about dinner? I know a great little Mexican place. Reply with your number and I'll text you the address [heart emoji]

Brian was a little reluctant to send his number. Part of him still wondered if Madelaine's Twitter account had been compromised and he'd in fact be passing his intimate details onto a master hacker in South Korea. But, truth be told, there wasn't a single piece of information on his phone that he wouldn't happily have parted with for a crack at Madelaine Petsch. In all honesty, he'd have handed out his identity and all his pin numbers to the lowest bidder if it scored him a date with the woman of his dreams. Throwing caution to the wind, Brian punched out his number and, just as promised, the redheaded actress replied with the restaurant address, telling him she'd meet him there at 7pm.
Practically buzzing with anticipation, Brian rifled through his luggage in search of the perfect attire. He wasn't big on formal wear and, as such, the smartest outfit in his wardrobe was a pair of black jeans and a red and white flannel shirt. He slipped them on, sprayed on deodorant, brushed his teeth and trimmed his beard. He texted Madelaine, letting her know he was on his way and set off for the restaurant.
Brian arrived at the quaint Mexican eatery in Los Feliz a little before seven o'clock, butterflies swarming in his stomach as he waited for his date to arrive. After some thirty agonising minutes, a shiny Uber car pulled up outside the restaurant and out stepped Madelaine Petsch. Brian's breath caught as he clocked his celebrity date, smiling warmly at him as she exited the vehicle.
She wore a skimpy black dress that hugged her luscious form like a needy child, the short hem barely extending past the prominent curve of her ass. Her vibrant red hair dangled over one shoulder, her gorgeous face carefully made up with a host of expensive cosmetics.
"Hey, Bri!" she screeched, hurrying towards him with genuine excitement.
She greeted him affectionately, pressing her wondrous body against his and planting a kiss upon his bearded cheek.
"Hi, Madelaine," he replied, quaking with nerves as she hugged his pudgy frame.
"Great to meet you finally. I just know we're going to have a wonderful evening together," the actress declared. "Shall we?"
Brian swallowed hard and did his best to quell his anxiety as he gestured towards the restaurant door. "After you, madame."
"Aww! Such a gentleman," Madelaine grinned, ass swinging back and forth as she strutted through the open doorway.
There was a short queue for the dining area, but Madealine's celebrity status propelled them straight to the front. The hostess seated them and a waiter served the pair in double quick time. They ordered two margaritas and a plate of nachos as an appetizer. The pair chatted while they enjoyed their starter. Madelaine seemed very keen to get to know him, and she asked Brian all about his life between sips of margarita. His job, his hobbies, his family, his friends.
Brian answered her questions as best he could, but he couldn't deny that sitting opposite Madelaine Petsch while she grazed from a plate of nachos was more than a little distracting. Time and again he found himself gazing in awe as she stuck out her nimble tongue to scoop up a string of cheese, or slip her fingers into her mouth to suck up the excess grease. It was nothing short of tortuous.
With their starter finished, the pair moved onto the main course. Madelaine ordered a bowl of chilli, Brian the enchiladas. By this stage, Madelaine had found out everything there was to learn about her lucky date, and he was eager to return the favour. He reeled off all the usual questions that people ask when they meet a celebrity. What was it like being famous? How did she like working on Riverdale? What were co-stars like in real life? What did she do for fun when she got off set? The kind of questions Madeleine had answered a thousand times over, but she fielded each one with genuine insight, giving Brian an intimate look into the life of a famous actress.
"So, would you like a dessert?" asked Madelaine, dusting off the last of her chilli.
Brian had been waiting since minute one for the opportunity to move this date into a more intimate setting and, after what must have been close to two hours, he'd finally been given his chance. He wasn't delusional. He knew full well that, under regular circumstances, he wouldn't have had a hope of getting lucky with a girl like Madelaine. For guys like him, shots at such a beautiful woman, famous or otherwise, came by once in a blue moon and he would never forgive himself if he didn't pull out all the stops to coax her into his bed.
"Err...they have a pretty good selection of desserts at my hotel," he declared nervously. "Maybe we could head back there and see what they're like?" he suggested, already bracing himself for the bitter, though entirely predictable, sting of disappointment.
Feeling the buzz of her third margarita and keen to make this chubby nerd's date an evening he'd never forget, Madelaine answered with hesitation "OK."
Brian was taken aback. "Hmm?"
"OK. I mean sure, why not. This is a date, isn't it? I usually go home with the guy after I've been on a date," she admitted with an impish grin. "Call me a slut if you like, but it's true."
Brian couldn't believe what he'd just heard. He was expecting a 'sorry, gotta be up bright and early tomorrow. Great to meet you though. Safe trip back to Arizona' (even though he was actually from Colorado). But she'd actually said yes! Brian's mouth dried, his palms grew sweaty, his entire body quaking more fiercely than ever before. He stared forward at Madelaine and she gazed back, his dick swelling in his jeans as she traced the tip of her straw teasingly around her glossy pink lips. She'd just eaten but still looked ravenous. Positively gagging for second helpings. He thought he'd died and gone to heaven.
"Check!" he said, practically bellowing it at the nearest waiter. "Quick as you can."
*
Brian led Madelaine into his hotel room and gave her a quick tour. There wasn't a lot to it but he felt it was customary. He ordered some room service. Madelaine told him to mention her name and see how quickly it came. Sure enough, it arrived in an instant. In fact, Brian had barely hung up the receiver before there was a knock on his door, a hotel employee waiting outside with a tray of fruit, a can of whipped cream and a bottle of their finest champagne.
He wheeled into the room, doing an almost cartoonish double take when he saw the beautiful woman this pudgy, hairy dork had laid out across his bed. Average looking guys arriving at the hotel with a gorgeous woman wasn't an uncommon occurrence, of course, but they were usually paid by the hour. This one wasn't. Brian tipped him and he made himself scarce, still gawking listlessly as he backed out of the room.
"I've always wanted to get that look," said Brian, grinning at Madelaine as he closed the door and locked it shut. "The 'how on earth did he get her' look."
Madelaine giggled. "Aww, you're too hard on yourself, Bri. I've had a great time with you tonight. A much better time than with most hotter...I mean, other guys I've dated."
"Me too. The great time part, I mean. I've never dated a hot girl like you before."
"Well, first time for everything, right?" She patted the bed sheets beside her. "Come here and sit with me."
Brian wheeled the tray over to the bed and sat beside Madelaine. He poured two glasses of champagne and handed one to his date.
"Mmm,' she purred, taking a refreshing sip. "That's just heavenly."
"Strawberry, madame?" he offered, plucking a piece of fruit from a white porcelain bowl.
"Don't mind if I do," said Madelaine, setting her glass down on the nightstand. "Spray some of that cream on there for me, would you, babe?"
Brian fetched the bottle of whipped cream and flicked off the cap, spraying a hearty dose over the end of the strawberry. He handed it to Madelaine and she slipped it between her lips, utilizing every ounce of sex appeal in her wonderously toned body to eat the piece of fruit in the most sensuous manner possible. She rubbed it across her puckered lips, leaving a thin trail of gooey white cream as he slipped into her mouth and bit in half.
"Mmm," she said, closing her eyes and purring delightfully as she savoured the juicy flesh.
It wasn't the best fruit she'd ever eaten. The strawberries in the five star hotels she stayed in while off on press junkets were a lot fresher, but she chewed on the sweet red fruit like it was the most heavenly thing to ever pass through her lips, hoping to drive Brian crazy with her sultry eating style. And it had worked. When she opened her eyes, Brian's own were nearly popping out of his skull, his jaw so slack that his beard was practically tickling his belly.
She giggled. "Catching a few flies there, Brian. Here, why don't you finish this off."
She fed the remaining fruit between his parted lips, kneeling beside him, her luscious body practically pressing against his as he bit it off and started to chew. Madelaine rested an arm against his shoulder, fingers running through his thick, curly hair. Brian gulped down the soft red fruit, his mouth drier than noon in the Sahara as Madelaine perched herself on his lap, feeling his raging boner prod against her ass.
"Nice, huh?" she asked, tracing a soft hand across his chubby cheek.
"Mmhmm," Brian replied, shaking like a leaf as the woman of his dreams perched on top of his thighs.
"Well, I've got something even sweeter you can taste," Madelaine declared, leaning in and pressing her lips against his.
Her tongue came out and slid into his mouth, practically writhing against his as their lips locked together. His scraggy beard tickled her chin and she ran her hand across his cheek, guiding her fingers through the dense forest of coarse facial fuzz. Breaking from the kiss, Madelaine gripped the hem of her expensive dress, tugging it over her head and tossing it aside.
Wearing only a pair of frilly French knickers, Brian gawped at her luscious figure. Placing a hand at the back of his head, Madelaine guided him down towards her perky chest. Birian parted his dry, parched lips and wrapped them around one of her nipples, sucking on the stiffened teet like a newborn babe.



"Yeah, that's it," Madelaine purred, fingers exploring his thick mass of curly brown hair. "Bite it."
Brian looked up at her, nipple slipping from between his lips. "You want me to bite it?"
"Mmhmm," she grinned. "I like it a little rough."
Needing no further invitation, Brian returned her hard pink nipple to his mouth, clamping it between his teeth and nibbling lightly upon the sensitive flesh.
"Harder," Madelaine cooed, hugging his head to her chest.
Brian bit down harder, living teeth marks on her skin and drawing a squeal.
"Sorry, was that too hard?"
"No, that was perfect," said Madelaine. Kissing him once more, she hopped down from his lap and laid across the bed. She propped herself up on her elbows, shiny red hair falling about her shoulders. "Get that cream."
Brian fetched the bottle of cream, crawling on top of her as he gave it a shake.
"On my tits."
Brian flicked the cap off the bottle, spraying a perfectly coiled cream pyramid onto each of her nipples. He returned his lips to her chest, excess cream smearing into his beard as he sucked at her gooey nipples.
"Lick my pits," she said, raising an arm and settling it above her head.
Taking one final lap of her now thoroughly rigid nipple, Brian trailed his tongue across her breast and up to her shaven pit, enjoying a long lick of her sweet, lotioned flesh. Licking back across her chest, Brian moved down to her lower torso, looking up into Madelaine's stunning brown eyes as he planted soft kisses on her midriff.
"Turn around, Madelaine," he said, stopping agonisingly short of her now quivering mound.
"Yes, sir," she grinned, flipping over and laying flat on her tummy.
"Oh my god, this ass!" Brian exclaimed, pawing and prodding inquisitively at her thick, muscled cheeks.
Then, without a single word of warning, he prised them apart; strong fingers squeezing every sinew as he dove in headfirst, burying himself in her crack.
"Ooh! Wow!" Madelaine yelped, eyes bulging as Brian's beardy face burrowed into her booty, tongue shooting out and invading her asshole.
"Mmm, yes, Brian! Eat that ass, baby!" she purred, reaching back and gripping a pawful of his thick brown mane.
Peachy orbs smooshed tightly around his face, Brian bobbed his head, sinking his slick tongue in and out of her rectum. Probing deeper with each excited plunge, he delighted in the sweet, sweet taste of her sphincter.
"Hey, wait," said Madelaine, cooing in response to the rimming. "I've got an idea."
Surfacing reluctantly from the depths of her crack, Brian kept those juicy cheeks clasped in his hands, watching on as Madelaine clutched the tube of cream and pointed it at her backside. Prying her spheres as wide as they would go, her tight pink asshole split right open. He spat a thick glob of saliva onto her puckered rim, lubing it further as Madelaine set the creamy nozzle against her sphincter and pushed it inside. Pressing down on the nozzle, she squirted a helping of cream right up her tuchus, retracting the tube as a white pearl of sweet dairy goo billowed out from her winking anus.
"There you are, Bri. Enjoy."
And enjoy it, he did. In truth, Madelaine's asshole had been sweet enough without the filling of fresh whipped cream. But with it, her booty was the tastiest treat known to mankind- a dish so mouthwatering that even the world's most talented chef couldn't have topped it. Brain sunk his tongue deep into her rectum, scooping out clump after clump of sloppy cream and diving back in for more. By the time he was done, the sweet dairy goo had been smeared everywhere; over his lips, in his beard and all over Madelaine's cheeks. Putting his lips to her silken flesh, Brain lapped up the excess cream, moulding her orbs in his hands as he polished them with his tongue.
"Hmm," Madelaine grinned, sitting up on the bed and turning to face him, "you got right in there, huh?"
She locked lips with him once more, tasting the cream smeared around his mouth.
"Maybe I should return the favour." She kissed him again. "Would you like that, Brian?"
"Hell yeah, I'd like that."
Madelaine giggled. "Thought you might."
She gripped the hem of his t-shirt and pulled it up over his head. His body was round and doughy. A hefty set of man breasts gave way to an even heftier gut, the swell of which was lined with coarse brown hairs.
"Lay down," she said, patting the bed cover.
Brain didn't have to be told twice. He laid out across his bed, parting his legs as Madelaine crawled between them. Unbuckling his belt, she tugged down his jeans and undies, revealing his thick, flaccid cock, nestled in a bed of pubes. Sliding her hands under his chubby thighs, she pushed them back, moulding Brian into a curious position his flabby build looked incapable of forming. Wrapping his arms around the backs of his knees, Brian held his legs aloft, spread wide either side of his torso. Ass thrust out, his hairy buttcrack spread open readily.
Not fazed by the dense brown forest growing from his backside, Madelaine dove in, burying her face deep inside his crevice. Sticking out her tongue, she fought through thick shrubbery, finding his asshole and jamming it in.
"Uhh, fuck!" Brian groaned as that slick red tongue invaded his rectum, probing softly and wagging about inside.
Madelaine caressed his fleshy cheeks, running her painted fingertips through his ass hair. Nose squishing up against his balls, she sunk in deeper, the tip of her tongue nearly tickling his prostate. Quivering from the rimjob, Brian reached down and started stroking his cock, girthy shaft growing in his hands. It wasn't long before it was rock hard, towering over Madelaine as she feasted on his rear.
"Uh uh," she said, prising her tongue from his rectum and looking up at him, wagging a manicured finger. "No touching."
Finding the urge to stroke himself hard to resist, but eager to do as she told him, Brian let go; his thick rod remaining perfectly upright thanks to the contrast stream of blood now rushing to his tip. Grinning up at him from between his thighs, Madelaine got back to work. Gripping his cheeks and bobbing her pretty red head, she jabbed her tongue in and out of his backside, wagging it deeper with every plunge.
Before long, Brian's cock was flopping about every which way as she tongued his ass, globs of precum forming in the tip and trickling down his shaft. Delighting in the pleasure she was giving him but afraid he may go off early, Madelaine emerged from his crack once more, mouth sticky and smeared with sweat.
Resting his legs back down on the mattress, Madelaine climbed aboard. Setting a knee either side of his chunky form, the auburn beauty mounted him like a thoroughbred. Squatting above him, she reached back and gripped his pole, rubbing the tip against her dripping labia.
"Ever fucked a girl in the ass before?" she asked softly, guiding his crown along her slick, wet lips and right up to her butthole.
Trembling so violently that he could barely speak, Brian shook his head.
"Wanna pop that cherry?" she asked. "I love it in the butt."
Unsure if he was equal to the task, but eager to find out, Brian nodded enthusiastically.
Madelaine giggled. "I thought you might."
Seeping tip pressing against her sphincter, Madelaine lowered herself onto him, gasping as it slipped inside. The remaining cream from his earlier jaunt dribbling down Brian's bellend, Madelaine began to rock slowly atop his chubby frame. Saliva and precum the only lubricant, the progress was slow, but Madelaine worked her snug, pink asshole up and down his pole with faultless grace. Face lit up in the throes of pleasure, she bucked at him harder, swollen pink head twitching in her rectum.
"Oh, fuck! That's tight!" he groaned, Madelaine's sphincter squeezing his pulsing rod.
Reveling in the thrill of his very first anal, Brian sat up, gripping Madelaine's ass and helping her along his pole. Throwing her arms around his shoulders, Madelaine ran her fingers through his hair, gripping onto his thick brown curls and using them for purchase as she bounced on his cock. Moving his hands up to her hips, Brian offered his assistance, and before long, he was practically throwing her up and down atop his portly frame.
Hopping wildly, Madelaine worked her gorgeous booty up and down his dick, each pass taking another inch. Soon she was sinking to the hilt, her peachy ass clattering against him, sending ripples through his thunderous thighs. Madelaine put her lips to his and kissed him passionately, moaning into his mouth as she rode his prick. Throbbing crown mining deeper inside her, their bodies collided with deafening claps. Lips locking and tongues writhing, she unleashed a breathy groan, an orgasm budding from deep inside her.
"You're gonna make me cum," she said, breaking from the kiss but remaining close, gorgeous face pressed to his.
Riding him harder, she threw her head back in a fit of passion. Those lustrous red locks spilled down her back as she looked to the heavens, bellowing into the hotel ceiling.
"Uhhh! FUCK!" she screamed, face lit up like the Fourth of July, perky chest heaving as she reached her peak, a thunderous orgasm tearing through her sumptuous frame.
Trembling from head to foot, Madelaine reached back and pried Brian's dick from the grip of her asshole. Climbing down from his lap, she knelt between his thighs and gripped his throbbing pole. Cock glistening from the tip to the base, she gaped her lips and fed it inside. Taking it to the hilt right off the bat, Madelaine's pouty red lips puckered at his groin; long, wispy pubes tickling her upper lip. Guzzling greedily and sucking hard, she gleefully slurped up every ounce of ass juice, bathing his shaft she was cleaning it for inspection.
Swollen head throbbing against her tonsils, Madelaine gagged but didn't expel, keeping the schlong in her mouth as she poked out her tongue and lapped at his swollen balls. Finally releasing it in a wave of spit, long strands of the stuff connected the crown to her sticky red pillows, expensive lipstick now thoroughly smeared. Lips still messy and mouth still wet, Madelaine threw her arms around Brian's shoulders and kissed him once more. Devouring each other with viscous intent, Brian's greedy mouth laid claim to the rest of her lipstick, the chubby nerd now wearing more of it than her as they continued to smooch. Tongues grappling, lips smacking together, Madelaine chewed at Brian's face like she was doing so for sustenance, smooth hand pumping his shaft all the while.
"Do you wanna fuck my ass some more?" she asked, practically prying her lips off of his.
"Please," said Brian, sticky lips curled up in a grin.
Turning around and kneeling over his chunky thighs, Madelaine stroked his girthy pole, teasing her butthole with that throbbing, round head. Lowering herself onto his rod, Brian was treated to a breathtaking view of her ass as she clasped it at the base and guided it in. Her booty was, quite simply, a work of art. Creamy and firm and toned to perfection, it curved out from the small of her back like a Georgia peach, but twice as juicy.
Bulging head twitching in her rear, Madelaine squatted over his thick, flabby frame, working her ass up and down his rod. Reaching back and gripping her behind, she spread those cheeks apart, giving Brian a fantastic view of her bleached pink anus as the meat of his wang vanished inside. Leaning back, she rested her hands against his doughy chest for support. Brian's body wasn't the sturdiest, and Madelaine wobbled slightly as she gripped his man boobs. But she kicked off her heels, planted her feet on the mattress and rode him all the same. Sprawled out like a crab, she started performing perfectly executed hip thrusts atop his chunky form, shapely, round booty clattering against his thighs with each pass.
Up to this point, Madelaine had been firmly in control. But now it was Brian's turn. Wrapping his hands around her slender waist, he held the auburn beauty firmly in place, poised tantalisingly above his groin. Thrusting hard, he reamed her tight backdoor, drilling his dick up into her with as much force as his portly build would allow. Wobbly belly smacking against her ass, the loud slaps of their bodily collisions carried through to the hotel hallway, drawing the attentions of night staff and fellow guests alike.
"Yes, that's it, Brian!" Madelaine shrieked, titties jiggling with each thunderous clap. "Fuck that ass, baby!"
He was in little need of encouragement. Powered by the excitement of his debut anal excursion, Brian was going at Madelaine's rear with force and vigour he didn't know he possessed. Each thrust seemed harder than the last, his round, twitching bellend tunneling further into her snug back passage with every stroke. Reaching between her thighs and strumming her clit, it wasn't long before Madelaine was on the verge of orgasm once more, each mighty thrust sending jolts of pleasure shooting through her sumptuous form. One more pass and that climax was sparked; powerful shock waves rumbling through her body as she threw her head back and cried out into the ceiling above.
"Oh, yes! FUUUCCCKKK!!!" she screamed, asshole squeezing Brian's dick like a ligature as a rapturous orgasm shook her body to the core.
Reaching back and gripping it at the base, she pried Brian's rod from her bottom once more. Crawling in reverse across the comfy mattress, Madelaine backed up that juicy backside and parked it on his face. Putting all her weight on his fat, chubby face, the redheaded actress practically smothered him half to death with her supple, round rear. Though if the stir in his nether regions was anything to go by, the big, beardy bloater didn't have many complaints. In fact, he was having a whale of a time and wasn't going to let little things like blocked off airways take away from his enjoyment of her ass.
Wrapping his arms around the small of her back, Brian practically pinned her toned body to his face, holding her so tight that she couldn't have escaped if she'd wanted to. Warmth of her butthole tickling his nostrils, her dribbling pink labia were perched on his lips. Shooting out his tongue, he sunk it in deep, wagging it about in her cooch and tasting her arousal.
Eager to reciprocate, Madelaine leaned forward, tonguing at his winking slit and wrapping her lips around his crown. Drops of precum dribbling across her tongue, she cradled his meaty thighs, using his heavy bulk for leverage as she pulled herself in on his pole, head bobbing wildly at his crotch. Thick, veiny inches vanishing into her mouth, her lips puckered as they zeroed in on their target. Bulging crown tickling her tonsils, Brian once again felt the soft embrace of Madelaine's pillowy red lips as she smooched his jutting groin. Slurping greedily at his pulsing schlong, Madelaine drenched his dick in a fresh coat of spittle.
Brian cooed helplessly from beneath her slender frame, cock spasming in her drooling trap. He was reluctant to halt the long, deep puls of her world class BJ, but with his impending eruption close at hand, Brain was forced to take drastic measures. Reaching down between his thighs, he gripped his dong at the base, wrenching it from Madelaine's mouth in a spray of spit.
"Hmmhmm, ready to cum, are you?" she chuckled as she looked back at Brian, face still submerged beneath the shapely, round curves of her ass.
"Uh huh!" Brian replied as best he could, voice muffled by her luscious orbs.
Madelaine climbed down from atop his chunky form and laid back across the bedspread. Brian gasped desperately for air as he hopped down off the bed, dick pounding in his hand as he stroked himself. Legs pulled back as far as they'd go, Madelaine gripped her peachy orbs and spread them apart, snug pink rim splitting open invitingly.
"Do it in my ass!" she said, asshole winking at Brian as she beckoned him in.
Bending slightly at the knees, Brian pointed his drooling tip at her round, gaping butthole and guided it in. Spread open as it was, not even the ultra-tight grip of her colon could halt the momentum of his powerful thrust. And no sooner was his head buried inside, was the rest of his schlong entombed along with it; his first pass taking him right to the girthy base.
Pressing down on her thighs, Madelaine's feet were pushed back even further, so much so that her pedicured toes were practically touching above her auburn mane. Gripping her firmly with his strong hands, Brian held her in place as he reamed her back door, twitching crown boring deep into her guts with each passing stroke. Humping wildly, his big, swinging balls cannoned repeatedly against her supple rear. Rampant ass pounding sending her genitals aquiver, Madelaine reached out and rubbed her aching clit.
"Fuck! I'm gonna cum again!" she shrieked, fingers a blur as she strummed herself senseless.
Asshole tightening around his rod, Brian went at her trembling frame with renewed vigour, flabby flesh rippling as he pounded her rear. Face screwed in a fit of lust, she emitted an ear-piercing screech as her pussy erupted, dousing her lover in fluid. Delighting in the force of the blast, Brian threw his pelvis into her with slow, hard snaps, coaxing further sluices to spray from her spasming cooch.
"Phew!" Madelaine exclaimed, panting heavily as the squirting finally ceased. "Your turn, Brian. Fill me up, baby! Empty those balls in my ass!"
Eyes burning and testicles churning, Brian buried himself to the hilt once more, looking skyward and roaring at the top of his voice as he fired a scolding wad of goo straight up her colon.
"URGGGHHH!!! FUUUCCCKKK!!!"
For someone who used to nutting into a Kleenex, losing his load into an actual woman was something of a novelty. And not just any woman. A stunningly beautiful woman of worldwide renown who had one of the best booties in the business. A booty he was filling to the brim with seed as his rapidly deflating balls continued to empty. Finally, after what felt like an eternity had passed, his sac had been thoroughly voided. Pulling out, Madelaine was left with what felt like a weeks build up of soupy jism sloshing about in her booty.

"Wow!" she exclaimed, feeling that seering nut warm her insides. "You really needed to blow, huh?"
"Uh huh," Brian panted, still recovering from the force of his blast.
"I want to taste it," Madelaine declared. "Hand me that glass, would you?"
Brian fetched his champagne flute from the nightstand. Downing the contents in a single gulp, he passed the glass to Madelaine.
"Thank you," she said, taking the glass and holding it between her spread thighs.
Giving a slight push, her asshole relaxed, a flood of gooey, hot cum spilling out into the glass, filling it almost to the top.
"Mmm," she grinned, holding up the glass and inspecting the semen shady churning away inside. "Looks delicious."
Madelaine peeled a banana and dunked it into the glass, a mess of spunk dripping from the yellow flesh as she retrieved it. Feeding the banana between her lips, she sunk it down deep into her mouth, wrapping her lips around the soft flesh and sucking it clean.
"Ooh, yummy!" she purred, going back for a second helping.
Plunging the banana into her oral cavity, she bit off nearly the entire thing, tossing the skin over her shoulder as she chewed on the cum-soaked fruit and swallowed it down.
"Now that's what I call a dessert!" she declared, scooping up more spunk with a halved strawberry and scoffing that down too. "And look," she added, holding up the glass which was still half full, "a nice little night cap. Bottoms up."
Brian refilled his glass with champagne and chinked it against Madelaine's. Putting the glass to her lips, she tipped it back, winking at Brian as the last of his load slid down the edge of the glass and straight down her throat.



"Ahh!" she hissed, savouring the refreshing mouthful. "That really hit the spot. Well, I hope you enjoyed our date as much as I did, Brian."
"I loved it," he said, swigging from his glass of champagne.
"Good. What time is your flight tomorrow, by the way?"
"Six o'clock. In the evening."
"So you won't mind if I stay the night then? I don't like to wake up alone after a date."
"Not at all," he replied, barely able to contain his excitement.
"Good. And I hope you can get a little sleep on the plane," she said, regarding him with a devilish grin. "'Cause you won't be getting much tonight, that's for sure!"
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The camera faded in from black on a long white couch, stretching across the patio in a lush green yard in sunny Los Angeles. The word NEW! was sprayed across the wall behind in a cartoonish pink font, emblazoned on a bubbly baby blue background; a typically colourful backdrop that viewers of Swallowed's regularly scheduled programming were more than familiar with.
Sat on the couch was the beautiful Miss Taylor Swift; the first guest in a series of celebrity specials that would be running on the site over the next few months. Beaming warmly at the expensive camera, Taylor was kitted out in a figure hugging leopard print leotard. A headband with a matching set of furry cat ears was perched atop her head, pinning back her shiny blonde locks, lest they get in the way of the sloppy, wet suckjob that was soon to come.
"Hi, Taylor," said the director, his trusty lens trained on her sumptuous form.
"Hi," she replied, toothy smile stretching wider as she addressed the camera and the legions of viewers watching at home.
"It's a real pleasure to have you here. Our very first celebrity guest on Swallowed dot com."
"It's a pleasure to be here. Thank you for inviting me."
"So, do you like sucking dick, Taylor?" the director asked, getting straight down to business.
"I looove sucking dick," she said, a purr in her voice that was well worthy of the big cat she so closely resembled. "It's my favourite thing to do."
"And you're good at it too, huh?"
"The best," Taylor declared, returning an impish grin.
"And what makes you so good at sucking dick, Miss Taylor Swift?"
"Well, I'm a fantastic deepthroater. I'll make every inch of that cock disappear, no matter how big it might be."
"That a fact?" the director asked, cocking an eyebrow from behind his rig.
"Mmhmm," Taylor smirked proudly. "Every. Friggin'. Inch. And I'm a drooler, as well. I love making that dick all nice and sloppy when I'm sucking away at it!"
"Wow! Well, it sounds like your co-star's in for a treat today."
"Oh, yeah. Dude ain't gonna know what hit him!"
"Big words!" the director exclaimed. "Let's hope you've got the skills to back them up. OK, I think it's time we showed those guys at home this hot little body of yours. Stand up for me, please."
Taylor rose from the couch and the director stood along with her.
"Damn! Not so little, after all."
Taylor giggled. "Nuh uh."
"How tall are you?"
"5.8," Taylor declared, her spindly leopard-toned heels clearly adding an inch or two.
Cutting to a close up, a fisheye lens had been affixed to the director's rig; a staple of Swallowed's extensive back catalogue. Gorgeous face so perfectly framed, Taylor pouted her rosy red lips for the camera, gazing into the lens with those big, bright blue eyes. The tighter angle revealed an audaciously large set of hooped earrings swinging back and forth from her lobes, leopard print along with everything else.
"Mmm, that's sexy," the director declared, panning down to her bosom, the wide angle lens giving a little boost to her perky set of B-cups. "Can we see these titties?"
"Sure."
Her nipples poked through the leopard print fabric of her leotard and soon they were freed entirely as Taylor tugged down the shoulder straps and exposed her lovely tits to the air. She inched down her one piece and the director followed, trailing past her flat, toned midriff and down to her groin. Pointing the lens at her crotch, he captured a breathtaking close up as the pop star's pussy mound chewed up the thin material.
"Looks like you've got a nice little treat for us in there, Taylor."
"Mmhmm," she purred, running a testing finger over her barely concealed snatch.
"Let's take a look."
Taylor tugged down the rest of her leotard, sliding it down her long legs and kicking it aside.
"Split that pussy open for me."
She reached down and put her fingers to her cooze, parting them in an inverted V shape. Her wet lips spread open, showcasing that hot little twat in all it's sticky pink glory.
"Mmm, that looks good enough to eat," the director declared. "Actually, maybe your co-star would like a little taste before we get started. Ernesto!"
Quick as a flash, a handsome, light brown face squeezed into frame as Taylor's Hispanic co-star knelt at her feet, burying his head between her thighs. Keeping the camera tight on her groin, the director watched through the viewfinder as his male talent scoffed greedily at the singer's box, muffled groans escaping his busy mouth as he savoured the sweet, sweet taste. Manicured fingers combing through his slicked back hair, they came to rest at the back of his head, pinning him to her crotch.
The camera panned up to Taylor's face, capturing those stunning features as they lit up in the throes of pleasure.
"He's good at that, huh, Taylor?"
"Uh huh," she purred, eyes closed, lips puckered even more than usual as that skilled tongue worked wonders on her clitorous.
"Let's take a look at that butt."
"Aww, do I have to?" Taylor cooed, clearly reluctant to release the Latin stud from her grasp.
"Yep, I'm afraid so. Don't worry, he'll get a taste of that too."
Taylor sighed playfully. "OK."
With a heavy heart, she let go of Ernesto's head and he surfaced from between her legs. Taylor turned around and thrust out her ass for the camera, the wide angle lens emphasizing her already impressive curves.
"Mmm, fuck!" the director hissed. "That's a peach, huh?"
"Mmhmm," Taylor grinned, looking back into the camera lens. "It tastes like one too."
"Hmm. I'm wondering if Ernesto could confirm that for me."
Without saying a word, Ernesto gripped Taylor's beach-bronzed ass cheeks and split them apart, her sphincter winking at him as he dove inside.
"Oh my God!" Taylor gushed, eyes nearly popping out of her skull as her Hispanic co-star burrowed into her rear. "When did you last feed this guy?!"
The director laughed. "You've been starving yourself, huh, Ernesto?"
"Si," he murmured in response, his long, slick tongue already sliding in and out of the singer's backdoor.
That dainty little hand reached back once more, gripping the back of his head and holding him between her cheeks. Face submerged in the depths of her crevice, Ernesto's tongue wagged about in her rectum, that slimy tip seeking out her deepest of innards.
"Looks like he's pretty good at that too," the director declared.
"Mmhmm," Taylor replied, cooing like a ringdove as her handsome co-star munched on her behind.
"OK, I think it's time you did a little tasting of your own." The director tapped his male talent on the shoulder. "Out you come, buddy."
Ernesto pried his head reluctantly from Taylor's crack as the camera lens was trained on her face.
"Ready to suck some dick now?"
"Born ready," she replied, licking her lips with excitement.
Ernesto stood and Taylor dropped promptly to her knees.
"Wow!" she exclaimed, rosy lips forming a perfect O as she gazed at the lump in his jeans.
"That's a big one, huh?" asked the director.
"Friggin' huge!" Taylor gushed, licking his shaft through the denim.
"How about you pop that thing out and take a look?"
Taylor didn't need a second invitation. She unbuttoned Ernesto's jeans and tugged them down, his incredibly long penis uncoiling from within and dangling between his thighs. It was only about half-hard, but already his thick light brown bellend was swinging around his kneecaps, an equally weighty set of cum-filled gonads hanging on either side.
"Holy fuck!" said Taylor, gawking listlessly at the fat slab of meat swinging from his groin.
From here on the director kept his mouth shut, happy to let his celebrity guest and her world class suckjob skills do the talking for the both of them. Standing beside Ernesto, he trained his camera on the Latino's groin. The classic POV shot; a staple of his body of work.
Taylor took Ernesto's cock in her hands and started to stroke, the girthy member throbbing in her grasp. She shot out her tongue and lapped at the head, making light work of the hot, sticky precum that pooled in the winking tip.
Gaping her lips as wide as they'd go, Taylor fed that bulbous bellend into her mouth, sucking at it as she stroked the shaft. River of prespunk trickling across her tongue, the gorgeous blonde felt the girthy trunk grow and stiffen in her hands as she worked it over. Bobbing slightly at his jutting brown groin, that massive dong reached its full rigidity as she took in some of his length.
Taylor's lips roamed along the shaft, leaving thick trails of saliva in their wake. Every pass taking another inch, she placed her hands on Ernesto's thighs, clearing the track as she reached the home straight. Bulging head prodding at her tonsils, Taylor fought her gag reflex with every ounce of her might. Willing herself onward, she didn't stop until those big, thick prickpillows were puckered at her co-star's crotch.
"Ay! Mi gusta!" Ernesto groaned, legs nearly buckling from underneath him as the fair-haired songstress smooched his manscaped groin.
Keeping it inside for as long as she could manage, Taylor expelled that throbbing fuckstick in a wave of spit, thick ropes of the stuff dripping from his underbelly.
"Phew!" Taylor sighed, gasping for air and grinning at the camera lens with victorious delight. "Fuck, that's a big cock!"
Moving around to the side, the director captured the action from a new angle as Taylor dipped down and gobbled up Ernesto's balls. Suckling at each of the fat, swinging orbs, Taylor let her co-star's schlong rest against her face, spit smearing across her skin. Comfortably larger than her head, the tip of Ernesto's rod peaked someway north of her glossy blonde hairline, giving the blonde beauty a good few inches of meat to reach up and stroke as she tended to his plums.
Sucking at them greedily and dousing them in spittle, both of Ernesto's nuts were sopping wet by the time she was done, thick drops of saliva dripping from his sack and down onto the floor as she returned to his dong. Licking slowly up the length of his pole, Taylor steered that swollen head back between her lips, vanishing his length once more.
And this time, there was no slow build up. In fact, no sooner had Ernesto's crown slid past her lips, was that raging red bellend pushing up against her tonsils, every inch of that light brown pipe hidden beneath her powdered cheeks.
"Dios mio!" Ernesto exclaimed, impressed by the ease with which his dong disappeared.
He'd worked with some of the most talented women in the industry and had encountered many a prestigious cocksucker in his time. But Taylor's blowjob skills put theirs to shame and from here on out, the cock-hungery singer went at him like a woman possessed. Every bob of her head sent those thick, pouty lips trailing up to the ridge of his crown, before quickly returning from whence they came. The director moved around the patio from one spot to the next, capturing the top notch BJ from every conceivable angle. And wherever he went, Taylor's eyes followed, those gorgeous azure peepers following the camera like they were glued to the lens.
Sucking down that beast with vicious intent, Taylor doused his shaft in volumes of fluid, each pull of her lips leaving behind wet, sloppy trails to trickle down onto the floor. Monstrous girth throbbing against her tongue, Ernesto's head gave a particularly vigorous spasm as it prodded the back of her throat. Unsure of how much more her co-star could take, Taylor gripped his rod at the base and pried it from between her lips, releasing that ticking time bomb of a cock before it detonated in her mouth.
"Madre dios!" Ernesto sighed, panting heavily, his dick still twitching as she pulled it free.
"Damn!" the director exclaimed. "Looks like he needs a break, huh?"
"Mmhmm," Taylor agreed, a devilish grin tickling her lips.
"I think it's time you had a taste of that ass. What do you say?"
"Mmm!" Taylor purred excitedly. "I think so too."
*
Moments later, thanks to the wonders of post-production, Ernesto was laid back on the couch, legs spread wide as Taylor knelt before him. Hairless ass cheeks held firmly apart, she shot out her tongue and slid it up his rectum. Gazing forward into the glass of the camera lens, the gorgeous singer stared a hole through her co-star, the director and the guys jerking off at home all in one hit as she munched on the Hispanic's rear.
Tongue outstretched, Taylor bobbed furiously at Ernesto's backside, her full set of lips kissing his sphincter with each gluttonous motion. Still rock hard and violently throbbing, Ernesto's long brown pipe flopped about like it had a mind of its own, twitching incessantly with each deep probe of her tongue.
Burrowing deep into the crack of his ass, Taylor was happy to let her co-star's fat, bloated balls squish against her nose, restricting her breathing and filling her nostrils with his manly musk. Long, skilled tongue buried in his rectum, Taylor wagged it around in the furthest reaches, the tip so deep she could almost check his prostate.
Briefly re-emerging from the darkness of his crack, Taylor spat a thick jet of saliva at her co-star's ring, gooey spit smearing across her mouth and making a mess of her lipstick. Returning to his strip-waxed crevice, Taylor licked from his asshole right the way up to his balls, leaving behind long, sloppy moist trails across his hairless taint.
Continuing along the trunk of his cock, Taylor journeyed all the way up to that bulging red bellend, stopping at the tip and lapping at it once more. Ernesto lowered his legs and his co-star settled between them, feeding his crown back between her lips and sucking ferociously. Lips pursed tight around his quivering bellend, Taylor coaxed further drops of precum from his drooling wet tip, gooey rivulets of the stuff seeping out and dribbling across her tongue.
"Ay! Mierda!" Ernesto grunted.
Pushing her headband aside, he gathered think handfuls of Taylor's vibrant blonde hair, swiftly guiding her up and down his shaft. Strong, tattooed hands tugging at her locks, Taylor's mouth slid up and down the Latino's shaft, lips gliding from bellend to base. Slobbering profusely, a thick mess of spit dripped down Ernesto's wang, bathing his shaft and wetting his ballsack.
Helmet throbbing in her sopping gullet, Ernesto's eruption was close at hand. Eager to sign off in style, the Latin hunk wasn't going to let the scene end without giving his celebrity co-star one hell of a facefucking. Holding her up by the strands of her hair, Ernesto bucked his hips at a furious pace, driving his cock up into her face.
*UK* *UK* *UK* *UK*
Taylor's eyes bulged wide as that mighty trunk soared through her dripping maw, that dribbling crown pushing her tonsils aside and jabbing at the back of her throat. Saliva rained from her upturned face, adding a fresh layer of slop to his already spit-drenched shaft. Ernesto's fat set of balls, flung up from the couch cushion, that big, saggy wet sack slinging drops of spittle this way and that as it slapped against her throat.
Pinning her face to his groin once more, Taylor could feel those bloated gonads churning as they pressed against her cheek, that long brown dick pounding incessantly in her darkest recesses.
"Mierda! I'm gonna cum!" he blurted out.
He tugged at Taylor's locks, prying himself from between her lips before he blew his beans straight down her gullet. Taylor gasped for air, making one final addition to the volumes of spittle already dripping from his junk.
A quick cut later, and Taylor was back on her knees, gazing into the lens in anticipation as Ernesto stood before her, stroking his Latin schlong. As the scene geared up to its big finale, both the singer and her co-star bore all the hallmarks of a blowjob well given.
Taylor's flawlessly-applied makeup now ceased to exist- a smear of lipstick and two dried rivers of mascara the only evidence that she'd ever worn any at all. Her cat-eared headband, once such an integral part of her scanty little outfit, had been long forgotten about; the leopard-print item now strewn somewhere on the patio floor. Her hair was wildly disheveled, shiny golden strands now plastered to her cheeks with volumes of sticky, wet spittle.
Though when it came to saliva distribution, the gooey smears around Taylor's mouth were a drop in the ocean compared to the leagues of slop coating not only Ernesto's long brown cock, but his upper thighs, lower midriff and giant ballsack as well.
Taylor opened her mouth and wagged her tongue invitingly, lapping at Ernesto's bellend and gleefully licking up every drop of precum that oozed from his wide-open slit.
"You ready for some cum?" asked the director, lens trained on her gaping maw.
"Uh huh," Taylor replied, reaching up and caressing her co-star's balls; fat, swinging orbs that were soon to be emptied straight into her waiting mouth.
* SCHLICK * SCHLOCK * SCHLICK * came the sounds as Ernesto beat his meat, his fingers gliding up and down that spit-soaked shaft at a mile and minute. Dickhead throbbing against her outstretched tongue, a deafening roar burst forth from the bowels of his throat as his penis erupted, an almighty wad of gloopy, hot spunk spewing from his slit and plastering across her slick red flesh.
Panting heavily and muttering to himself in Spanish, Ernesto stepped away, allowing the director to move in close. Camera trained on her gaping maw, he captured that unworldly ejaculate as it pooled between her lips, stirring and churning as it drowned her tongue. Closing her lips, Taylor gulped down that gooey load in a single hit, purring delightedly as it nestled in the pit of her belly.
"Mmm, yummy!" she exclaimed, a triumphant grin stretched across her face as she looked into the camera lens.
"That's all gone, huh?" the director asked.
"Yup!" Taylor replied, sticking out her tongue for proof.
"Did you have fun today?"
"So much fun! And I hope your viewers enjoyed it too. Thanks for watching, guys. Hope you came like this guy did," said Taylor, gripping Ernesto's cock one last time and sucking out the final few clinging droplets from his urethra. "Byeee!" She blew a kiss to the camera, waving to her fans as the scene faded to black.
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"Hi there, ladies," said Swallowed's resident cameraman.
The video faded in on a white leather sofa, the centrepiece of a typically brightly-coloured lounge. Loud and garish cartoon-style paintings hung from the wall behind, while a number of multicoloured scatter cushions had been placed strategically around the two dark-skinned women perched on the luxurious couch.
"Hi," they responded in unison, gorgeous smiles directed at the lens.
Scantily clad in a pair of tiny white bikinis, the two girls- one of Caribbean descent, the other of Indian- were quite the pair of exotic beauties. Positioned on the left, Nathalie Emmanuel's trademark kinky dark hair was as full and lustrous as ever, framing her face in thick, tightly-curled ringlets. Sat beside the Game of Thrones actress was her co-star for the day and fellow Brit, Miss Naomi Scott, her product-rich, glossy black hair carefully parted and slicked into place.
"Welcome, ladies," said the director. "And what brings two such beautiful women in front of my camera today?"
"We're gonna share a dick today," Naomi declared, responding in a West London accent that years working in Hollywood had failed to shed.
"Yeah. A nice big one, right?" Nathalie asked, the hope in her voice as clear as day.
"Uh huh," the director replied. "A fat, juicy American cock for you lovely British ladies."
"Oooh! Sounds just right!" Nathalie exclaimed, squirming in her seat in anticipation.
"Have you girls ever shared a dick before?"
"With each other?" Naomi asked.
"Yeah, with each other, or anyone else."
"Not with each other, but I shared a cock with Elizabeth Banks during my audition for Charlie's Angels. In fact, that's how I got the part."
"I see," the director replied. "And you?"
"Oh, yeah. Me and the girls used to share dicks all the time when I worked on Game of Thrones. Actually, a whole load of us teamed up on one of the set builders this one time. Me. Sophie. Maisie. Emilia. Nat. It got a little crowded but it was a lot of fun. The bloke enjoyed himself too!"
"I'm sure he did. Well, since this is your first time sharing a dick together, I think you two should get to know each other a little better first. How about you have a little kiss for those guys watching at home?"
"Sure!" Naomi replied, scooching across the couch cushions and nuzzling in close to her co-star.
The director moved in for a close up as those two dark-skinned hotties puckered their plump, shiny lips, pushing them neatly together. It started off slow but quickly intensified, and before long, the mixed-race Brits were nearly chewing each other's faces off, pink gloss smudging as their lips sealed shut. Sloppiness was the order of the day and the two babes had certainly gotten the memo. In practically no time at all, the pair of them were swapping spit like it was going out of style, oceans of the stuff sloshing back and forth from one mouth to the next.
Finally, and with their entire audience left utterly spellbound, their lips pried slowly apart. Surprisingly easily in the opinion of the director, who was beginning to suspect that he might have to separate them with a crowbar. Cleaning up the stray gloss with a pair of manicured fingers, the two girls gave one another a quick peck on the lips for good measure before turning to face the camera.
"Wow!" the director gushed, finally able to form words again after the all-girl smooch had rendered him speechless. "What a start! Stand up, ladies. Let's see you side by side."
The pair clasped hands and rose to their feet. The camera trailed slowly from twin pairs of matching white stiletto heels and up two sets of long, slender legs; one milk chocolate, the other caramel. Scarcely hidden by two indecently skimpy pairs of thin white bikini bottoms, both their lady parts were already slick with excitement, and the sticky moisture soaking into the fabric offered up a tantalizing outline of the tasty English delicacies beneath. Continuing up past two flat little midriffs and two perky sets of breasts, the director pointed his camera at their gorgeous faces, twin pairs of nut-brown peepers practically eye fucking the expensive lens.
"Stunning," he declared as he peered through the viewfinder, mesmerised by their beauty. "I'm gonna have to go to England if all the women there look like you!"
The girls laughed. "You should," said Naomi, lips curled up in a grin.
"Turn around for me," the director instructed. "Let's see what you girls look like from behind."
He stepped back, getting their whole bodies into frame as they turned to face the wall, arms wrapped around each other's waists as they stuck their booties out behind them. Moving in close once more, he trained his camera on Naomi's rear, his wide angle lens adding some additional roundness to her already flawlessly-shaped cheeks.
"Damn," he sighed, gazing at the viewfinder as that mouth-watering backside filled his entire lens.
"Nice arse, ain't it?" said Nathalie, giving those peached-shaped buns a playful squeeze.
"Fuck yeah, it is," the director agreed. "Why don't you get down here and give it a closer look?"
In the blink of an eye, the mixed-race beauty was squatted down beside her friend. Digging her nails into those wonderfully toned cheeks, she carefully pried them apart, unveiling the wire-thin g-string that flossed Naomi's buns like a pair of incisors.
"Peel that thing to the side. Shows us that asshole."
Nathalie did as instructed, hooking her finger under the string of her co-star's thong and hastily tugging it aside. Spreading her buttocks as wide as they'd go, Naomi's puckered round asshole split open invitingly.
"Mmm, look at that cute little arsehole," Nathalie purred, grinning naughtily as that pretty brown ring winked at her and the camera.
"Why don't you give that a little taste?" the director suggested.
"Happy to," Nathalie grinned, diving in deep without further prompting.
Beautiful face buried in her crack, Nathalie's tongue darted out from between her lips, quickly disappearing up her co-star's butt. Fucking her nimbly with that slithery red flesh, Nathalie's curly dark hair swished back and forth as she bobbed her head, tongue sinking deep into her girlfriend's rectum. Surfacing briefly from between her cheeks, Nathalie fired a glob of spittle straight at Naomi's sphincter, burrowing back inside and bathing her bottom in drool.
"How does that feel?" the director asked, camera pointed at Naomi's face.
"Feels fucking great," she replied, glossy lips puckered and eyelids aflutter.
"Sure looks like it. Maybe you oughta return the favour, huh?"
"Mmm, I think I should."
*
Moments later, once the editor had done his thing, Nathalie was laid back across the couch, g-string removed and those long, long legs splayed wildly akimbo. Booty thrust out over the edge of the seat, her tiny little asshole and juicy brown pussy lips were nicely agape, ready and waiting for her co-star's tongue.
Positioning herself between those delicious buttcheeks, Naomi stuck out her tongue, gazing up into the camera lens as she plunged into her opposite number. Gorgeous face buried between her thighs, Naomi's sprightly red tongue wriggled and writhed up her co-star's butt, scouring her innards and pushing in deep. Nathalie purred in delight, her sweet chocolate slit leaking like a sieve as her girlfriend ate her ass. Reaching down and strumming that stiff little clit, Naomi's nose was embedded in her cooch, inhaling her scent as she tongued her backdoor.
Prying her tongue from the holiest of holies, Naomi licked slowly, tortuously along her co-star's taint. Lapping up the excess fluid, that skilled tongue trailed along the lips of her pussy and settled on her sensitive clit. Smothering it with her pouty pink lips, Naomi sucked hard at that stiff, throbbing bud, feeling it grow as she worked her magic.
"Damn! You're good at that, huh?" the director observed, the lens of his camera stuck right in the actress' face.
"Mmhmm," Naomi grinned. "You pick up a few things when you hang out with Kristen Stewart."
She spat a mess of drool over Nathatlie's pussy before promptly returning for seconds, sticking her tongue deep up her co-star's snatch and fucking her with all she had.
So entranced was the director by the all-star lesbian lovin' that he almost forgot he was shooting a blowjob scene. And indeed, one of his go-to hunks had been in the vicinity for quite some time now, growing increasingly impatient as he watched on from the sidelines. The director's stud of choice for this particular scene was Johnny, a chiseled young white guy with thick brown parted hair and a hefty bulge in his skin-tight undies that had only gotten bigger as the scene progressed. Figuring he'd made him wait long enough already, the director put a reluctant end to the pussy-only preview and moved on to the feature presentation.
"OK, girls, who wants to suck some dick?"
"I do! I do! I do!" the ladies chirped in unison as they leapt up from the couch, each other's parts swiftly forgotten about at the promise of penis.
*
A quick cut later and Johnny was seated on the comfy white couch. Underwear removed, the light-skinned stud was now naked as the day he was born, monstrously tall flesh column towering from his well-groomed crotch. Moments later, he was joined by his co-stars, both women positively brimming with excitement at the prospect of sharing his dick.
"Ooh, yeah! That's a big fucking cock!" Naomi declared, purring delightedly as she knelt down beside him.
"Innit though," Nathalie agreed, settling between his thighs. "Fuckin' 'ell! Look at the size of his bollocks!" she laughed, her Essex accent thicker than ever.
Taking those bloated nuts in her hand, the half-black beauty slipped one between her plump set of lips, gobbling it up as her friend got to work on his rod. Leaning over his thigh, Naomi clasped Johnny's pole at the base, gripping it hard and holding it steady. Lips parted nice and wide, she slid them over his bulging, round helmet, drooling profusely and soaking it in slobber. Shiny pink lips puckered around his crown, the tip of her tongue slithered across his glans, finding his slit and pushing inside.
"Uhh! Sweet Jesus!" he groaned, tilting his head towards the ceiling as the gorgeous starlet tongued at his gaping pisshole.
Eyes fixed on the intruding camera, Nathalie released one of Johnny's balls from between her lips, the fat, swelling orb soggy with saliva as she spat it out and switched to the other. Bobbing and dipping at his well-muscled groin, Naomi's lips roamed up and down his rock hard dong, drenching it thoroughly as she ventured south. Hungry mouth honing in on his groin, inch after inch of vein-encrusted meat vanished between her full set of lips. One more push and the whole thing had gone, lips stretched like elastic around his ultra-wide trunk.
"God DAMN!" Johnny cussed from behind the camera, gripping the couch cushions for dear life as the half-Asian actress throated his massive wang.
Holding him there, she coughed and gagged as that already fat prick expanded inside her, juicy veins pulsing against her tongue. Raging bellened prodding at the back of her throat, Naomi's gag reflex finally kicked into action and she pushed against his thighs almost instinctively, freeing herself of that one-eyed beast. Mouth ascending up that lily-white shaft, the Indian goddess desperately sucked in air, spit dripping from her lips and down onto his junk.
"Blimey!" Nathalie exclaimed, one of Johnny's ever-swelling balls spilling from between her lips. "You don't mess about, do ya, love?!"
"Uh uh!" Naomi returned, grinning with pride as she went back for more.
Watching on from between his thighs, Nathalie fisted Johnny's sopping wet ballsack, gaping her lips apart and stuffing both testes inside. Brown cheeks bulging like a squirrel with a nut, she felt those swollen orbs stew as they rolled across her tongue. Slurping greedily and sucking hard, Johnny's long white trouser snake slid down Naomi's esophagus. Taking him to the hilt once more, Naomi's lips slid down his shaft, puckering delightfully as they pressed against her friend's. Smooching tenderly, their mouths locked together in a hungry embrace, every inch of Johnny's genitals stowed away inside.
"Woo!" Naomi shrieked, expelling his schlong in a spray of spit. "Teamwork!"
The girls met for a nice sloppy kiss, wet tongues swishing and swirling. Giggling amongst themselves, they gave their feminine biceps a triumphant flex for the camera.
*
Another cut and the girls had switched places. Legs spread and held in mid air, Johnny's ass hung precariously off the edge of the couch, cheeks neatly parted for the half-Indian actress knelt keenly before him. Without further delay, her head went forward and her tongue came out; moist flesh stabbing deep into his hairless behind.
"Yeah, that's it, babe. Lick that arse!" Nathalie encouraged, grinning wickedly as she watched from above.
Veiny schlong grasped sturdily at the base, the mixed-race Brit sunk down low with ravenous intent, parting her lips and devouring his helmet. Choking down a hardy portion, Nathatlie quickly added to the layers of drool left behind by her opposite number. Naomi had made that dick disappear in a matter of seconds, but Nathalie Emmanuel was not to be outdone. Dipping wildly at his lap, she sucked voraciously at that long, meaty pole, Johnny's big pink bellend sliding further down her throat.
Gooey streams of spit dripped down his dong as she slurped at the shaft. Oozing across his stretched out sac, those long, wet trails trickled over his smoothly-waxed taint and right down to his crack, dribbling across Naomi's tongue as she jabbed it into his rectum. Fingernails digging at his impressive glutes, she tonguefucked Johnny's asshole with little mercy, moist red flesh probing deeper each time.
Impaling her throat on that fat fleshy spear, Nathalie's head was but a light-brown blur as she bobbed at his towering groin. Stretches of shaft came and went, and soon a puckered wet smooch was laid upon his pelvis as she willed herself on, sucking up the final few inches. Keeping him there for as long as she could, she coughed and spluttered around that fat slab of meat, soaking it in saliva as it throbbed at the back of her throat.
"Ugh! FUCK!" Johnny exclaimed, reaching deep into that dense mass of curls and holding her in place, dick spasming as she bathed it in spit.
His big, fat balls were ready to unload. But premature ejaculation was a mortal sin for one in his profession and he quickly fished his rod from between the starlet's lips, prying it loose before he blew his ill-timed beans. He was, after all, a consummate professional. Gasping desperately as her airways were cleared, Nathalie made one final deposit to the leagues of spit now coating her co-star's junk. Meeting for a kiss, their tongues grappled fiercely as their lips interlocked, sharing the taste of their assigned body parts.
*
One final click of the editor's mouse and the girls were ready for the grand finale. Laying on her back with her thighs against the backrest, Naomi's head hung invitingly over the edge of the couch. Addressing the camera as it was thrust in her face, the half-Asian actress reached between her wide open legs, teasing her clit in anticipation.
"Come on, love. Stick that cock down my throat!"
Johnny didn't need to be told twice. Dick clutched at the ludicrously thick base, the endowed young porno stud squatted before her upturned body, slotting his crown between her lips. Pushing it past her tonsils, he placed his hands on the edge of the couch as he came to rest, his long flesh python entirely submerged. Bulbous crown nudging at the back of her throat, Naomi coughed and retched as that monster fuckstick pulsed against her tongue, his big, churning gonads squashing her cute button nose.
Practically doubled over as he stuffed his co-star's mouth, Johnny's well-muscled ass cheeks were nicey split open, his strip-waxed crevice just waiting to be explored. Nathalie was happy to oblige and she squeezed at his buttocks as she knelt behind him, shoving her face in his rear. Tongue shooting out from between her lips, it promptly slid up into his rectum, stretching out long and digging in deep.
Naomi sucked heartily at the thick, pulsing tube stuck between her lips, drop after drop of rich, salty precum leaking from the tip and straight down her gullet. Bobbing her head at a ferocious pace, Nathalie's tongue slinked smoothly through Johnny's rear, swelling his shaft even further and hastening the flow of arousal.
Dick throbbing incessantly, Johnny thought it best that he exercise some of his world class restraint. After all, it was traits such as these that had made his career in adult entertainment such a resounding success. That and his enormous cock, of course. Wrenching it carefully from Naomi's mouth, Johnny's rod was quite literally dripping with saliva.
"Woo!" Naomi shrieked, sucking in lungfuls of air. "Fuck, that's a fat dick!"
Hopping up from the couch, Nathalie swiftly replaced her, frizzy hair almost touching the floor as her head dangled down. Squatting low once more, Johnny pushed his cock into her mouth, filling it right off the bat. Though this time he wasn't content with simply jamming it in there, and no sooner had that meaty cock slid past her full pink lips, were those powerful hips of his thrusting down into her face.
"MMPF!" she cried, eyes popping wildly as that massive dong surged through her oral cavity, mining in deep and battering the back of her gullet.
* UK! * UK! * UK! * UK! * came the sounds as her throat was pummeled, those big, heaving gonads swinging back and forth like wrecking balls and smacking against her nose. Ropes of spit dripped down her face, leaving sticky, wet streaks in the thick dark locks of her hair.
While Johnny attempted to fuck the Essex accent out of her girlfriend's mouth, Naomi knelt behind him, her outstretched tongue pointed at his backside. Each thrust of his hips sent his long vanilla cock tunneling deep into Nathalie's maw, and when he pulled back, Naomi's tongue was there to greet him, rewarding his efforts with a slick, warm probe up his backside.
The extra stimulation had his dick hammering harder than ever and with one final row of his hips, he bottomed out, sheathing himself to the hilt.
"Fuck! Gonna bust!" he declared, his voice a helpless whimper.
Scrambling about in desperation, he pulled back just enough to avoid blasting straight down her throat. His words were music to Naomi's ears and she dove excitedly between his cheeks, tonguing his asshole once more. Nathalie sucked at his rod as it twitched between her lips, not stopping until he spewed his seed.
Bellowing at the top of his lungs, Johnny gave her what she wanted. Countless ropes of burning hot spunk blasted from the hole in his dick, her cheeks inflating like a puffer fish as he voided himself between them. Finally retracting, Johnny took a step back and the director moved in close.
"That's a lot of cum, huh?" he asked, an assertion that was most certainly in the running for understatement of the century.
Nathalie nodded, her face looking like it was ready to burst.
"Wanna share it with your friend?"
"Mmhmm!" Nathalie murmured, expressing as much enthusiasm as she could with her mouth full of splooge.
Naomi rejoined her friend as she leapt up from the couch. Squatting beneath her, the starlet's lips were wildly agape, tongue wagging as she awaited that seed. Leaning over her, Nathalie spat out a long cable of creamy white goop, which Naomi gladly caught between her lips, sloshing it about in her mouth before returning the favour.
Several cumswaps later, and the two women each had an identical share. Seeing away their portions with equal aplomb, the girls met for another deliciously messy kiss, wrapping the scene up with a neat little bow.



"How'd that taste, girls?" the director asked.
"Delicious!" Naomi declared, licking her lips so she could enjoy that flavour once more.
"Mmhmm," Nathalie agreed. "You Yanks have got really tasty spunk!"
"Do you have any more for us?" Naomi asked, the smile on her face positively demonic.
"Oh, I'm sure I can rustle some up from somewhere."
"Mmm, good," Nathalie purred, the desire in her voice almost palpable.
"Anything you want to say to the guys at home?"
"Yes, thanks for watching, fellas," said Naomi. "We hope you enjoyed this video and we hope you wanked yourselves into a coma while you watched it!" The girls smiled at the camera, signing off with one final kiss. "Bye, guys."
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It was a gorgeous day in Southern California and the sun was beating down on the city of Los Angeles from a cloudless, clear blue sky. Such beautiful weather most certainly merited the presence of some equally beautiful women, and as luck would have it, on this particularly bright, sunny day, Swallowed's resident cameraman had them in spades. As a matter of fact, there was a trio of such creatures lined up in front of his expensive lens, across a plush white leather couch.
Hailing from proud Latin stock, each of three women was more glamorous and exotic than the last. Dressed skimpily in an assortment of high top sneakers, long cotton tube socks and backwards snapbacks, the three women were even more eye-catching than the well-designed and brightly coloured mural sprayed on the wall behind them.
"Ola, senoritas!" said the director, adopting his best Spanish accent as he addressed his celebrity guests.
"Ola!" the ladies replied, equally bright, broad smiles beamed at the lens of his camera.
"What a pleasure it is to have three such beautiful mamacitas in front of my camera today," the director declared. "Let's get to know you all a little better, shall we? We'll start with you," he said, moving in close to the woman on his left. "What is your name?"
"Eiza Gonzalez," she replied. Miss Gonzalez had long since ditched her native accent, but she nevertheless recited her name with all the authentic Latin timbre that such an exotic moniker demanded.
"And where are you from?"
"Mejico," she replied. And let me tell you, the neighbours to the south have never sounded sexier.
"Mexico, OK. How about you?"
"My name is Ana De Armas. I'm from Cuba," the woman announced, speaking in an accent that was straight from the heart of Havana.
"Cuba, huh? Very exotic. And you?"
"I'm Rosa Salazar. I was born in Canada but my dad is Peruvian."
"OK. Well, that's slightly less exotic, but great to have you here." He took a step back, framing his celebrity guests in a breathtaking long shot. "So, you girls gonna suck some dick today?"
"Si!" they replied in unison. "A very, very big dick, right?" Ana asked, the question somehow made even alluring thanks to her dulcet Latin tones.
"Mmhmm," the director confirmed. "You ladies like sucking big dicks?"
"Oh, si!" Eiza replied. "Especially when you feel it get hard in your mouth and start leaking over your tongue. Mmm! Perfecto!"
Her friends murmured in agreement, practically drooling at the prospect.
"And how about deepthroating? You girls do that?"
"Uh huh," Rosa announced. "Well, I can't speak for these girls, but I most certainly do. A blowjob's not complete if you don't get the whole dick in your mouth."
"Oh, yeah? I think your co-star's gonna like you!" the director replied, generating laughs from all three women. "OK, stand up for me. Let's see these nice booties of yours."
The girls stood and turned. Backs neatly arched, three delicious olive-toned butts were stuck out behind them, the frayed hems of their tiny denim cut offs bisecting each cheek.
"Wow," the director sighed, pointing his camera at each round bottom in turn. "Me gusta!"
The girls laughed. Reaching across and squeezing each other's asses, they showed that they certainly gusta'd them as well.
"Go ahead and lose those shorts, ladies. Let's get those butts out in the open."
The girls did as instructed, bending over nicely as they inched them down. Asses thrust high into the air, matching pairs of indecently skimpy underwear were slowly revealed, floss-thin strings slicing between their cheeks. Eiza was undoubtedly the most endowed and as she bent over the director couldn't help but get a close up of her rear, the sheer size of that thing nearly engulfing his entire lens.
"Shit!" he felt compelled to say. "They're growing them big down in Mexico, huh?"
Eiza chuckled. "Si, claro."
"Get up on that couch. I wanna see these asses side by side."
Kneeling on the plush leather cushions, three sets of shapely caramel cheeks were perfectly regimented, each larger and more flawlessly formed than the one that preceded it.
"Goddamn! We've got an entire three course meal here today, huh, ladies?" The girls looked back and laughed. "A full Spanish banquet. And I've got someone here who's feeling kinda peckish."
He pointed his camera to the right and there was Johnny, world-famous cock stretching his tight white smalls. Four days had passed since Naomi Scott and Nathalie Emmanuel had drained his balls so thoroughly, and the light-skinned hunk looked like he was just now starting to recover.
"Isn't that right, Johnny?" the director asked.
"Yeah," he replied. "I am kinda hungry now you come to mention it."
"Well then, maybe you oughta take a bite."
No further encouragement was required. Kneeling behind Rosa, he gripped two handfuls of masterfully sculpted buttcheek and carefully pulled them apart, taking her g-string with him. Olive-toned orbs parted like the Red Sea, Johnny took the plunge without a moment's hesitation. Rolling his tongue around the rim of her anus, he felt the heat radiating from underneath, warming his chin as he teased her.
Spreading those cheeks a little further, Rosa's sphincter split open enticingly; a gaping pink hole that was ready-made for such a big, broad tongue. He slid it inside as his head began to bob, tip flapping as he plunged in deep. Pleasure heightening and coursing through her body, Rosa looked over her shoulder and back at the man administering it. The director panned his camera to the right and pointed it at her face, her features softly contorting.
"How does that feel, Rosa?"
"Maravilloso!" she purred in ecstasy as she looked into the lens, eyelids gently fluttering.
"OK. I'm gonna assume that means 'good'."
The director followed his male talent as he moved on down the line. Cheeks spread wide, Ana peered back at him as he knelt behind her, cooing some phrases in her sultry Spanish tongue. Johnny didn't understand a word, but the message was clear- she wanted his tongue in her ass and she wanted it now.
Be it in his personal life or in his professional capacity, Johnny had never been one to deny a woman what she wanted. Especially one that looked like that. Filling his lungs for what he hoped would be a long stay, the chiseled young hunk dove in without further delay, immersing himself in the depths of her crack.
"Ay! Si, papi!" Ana whined, nearly chewing her lower lip off as that nimble tongue shot from between his lips and slithered up her backside.
Reaching back, she gripped a handful of his thick brown hair and held him in place, detaining him between her cheeks. He was there for a long stay, alright. Whether he wanted to be or not. Puckered lips engulfing her ring, he tongue punched her booty with relentless vigor, slippery flesh scouring her innards.
Finally, and with Eiza growing increasingly impatient beside her, Ana released him from the death grip of her ass cheeks. Sucking in air as he was finally freed, Johnny promptly moved on to butt number three, and while the first two had been close to perfection, he had certainly saved the best for last. After all, Eiza Gonzalez had one of the best-shaped bottoms he'd ever seen (no small feat, considering he'd probably seen close to a thousand); like a Georgia peach but twice as juicy.
And this time there was no need to hold him between her cheeks. He did that all by himself. Locking his thick arms around Eiza's meaty bronzed thighs, he kept himself firmly positioned, face smothered by her big, round pillowy cheeks. His tongue came out and quickly found her asshole, licking it ardently before pushing inside.
"Ay! Mierda!" Eiza groaned, quivering all over as that long, slick tongue worked wonders in her rectum.
Handsome face almost entirely submerged, Johnny's tongue was so far up her backside it was like he was searching for buried treasure.
"Wow! He really is hungry, huh?" the director remarked, coaxing a breathy laugh from Eiza.
He hadn't been privy to his talent's eating habits prior to the scene, but if Johnny had indeed worked up something of an appetite then three delicious Latin booties was the perfect way to sate it.
"OK, buddy, I think you've had enough."
"Awww!" Eiza whined, pouting like a sullen child as her male co-star emerged from between her cheeks. Though her disappointment was short lived and what the director said next made her perk up in an instant.
"You girls want to suck some dick now?"
"Si! Si! Si!" she replied excitedly, flipping back around and perching at the edge of her seat. "Por favor!"
Her friends giggled and nuzzled in close, all three women itching to get started. Their colleague stepped into frame and the trio were on him in a flash. Aiming the camera over Johnny's shoulder, the director swiftly adopted the familiar POV shot that Swallowed's vast subscriber base so greatly enjoyed.
Three sets of eyes gazed up into the lens- two dark brown, the other emerald green- as they dropped to their knees and gathered at Johnny's feet. Pawing and licking at the crotch of his undies, the ladies cooed in unison as his dick began to swell, nearly tearing the thin white fabric.
"Es muy grande!" Ana purred, eyes bulging as that huge white monster pounded against her palm.
Rosa said something in Spanish that neither the director, his male talent, or much of the audience for that matter, understood. But her two friends certainly did and clearly it was something amusing because the three of them were tittering away at it like a bunch of schoolgirls.
Tugging at his boxers, Johnny's dick sprung from the waistband like a jack-in-the-box, flopping up and down before the startled women.
"Madre dios!" Eiza gasped, staring in disbelief as that long vanilla pole pointed at her face like an arrow.
Three hands gripped Johnny's cock, stroking it simultaneously. Positioned front row centre, Eiza happily took first dibs. Juicy lips enveloping his bellend, precum dribbled across her tongue as she stared up at the camera, head bobbing slowly.
Squatting face to face, Ana and Rosa wrapped their lips around the trunk, glossy flesh touching as they sheathed his girth. Lips sliding in all manner of different directions, spit from all three women smeared across his shaft, merging as one and coating every inch. Soon, strings of saliva were connecting all three mouths, stretching apart and snapping as they went their separate ways.
Eiza removed her snapback and shook her hair out, dark highlighted locks tumbling over shoulders as she got back to work. Juicy pink lips inching ever deeper, Johnny placed a hand at the back of Eiza's head, holding her still as he started to thrust. Lips pushed together, Ana and Rosa's mouths formed a shiny pink passage; one that Johnny was more than happy to plow his way through. And as his thick, swollen crown poked out from between their cheeks, a third set of lips was there to catch it; puckering around the ridge and releasing it with a loud, wet *POP*.
The women giggled and groaned around that hunk of meat, all three of them clearly having a whale of a time as they sucked that fat white wang. Time and again it sliced through the tunnel of their lips, the big, bulging head mining deeper into Eiza's mouth with each unwavering plunge.
But as her lips slid further along the length of his pipe, the space at Johnny's feet started to get a little crowded. In fact, it wasn't long before all three faces were all but squished together, cheeks nuzzled tight as they shared his giant dong. Three sets of lips puckered at the base, pushing together from opposing angles and dousing his rod in saliva.
Though as heavenly a sight as it may have been, it soon became abundantly clear that there wasn't room for all three. Someone was going to have to move and though the Latin trio tried their damndest to hold their hallowed ground, it was Ana and Rosa who ended up blinking first.
Abandoning their post at the base of Johnny's cock, the two starlets watched on in awe and hollered encouragement as their Mexican amiga tackled that beast on her lonesome. Gripping two handfuls of hair, Johnny bucked those big, brawny hips, driving his long ramrod of a cock into the dingiest parts of her throat.
"Si, puta!" Ana cheered, masking her jealousy as best she could. "Suck that fucking dick!"
Eiza's eyes widened as Johnny's schlong mined through her slushy, wet tunnel. Thick, round head poking at her tonsils, every thrust of his muscled pelvis sent those big, sagging balls cannoning against her throat. Long, messy strands of spit dripped from Johnny's dong and dangled from his co-star's chin, flinging from his sack as his nuts slapped against it. One final plunge and his dick was entirely submerged. Strong hand pinning her to his groin, Eiza gagged and heaved as that fat, veiny cock throbbed in her throatal abyss.
Finally prying it loose, the Mexican actress left behind a thick coat of spit which her Cuban compadre was keen to contribute to. Snapback removed, Ana's glossy brown locks spilled through the gaps in his fingers as he gripped the back of her head. Digits spread wide, Johnny fit his crown between Ana's big, shiny set of lips and the thrusting quickly resumed. Hips bucking in a blur, each motion pushed his swollen helmet deep into her oral canal, mascara running down her flushed brown cheeks as it stabbed at the back of her throat.
Ana's salivary glands were putting in a double shift as that long, meaty cock bore its way into her face. Spit rained from the underside, slopping down her chin and messing her jiggling boobs. A few more thrusts and Johnny wrenched himself from the deepest parts of her gullet. But Ana wasn't going to let him go without leaving a little parting gift, and as he pulled back the Latin starlet launched one final blob of drool straight at his spit-bathed member.
Rosa was up last and as Johnny left the heavenly feel of Ana's mouth behind him, another was ready and waiting. Lips widely agape, Johnny steered forward without a second's pause, plugging her mouth with his cock. Gathering her hair in his fists, Johnny used those silky locks as a pair of handlebars, holding her steady as he fucked her face. Pumping his hips with renewed vigor, Johnny's dick surged through the channel of her throat, producing all manner of obscene squelching noises from its darkest depths.
* GUK! * GUK! * GUK! * GUK! * GUK! *
Rosa drooled profusely, adding a third ingredient to the cocktail of saliva already soaking every inch of his pole. By this stage, long strings of the stuff were swinging every which way, splattering across Johnny's thighs and her own perky chest. The sloppy squishes grew louder as Rosa accepted each thrust with a fresh spew of spit. Soon, it was a little too much for poor old Johnny to take and with his dick starting to spasm in the farthest reaches of her gullet, the trembling porno stud swiftly retracted, prising himself free before he filled her stomach with splooge.
"Ay! Dios! Mio!" Rosa shrieked, punctuating each word with a sharp intake of breath.
"It's a big one, huh?" the director asked, grinning impishly from behind his lens.
"So fucking big!"
"You girls wanna share that dick some more?"
"Si!" the ladies replied, chirping further words of affirmation in their sexy Latin tongue.
*
Seconds later, the editor had worked his magic and the entire formation had changed. Now, Johnny was sat back on the couch, legs parted as Eiza and Rosa knelt between them, lips wrapped around his balls. At his side was Ana, leaning over his right thigh as she sucked his long, hard cock. Muffled groans emanated from every conceivable angle, picked up by the director's mic as he moved in close, capturing every detail of the sensational triple suckjob.
Ana's puffy pink lips slid along Johnny's shaft with effortless grace, every pass sucking up another inch. Pursed lips tugged at his gonads, pulling them in different directions and stretching his sack like a string of spaghetti. Spit was flowing from all three mouths, drenching his penis and bathing his balls. Thick, gooey torrents smeared across his sack, polishing both nuts and merging with the sticky streams spilling down from his twitching pole.
Ana spluttered violently as she swallowed his dong, tip dribbling against the back of her throat as her lips edged nearer to the base. Summoning every ounce of will power she possessed, the Cuban starlet made a desperate lunge for the finish line, gurgling triumphantly as she kissed his muscled groin. Dick throbbing in her darkest parts, Johnny's balls slipped out from between two sets of lips as Ana's friends cooed in amazement, showering her with praise in both Spanish and English.
"Si! Get that cock, chica!" Eiza encouraged, grinning from ear to ear.
"That's it, puta!" Rosa followed. "Show that dick who's boss!"
Gag reflex finally getting the better of her, Ana's mouth made a swift ascent along the length of Johnny's pole, freeing him in a spray of spit. Her amigas cheered and a sloppy, wet threeway kiss quickly ensued. The director stood, aiming his camera down at his celebrity guests and capturing a fantastic bird's eye-view as their lips pressed together, tongues flicking this way and that.
*
One last snip of the editor's scissors and the triple suckjob had reached it's final act. Legs pushed back, Johnny's butt thrust out invitingly over the edge of the sofa as the girls got into position, attacking his groin from every flank. Eiza was between his legs, face buried in the crack of his ass as her tongue came out and slid into his rectum. Ana was coming in from the right, gorgeous plump lips smothering his ballsack. And Rosa was on his left, head bobbing gently as she worked his long, thick rod.
Johnny was on cloud nine as the women surrounded him, each of them tending to a different part of his anatomy and performing their duties to a T. Eiza's big, thick lips were puckered at his asshole, her eager tongue pushing in deep and hunting for his prostate. One large, bloated testicle fell from Ana's mouth and was quickly replaced by another, each of the giant orbs smeared with expensive gloss and drenched in an ocean of spit.
And last but certainly not least, there was Rosa. The bobs of her head were growing steadily faster as she leant over his muscled thigh, lips traversing his span. Each pass took her deeper, droll spilling from between her lips as countless inches were ravenously consumed. Sucking up the last few, three gorgeous faces squished in tight, each one performing miracles upon their co-star's pleasure points.
Eiza's tongue wriggled deep into his rectum, elongating inside him and jabbing at his most intimate parts. Both of his balls were now stuffed into Ana's mouth, puffing her bright red cheeks as they stewed against her tongue. Completing the trifecta, Rosa slurped at his schlong with unbridled ferocity, undoubtedly intent on milking his gonads dry. And her efforts were proving successful. By now, his balls were churning away more rampantly than ever, a steady drip feed of sticky, hot prespunk trickling across her tongue.
"Fuck! I'm gonna cum!" he cried suddenly, his parts swiftly vacated as he pushed himself up and scrambled to his feet.
The girls dropped to their knees, flocking together at his ankles. Johnny stared longingly as three sets of lips all gaped open at once, each one vying for the juice of his loins. Choosing the mouth in which to make a deposit was a near impossible task and after as much deliberation as his impending climax would allow, Johnny simply opted for the one that was closest.
Pointing his dick at Eiza's perfectly round little mouth, Johnny stroked the shaft like his life depended on it, no fewer than three soft, wet tongues lapping at his tip as it leaked like faulty plumbing.



"Cum for us, papi," Ana cooed, green eyes pleading from beneath her fluttering lashes. "Give us that hot spunk!"
With a hearty bellow, Johnny let loose, detonating a six megaton blast straight into Eiza's mouth. Endless volleys spurting from the tip of his wang, the fluid level rose dramatically as he dumped what must have been close to a pint of scolding goop deep into her oral cavity. Stumbling backwards in a light-headed stupor, Johnny practically collapsed onto the sofa behind him. Every last drop of spunk drained from his oversized balls, the young porno stud looked like every modicum of energy had been sapped along with it.
Showing little concern for the wellbeing of his male talent, the director moved in to take his place, camera trained on the spunky lagoon bubbling between the starlet's lips.
"Wow! Got a mouthful there, huh?"
Eiza nodded, mouth so wide she almost swallowed up his lens.
"I think your amigas would like a taste too. Isn't that right, ladies?"
"Si! Si! Si!" her friends cheeped excitedly, tongues wagging in anticipation.
Eiza turned to her friends one by one, spitting carefully measured portions into each waiting maw. Lips gaped wide as the director moved down the line, pointing his lens from one spunk-filled mouth to the next. Such was the volume of Johnny's ejaculate, that all three mouths were filled to the brim.
Rosa gave her portion a hearty gurgle, soupy jism bubbling in the depths of her maw. Ana swirled her's around with her tongue, while Eiza simply let her's stew, the strong, salty flavour setting her taste buds ablaze. Mouths sealing shut, the girls knocked back their shares in perfect unison, rounding off the scene with a trio of nice, sloppy kisses.
"Did you enjoy that, girls?" the director asked, disrupting the swapping of spit.
"Si!" they replied, satisfied grins stretched across all three faces.
"Muchisimo!" Rosa added, drawing giggles from her two compadres.
"Do you think you girls will be sharing a dick again soon?"
"Oh, si!" the girls chorused, naughty smiles exchanged.
"And I know just the dick," Ana declared. "These chicas will love it, seguro!"
"Damn! Lucky guy! Well, por favor, senioritas. It's been great fun having you here. Adios!"
"Te veo!"
The girls blew kisses to the camera and the scene dipped to the black.
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Emma Watson stood before a full length mirror in the lavish master bedroom of her extravagant country home, adding the final touches to her evening attire. The thin black dress she wore was short and skimpy, clinging to her body like a second skin. Silky locks of beautiful nut brown hair spilled down over her shoulders, hiding the wire thin straps.
Having toiled away at her varnished oak vanity for the better part of an hour, the actress' make up was nothing short of flawless. Strategic dabs of rouge gave her cheeks a healthy glow. Dark mascara brought out the deep dark browns of her eyes and thickened her fluttery, long lashes. While a carefully selected shade of red added extra volume to her already full set of lips.
The starlet's rural home lay deep in the forests of Kent, some 50-odd miles from the hustle and bustle of the nation's capital. A nine bedroom mansion surrounded by countless acres of rolling green field, Emma had nicknamed her country retreat The House That J. K. Built, for the multi-million pound property had been purchased with her earnings from the Harry Potter franchise.
It really was a sight to behold and since the start of the month, the actress' people had been hard at work, preparing the enormous property for an end of summer blowout of truly epic proportions. Furniture had been added, subtracted and carefully re-arranged, laid out across the sprawling grounds and to the homeowner's strict specifications. Food and drink had been ferried in by the truckload, ensuring that energy was high and inhibitions were low for what surely promised to be the party of the year. Or maybe the entire decade.
Emma had been hosting her annual get togethers for just five short years, and already they were the stuff of legend- a crucial calendar entry for any British celebrity. Though, while Miss Watson's parties were referred to as such in the midst of discussion and labelled so on the exquisitely designed invitations, anyone who had attended one of these exclusive events knew them to be little more than an uncontrolled, unrestrained and uninhibited orgy. A safe environment in which to engage in any and every hedonistic activity that their hearts and libidos desired.
Invitation criteria was simple and Miss Watson carefully hand picked her guests each year from the thousands upon thousands of famous women with UK citizenship. No fewer than 50 female celebrities had been posted an invite, and over the course of the next four weeks, Emma had seen her inbox besieged by excited RSVPs at all times of the day and night. Not everyone had been able to make it- advanced pregnancy, for example, had claimed the spot of TV presenter Rachel Riley, and with the threat of COVID still lingering in the air, a few others had declined as well. But in spite of the snubs, there were still more than 40 glamorous women ready to party 'til they dropped and fuck 'til they popped in the solitude of south east England.
Partygoers had been arriving in dribs and drabs throughout the evening and were granted admittance to the luxury abode by the starlet's team of staff. Attendees had descended upon the remote location from all across the country- from Sussex to Scotland and Bristol to Birmingham. Some had fled the United Kingdom for the glamour of tinseltown many years before, but had no qualms about returning to their homeland for a night of unbridled debauchery.
But this was no all-female affair by any means, and much to her guest's delight, the actress had sought the services of some of the nation's most popular high class escort agencies, packing her rural home with an equal number of the most robust and virile studs that the country had to offer.
Teetering carefully on a pricey pair of spindly black stilettos, Emma dragged herself away from the allure of her reflection and began across her massive bedroom. Fashionably late as usual, it sounded like the party was already well underway, and a marvelous cacophony of loud and erotic sounds greeted the world-famous actress as she stepped out into the hallway. Moans. Groans. The squeaking of mattresses. The rattling of headboards. The crack of a riding crop. All of these sounds and more stemmed from the starlet's many luxurious guest rooms, and as she made her way down the hall, Emma couldn't resist the urge to poke her head around a doorframe or two and see what her invitees were up to.
Sprawled out across the mattress in guest room one was popstar Rita Ora. Already naked as the day she was born, the singer's designer dress had found a new home on the bedroom's hardwood floor, lying alongside a discarded pair of panties. Pretty blonde head sunk deep into a pile of pillows, long strands of shiny golden hair ringed her like a halo as her face lit up in the midst of passion.
Emma watched from the doorway, enjoying the sight of that gorgeous fit body wriggle and writhe across the king size bed. Then, as her well-toned frame was seemingly sent into overdrive, one particularly violent thrash spun the singer's head to the side and towards her enchanted spectator.
"Oh, alright there, darlin'?" she asked, purring in a West London accent.
"Mmhmm. Just enjoying the view," Emma declared, strutting silkily through the doorway and across the well-furnished room. "You ladies got room for one more?"
A head emerged from between the singer's thighs and looked up at the new addition.
"I hope so," said Dua Lipa, her smeared and sticky pink lips curled up in a devilish grin. "We've got a fella coming along in a minute."
She looked back at Rita and the two Kosovan-Brits shared a mischievous laugh.
"That a fact?" asked Emma. "You don't mind if I join you in the meantime, do you?"
"Not at all, babes," Rita replied. "The more, the merrier."
Dua disappeared back between Rita's thighs as Emma leaned over her supine body, kissing her hard on the mouth. Their lips sealed shut as actress and singer alike chewed each other's faces off, tongues practically tanged in a knot. Emma felt a hand slide between her thighs, two dexterous fingers rubbing at the crotch of her undies.
"Take your knickers off, Em," said Rita as their lips pried apart. "Park that nice sweet fanny on my face."
Emma didn't have to be told twice. Hiking her dress up to her flat little midriff, the brown haired actress peeled off her teeny, wet panties, tossing them uncaringly aside. Climbing up onto the bed, she threw a leg over Rita's head,straddling her gorgeous face. A tongue came out and found her clit, lapping at the stiff pink nub with faultless precision.
"Oh, yeah," Emma purred, reaching back behind her and sliding her fingers into the nest of glossy blonde hair. "That's it, love. Right there."
Dua looked up at her from between those splayed out thighs, beckoning the actress to join her. Emma accepted, forming a 69 atop the beautiful blonde singer and joining Miss Lipa between her thighs. Emma settled on the popstar's clit, licking her with delight while her fellow brunette moved down to her slizz, sliding her tongue between those twin pink folds.
Coos and groans started to echo around the room, each voice muzzled by the sweet, warm pussy that their mouths so deftly explored. Rita's long false nails dug hard into Emma's backside as she tongued her sensitive clit. Emma reciprocated, clawing desperately at her tanned inner thighs and leaving marks on the popstar's flesh.
Tongues worked in tandem, flicking across those stiff nubs of pleasure with matching skill and ferocity. Soon both women were on the verge of orgasm, licking and tonguing one another to higher and higher realms of pure, unadulterated ecstasy. And Dua was happy to help, pushing her tongue deeper into Rita's box with each swift bob of her head. Two more flicks of those skilled red tongues and Emma and Rita came on the spot. Bodies held tightly together, the women climaxed loudly, directing squeals of pleasure deep into each other's vaginas.
"Wow!" Emma gasped as she emerged from between her thighs, unable to utter even one more solitary syllable before Dua's lips locked tightly to hers, cum-soaked tongue pushing halfway to her tonsils.
Emma climbed down from atop the blonde songstress beneath her and rose giddily to her heel-clad feet. Last year's had been cancelled for obvious reasons, and she'd almost forgotten how truly expectational these parties could be. She'd only left her bedroom some fifteen minutes before and already the gorgeous actress had been driven to an orgasm that was more explosive than any she'd had that year.
"Fuck! I forgot how wild you two bitches are! Don't stay up here all night, whatever you do!"
"We won't!" they echoed in unison.
"We might be up here a little while longer though," Dua declared, looking past Emma and toward the hulking figure now stood just a few feet behind.
Emma turned, gasping once more as she caught sight of the fine figure of man that had caught the singer's attention. Devilishly handsome and chiselled beyond belief, he posed in the guest room doorway like a statue on its plinth.
"Err...yes," she stammered. "I'm sure you will."
Looking down at his thick, hard cock, Emma was tempted to stick around a little longer herself, but thought better of it. After all, she had a long list of host duties to attend to and a mansion full of guests left to greet. But maybe she'd run into this ripped young stud and his huge fat dong again before the night was through. She certainly hoped so.
"I'll leave you ladies to it," said Emma, stopping in the doorway and stroking the young man's cock. She looked back at the ladies still sprawled out on the humongous bed. "Have fun."
"We will," said Rita, giving the man her sultriest come-to-bed eyes as a single manicured finger beckoned him into the room.
Emma watched as the shredded hunk joined the two women on the bed, pulling her dress down as she continued across the hall. The next room was likewise occupied, but again the door was open, indicating to other guests that they could come and go as they pleased. In this room was actress Carey Mulligan. Unlike the previous pair, the pretty blonde starlet hadn't sought the company of any of her celebrity friends. But that didn't mean she was alone- no, sir- and accompanying her on the giant four poster bed was an ebony-skilled stud of almost impossibly muscular build.
Big, brawny frame laid intimately on top of her own, his huge black cock was deeply embedded inside her, the two of them already lost in the throes of lust-fuelled passion. So much so, in fact, that Emma wasn't even sure if they were aware of her presence. She'd hate to break up such a heated embrace, so this time around the brown-haired beauty was content to just stand there and watch. After all, whether they knew it or not, Carey and her chocolate companion were putting on a hell of a show.
Full, thick lips pressed firmly against her own, the light and dark duo were moaning deeply into one another's mouths as their bodies intertwined. One hand draped across his strong and sturdy back, the other clutched tight to his jet black buns as his powerful hips rowed with relentless vigour. Each firm stroke sent his dick in deep, his dark brown bellend prodding at her g-spot.
And as he pulled back, Emma got a nice look at just how big it was; envious that such a coal-dark wonder was being propelled into a pussy other than her own. But she didn't let her jealousy get the better of her, and happily indulged in a glorious sight that half the population would have paid a small fortune for. The host was enraptured, so much so that a hand had made its way up the hem of her dress, nimble digits rubbing at the nub of her clit.
Their lips came apart and Carey squealed up into the ceiling as the black man drilled her harder, putting the full weight of his big, brawny frame behind each hard, pitiless thrust.
"Oh, fuck! Yes! Give it to me! Fuck me with that big black cock!"
A chorus of groans followed from the bed and doorway alike, as Emma's painted fingers worked into a frenzy, strumming across her clit in a blur. Emma knew an impending orgasm when she saw one, and the sounds emanating from the depths of Carey's throat told her that she was well on her way towards one.
Keen to get off at the same exact time, Emma frigged herself with wild abandon, leaning against the doorframe to steady her trembling form. The screams grew sharper and increased in volume, nearly rattling the priceless art works on the walls as the gorgeous blonde was fucked into an incoherent mess by the tall, dark stud above her.
'"Oh, God! Yes! I'm cumming! I'm FUCKING CUMMING!!!"
And she wasn't the only one. Emma's orgasm was quieter but no less intense, hitting her quivering body one inch at a time and shaking her right down to the core. Quaking pleasure finally subsiding, Emma exhaled, releasing deep puffs of breath. Straightening herself against the doorframe, she took one final look into the room before departing. Still lost in one another, Carey and her stud remained oblivious to her presence. Rolling onto his back, he took the blonde with him, holding her body above him as the rutting quickly resumed.
Leaving the interracial antics of room number two behind her, Emma continued down the hallway. Peering her head around the next oaken doorframe, the image that greeted her was markedly different from those that had come before. Different, but no less enticing. Occupying this particular space was TV presenter Holly Willoughby, her deliciously curvy form squeezed into an assless black catsuit.
Emma wasn't sure if she'd come to the party dressed in such a manner or if she'd changed her attire upon arrival, but either way she looked incredible. One part intimidating, two parts sexy. Or maybe it was the other way around. Men across the country had been waking up to that gloriously thick body on morning TV for over a decade now and would have been insanely jealous of the lucky bastard accompanying her, as he got thoroughly and intimately acquainted with it.
Knelt behind her on the thick white mass of expensive shag carpeting, the young man was buried to the ears between her large and shapely, round buttcheeks. A gloved hand gripped hard at the back of his head, ensuring that it remained right there for as long as she saw fit. He didn't appear to have any complaints (and why would he?), but whether the obedient hunk knew it was her ass that his face was inside was a fact known only to the two of them.
After all, a blindfold had been affixed to the young man's head, tied so securely that every last slither of light was surely obscured from view. What's more, his wrists had been cuffed behind his back, leaving him entirely at the mercy of the potentially mysterious women and her huge, thick pair of asscheeks.
"Yeah, that's it, love. Get your fucking face in there," she instructed, flashing Emma a cheeky wink as she spotted her lingering in the doorway. "Worship that big, fat arse!"
Emma watched for a while as she ground her butt against his face, practically using his skin as a sheet of toilet paper. The desire to frig out another right there and then was almost uncontrollable, but she managed to contain herself. Everyone has their limits- even her- and if the brown-haired actress carried on as she was, she'd be downright functionless within an hour.
She needed to move on, but perhaps unsurprisingly, the next room she went to did little to quell her urges. A tall, cropped-haired hunk was laid out across the bed and between his legs was former Radio 1 presenter and comedian Alice Levine, her full lips pursed around the tip of his rod. And as she bobbed and dipped between his thighs, the host of popular podcast My Dad Wrote a Porno appeared to be shooting a porno of her own; the lens of a brand new iPhone 12 thrust into her cock-filled face.
"Allow me," said Emma, marching into the room and snatching the phone from the escort's hands. "Don't go sharing this with anyone, Alice. You know the rules."
"Mmhmm," the redhead replied, all she could manage with a dick down her throat.
Emma pointed the camera at the escort's groin, capturing the action in crystal clear 4K UHD as Alice's plump red lips slid up and down his pole. Pulling up to the ridge of his crown, she popped the head from between her lips, unveiling the fleshy beast in all its rock hard glory.
The phone's recording capabilities were simply unrivalled, and as Alice dipped down low and gobbled up one of his balls, every detail of that big, thick monster of a cock was plainly visible on the clear, bright screen. Every drop of spit trickling down his length. Every smudge of lipstick left behind on the width of his shaft. Every thick vein and juicy, throbbing capillary. All of it made Emma's pussy froth more fluidly than ever before, sticky, warm trails starting to roll down the actress' thighs.
A ball fell from Alice's lips and she licked slowly along the underside, kneading the head as she went. She wrapped her lips around the swollen crown and her eyes flashed up at the lens, twinkling from between her lashes. The camera loved her and she loved that big, fat cock, worshipping it tenderly as she returned it to her mouth. Resting her hands on the escort's thighs, she sank down low, taking him to the hilt without a moment's thought.
"Blimey!" the man squawked, eyes nearly popping from their sockets as those nice, soft lips kissed the skin of his groin. "Fahk me! You're 'ungry, ain't ya, sweet'eart?"
Emma's hand started to shake, now so horny she could barely hold the camera steady as that impressive vanishing act made her pussy purr with delight. The big, hooded bellend pressed against Alice's throat and she spluttered around the shaft, only expelling when her gag reflex told her to. A quick pause to catch her breath and the redhead was right back to it. Peeling back the foreskin, she rolled her slick tongue around his bellend, settling at the tip and lapping up thick drops of goo.
"Jesus!" Emma whispered from behind the camera, mesmerised by this auburn beauty and her skills with the schlong.
"Room for one more if you fancy it, love?" the man offered, regarding the actress with a cocksure grin.
"Baby, don't tempt me," Emma replied, turning the camera on herself as she pushed her lips against his and swallowed his writhing tongue.
She handed the phone back to him and climbed down from the bed, hurrying across the room before lust got the better of her and she ate the young escort alive. Continuing down the hallway, the Harry Potter star was almost indescribably horny and as she stopped in the doorway of room number five, the surge of arousal flooding every inch of her could no longer be ignored.
Another muscular man was sprawled out across the king size bed, a pair of gorgeous women squatted atop his hulk-like frame. Perched on his face like a queen on her throne was Keira Knightley, enjoying the cunnilingus skills that the host of the party had paid so handsomely for. Performing textbook squats atop the young man's groin was Kaya Scodelario, the peachy, round cheeks of her ass clapping his against thighs as she bounced up and down on his dick.
The two stars of the Pirates of the Caribbean franchise were locked in a tender embrace, exchanging heated moans as they used the hunk for his hired purpose. His tongue was quick and agile, swirling like a tornado around Keira's throbbing clit and driving the brunette wild. While his rod was as hard as steel, the perfect skin cylinder for the Brazilian-Brit to slide her pink pussy along. Two strong hands had a hold of her ass, aiding Kaya's movements and guiding her pink folds from the base to the crown and back again.
Lips separated, and as that incredible long tongue continued to work its magic, Keira spotted the voyeuristic figure lurking in the guest room doorway.



"Look, Kay," she purred lightly, cupping the younger girl's cheeks and planting small, soft kisses upon her lips. "Looks like we're attracting an audience."
Kaya's eyes flashed to the entryway, where an unspeakably horny Emma Watson had pulled up the hem of her dress and was masturbating furiously without shame or self-control.
"So we are," she replied, her voice light and breathy as she rode the escort's wang. "Looks like she's about to cum too."
"Hmm, is that true, Emma?" Keira asked, a teasing grin tickling her plump red lips. "Are you gonna cum for us, love?"
Emma nodded, twin skilled digits working tirelessly across her clit.
"Do it then, Emma," Kaya encouraged. "Cum for us. Cream that pretty pink pussy while you watch us fuck!"
Emma's legs began to quake as she frigged herself harder, those usually stunning facial features screwed in all kinds of unflattering ways as her third climax of the night hit her with unwavering force, firing shockwaves through her tensed up body.
"Blimey!" said Keira, looking across at her fellow brunette. "She's really cumming, huh?"
She really was, and her body spasmed uncontrollably as she thrummed herself through her ongoing orgasm, one final convulsion and a sharp exhale of breath signalling that she was finally finished.
"Wow!" Kaya exclaimed. "Looks like we put on a pretty good show!"
"I'll say. She came so hard I thought her fanny was gonna burst!" Keira declared, much to her girlfriend's amusement. "OK, love, time to switch. I need some of that dick!"
Emma adjusted her expensive dress and moved on down the hall, a discordant mix of loud, sharp cracks and heavily suppressed groans growing in volume as she approached the next room. Peering inside, the actress was treated to the wondrous sight of No Time to Die star Lashana Lynch in a kinky caged leather body harness, its vibrant red colour contrasting nicely with her beautiful dark chocolate skin. Strutting back and forth in a pair of thigh high boots, she tapped the tongue of a riding crop menacingly into the palm of her red-gloved hand.
Thrust up in front of her with ball gags stuffed in their mouths, were two other stars of the James Bond series, Gemma Arterton and Rosamund Pike. Hands cuffed high above their heads, both sported a bright and painful looking red ass from the seemingly endless string of merciless smacks that the pair of them had already endured.
Trailing the tongue along the pale flesh of Gemma's strong and sculpted back, Lashana drew the crop back behind her, slicing through the air as she brought it forward and struck her burning behind. Gemma moaned underneath her ball gag and Emma gasped, astonished by the deafening crack that the collision produced.
Lashana looked back, clocking her new spectator as she lingered in the doorway.
"Oh, 'ello there. Gonna join us, love? This one's feeling a bit left out," she declared, strolling across to Rosamund and tugging at her golden hair. "Aren't ya, darlin'?"
Rosamund nodded, her pretty blonde head angled up towards the ceiling.
Emma took a deep breath, edging nervously into the room. Such activities had been commonplace at parties previous, but she'd always shied away from them, favouring the more vanilla stuff that happened elsewhere. But after more than a year with nothing but a computer and Internet connection for company, her tastes had broadened somewhat and the world famous actress had since amassed a collection of bondage materials that was surely one of the largest in the country. She just hadn't gotten around to using it yet.
"She likes a flogger, don't you, love?" Lashana asked, twirling strands of blonde hair around her latex-clad fingers.
"Uh huh," Rosamund mumbled, nodding her head once more.
"Yeah, you white slags love a good flogging, don'tcha? That's Brie's favourite too," the Captain Marvel star declared, clearly an experienced domme.
The cracks and groans continued as the host of the party crossed the enormous room. Numerous floggers hung from hooks on the wall, all chosen and paid for by the homeowner herself, but yet to see the light of day. Emma picked one and returned to her appointed sub. For all her research on the subject, the brown-haired actress was painfully inexperienced and her first go with the flogger was a clear indication of that. The leather tassels hit Rosamund's ass with so little force that she barely even felt it. Emma even heard her tut a little at the downright puniness of her first pitiful attempt. It wasn't a great start.
"Pfft!" Lashana scoffed. "You can do it harder than that, bitch! Come on, fucking give it to 'er!"
Emma struck her again. It was a little more forceful this time, but still barely drew even the slightest flinch.
"Harder."
She hit her again.
"Harder."
And again.
"HARDER!"
And again.
"Jesus, why did you even buy all this shit if you don't know how to use it? Come on, you pussy! Fucking hit her!"
Unable to take any more of the cruel and vicious taunting, Emma drew back the flogger as far as her arm span would allow and swung it like a club, the long black tassels cracking across Rosamund's ass. The blonde squealed as, at the sixth time of asking, the black leather marital aid finally left its mark. Emma gasped, immediately struck by a pang of guilt. Shocked that something she'd done had inflicted so much pain.
"Oh, God! Roz, I'm sorry. Was that too hard?"
"Fuck no, that wasn't too hard!" Lashana snapped, answering for her. "She likes it harder than that, don't you, blondie?"
Rosamund nodded.
"See. Now hit her again. Harder."
Emma did as she was told, striking her a second time and drawing a muffled scream that was even louder than the first. A rush of excitement surged through the brunette's body, starting at her heart and going straight to her vagina. It was exhilarating and she hit her again without further prompting. Then again. And again. And again, turning her ass cheeks a new shade of red.
"Woah! Woah! Go easy there, nooby!" Lashana laughed. "We don't want to have to take her to A&E now, do we? Not until I've used this bad boy, anyway."
Somewhere in the midst of the excitement, Lashana had rooted through her toy collection and strapped something to her thin, little waist. Jutting out from the black leather harness was a thick false cock of frankly ridiculous proportions. A foot and change of chunky dark plastic, the length of that thing seemed to extend on for an eternity, finally ending at a moulded round bellend that looked bigger than an 8-ball.
Emma's jaw swung towards the carpet and she gazed in disbelief at the truly monstrous member attached to the woman's waist. She'd seen some big dicks in her time, both real and prosthetic, but this one was something else entirely.
"It's a big one, huh?" Lashana smirked. "I've got one with your name on it too, if you fancy it?"
And with that, she produced a second strap on cock of lighter colour but equally eye-watering size. Complete with long, thick veins and a snipped pink bellend, the plastic rod was almost entirely anatomically correct. And that wasn't all. As she looked closer, she noticed that her name was literally on it; inscribed along the base of the shaft in an elegant handwritten-style typeface.
Emma was tempted but ultimately declined. As much fun as it would be strapping on that huge fake dick and fucking those flithy Bond(age) girls until they couldn't walk straight, there were more pressing matters to attend to. Namely the scorching fire burning in her loins. It was spreading fast and needed to be extinguished.
"Suit yourself," Lashana replied. "Guess I'll have to fuck them both then." She turned to the two women, still thrust up against the wall, and gripped her long plastic cock, stroking it with a menacing grin. "Right, who wants it first?"
Emma didn't stick around to find out. In fact, by the time the decision had been made, the host of the party was lurking with intent outside room number seven, where beautiful dark-haired actress Michelle Keegan was being violently spitroasted by a pair of light and dark studs.
Resting on his knees behind her, the black half of the duo had his hands on her rounded hips, gripping them tight as he drove into her snug pink pussy. At the other end, the ripped young white guy had a handful of her hair, holding it in a makeshift ponytail as he fucked her gorgeous face.
"Yeah, that's it, gel," the white man grinned, sneering in an Essex accent. "You like those big fuckin' dicks, don't you, sweet'eart?"
Emma watched from the open doorway, admiring the three fine specimens as they rutted on the guest room bed. Both of their cocks were unspeakably large and the deeply muffled squeals of her fellow brunette told her all she needed to know of their talents in the sack. She looked forward to sampling said talents later in the evening, but for now the Paris-born Brit was happy with a watching brief.
"Alright there, darlin'?" the black guy asked, directing his gaze to the host of the party. "You're lookin' a little left out over there, love. Sure this one won't mind sharin'. Will ya, babe?" he asked, smacking Michelle on the ass.
"Don't mind me, boys," Emma replied. "I'm just here to observe. You keep doing what you're doing."
The hem of her dress was back up around her waist in a manner of moments, nimble twin digits performing their familiar dance upon her hard and throbbing clit. A great many people had gotten a tune out of that stiff, little nub, but nobody could get her off quite like the woman herself. And what's more, the steamy live sex show she was watching provided the perfect visual accompaniment.
The two young men were going at the northern beauty with relentless tenacity, driving into that gorgeous body from one side to the other. The big black dick bore deep into her pussy, stretching her insides and touching her darkest parts. His hips rolled majestically, that strong black pelvis clapping her ass in a continuous rhythm. At the other end, the white man's balls were bouncing off her chin, flinging ropes of spittle this way and that as he tunnelled through her oral canal. His dick was a ramrod, pushing her tonsils aside like they weren't even there and jabbing at the back of her throat.
"Yeah, take that dick, darlin'," growled the man from Essex, his teeth gritted with malice. "Right down yer fuckin' throat!"
Nasty wet, plunger-like sounds started to fill the expanse of the room, growing louder and sloppier with each passing second. Emma stuck two fingers up her cunt and pushed them in deep, those gooey, wet squelches making lava of her innards.
"Fuckin' 'ell, mate! Look at this fuckin' flithpot!" the white man laughed, watching the actress as she frigged herself rotten. "Y'know, my dick's a lot better than them fingers, love. Say the word and I'll be up there like a rat up a drainpipe."
Emma simply smiled and carried on thrumming, sinking those painted digits right down to the knuckle and coating them in sticky, wet goo. The tips went deep, bothering her g-spot as she strummed her aching clit. The double stimulation had her cumming in no time and she fell back against the doorframe, shuddering violently as another powerful orgasm quickly overcame her. Her eyes clamped shut and her head tilted upwards, mewling incessantly as jolts of pleasure shot through her body like electric current.
By the time she regained her senses, Michelle had turned, cleaning her juices off the black's man cock while his light-skinned buddy got acquainted with her cunt.
"Gotta say, love, you throw one 'ell of a party," the white guy said. "Best fuckin' gig I've ever 'ad!"
Emma grinned and then left them to it, blowing him a kiss as she strolled off down the hall. There was one last guest room to visit and in spite of the many earthly delights that had awaited her in the previous seven, the gorgeous actress had definitely saved the best for last. Locked in a 69 were Daisy Ridley and Felicity Jones; the two brunettes flanked at either end by two more of her hired hunks. One, a sauve-looking Italian-Brit with bronzed olive skin and oily slicked back hair, was pounding away at Felicity's pussy. The other, a big, bearded man with numerous tattoos, was buried to the balls in Daisy's behind. The two men pumped in unison, giving it to the Star Wars duo with every sinew in their bodies.
Felicity gripped Daisy's supple, round ass cheeks, nails digging into the flesh as she licked her swollen clit. The beardy fella's balls oscillated wildly, smacking against her scalp as he plowed through her girlfriend's rectum. Tongue outstretched, the younger brunette was returning the favour. Spiralling it masterfully around her hard pink nub, Felicity's inner walls contracted slowly, gripping the Italian tighter and squeezing his rod like a vice.
Emma watched in the doorway, biting her lower lip with desire as those two meaty cocks tore through her celebrity guests. She'd given herself some truly mind-blowing orgasms already that evening, but it soon came clear that self pleasure, no matter how vigorous, was no longer going to cut it. She needed a cock and she needed it now!
She pulled her dress up over her head as she marched into the room, locks of light brown hair spilling messily around her face. Lust burning in her hazelnut eyes, she threw it aside and climbed up onto the bed. Kneeling on the mattress beside her famous friends, Emma added a second pair of hands to Daisy's soft, pale globes and spread them as wide as she could.
"Gimme that dick!" she growled, staring up at the guy with the beard. "I want to taste that fucking arsehole!"
Emma pulled Daisy's cheeks as the man withdrew, gaping her once tight sphincter like the Black Hole of Calcutta. Steering his rod from one orifice to the next, his shaft was smeared with the juices of Daisy's behind. But not for long. Wrapping her lips around the base, Emma sucked at that sticky, wet cock like she'd never sucked before, guzzling up her girlfriend's fluids until the shaft was sparkling clean.
Then, as the inked up stud pointed his cock back at Daisy's asshole, Emma threw a leg over her plump, round bottom and climbed up on top of her. Resting her luscious body atop Daisy's sweat-soaked back, she added another tier to the two delicious layers already stacked on the king size bed. Pushing his bellend against Daisy's sphincter, the bearded man took one quick look at the two holes above it and quickly reconsidered. Emma looked back at him and grinned as she saw his target change, then nuzzled into Daisy's neck as she prepared herself for her first big cock of the evening.
"Oh, God!" she sighed, features contorting as he pushed up inside her. "Mmm! Fuck, that's good!"
It was just in her pussy. For now. Emma enjoyed anal as much as the next woman (and considering the next woman was Daisy Ridley, then that was really saying something!), but there'd be plenty of time for that later.
The man took hold of her hips and started thrusting, filling her hot pussy with his length. She planned on sampling the goods of every man at the party during the course of the evening, but that first thick cock was always the best, especially after so long without one. The way it felt as it stretched her out and throbbed inside her, the feeling of his precum as it leaked into her cervix. There was nothing like it in the world.
Then, as she grew accustomed to the feeling of that great, big thing inside her, a second, equally large pipe was thrust into her face, wet and glistening with the juices of her friend Felicity. Emma felt like a kid in a candy store and she parted her lips, granting him admittance. Daisy's lips opened and she gobbled up one of his balls, sucking at it greedily and drenching it in spit. Emma slurped and slobbered as she slowly devoured him, sliding her lips along the shaft, from the tip right down to the base. She purred around his member as she was fucked from behind, the stifled groans adding some nice vibration to his veiny underside.
Having spent so long in the warmth of Felicity's snatch, the feeling of such a seasoned mouth around his delicate member was a little much for the trembling Italian. Retracting in a spray of spit, he aimed his prick downwards and passed it onto Daisy, allowing her just a single solitary suck, before prying it loose and returning it from whence it came. He repeated this manoeuvre many times over, moving his cock steadily from one brunette to the next, until an agonised groan from the bottom of the pile signalled a cue for his swift return.
He stuck his dick in Felicity's pussy and quickly picked up from where he left off, thrusting in time with his friend. And so it went on, the fiveway fuckfest continuing for a good, long while. The men swapped back and forth from pussy to pussy to mouth, enjoying each hole for as long as they could manage before switching to another.
Moans filled the room, spouted in equal measure by men and women alike. Grunts and swears sounded loudly from both guys as the slick embrace of a drooling, wet mouth or the taut inner walls of a sweet A-list pussy hugged their members tight. And the girls groaned even louder as the two experienced escorts showed just why their services were so highly sought after.
After years of fucking hot women for money, their levels of restraint were through the roof and the rented hunks went at the famous trio for close to an hour before the warmth, tightness and moisture of their various orifices finally took their toll.
"Fuck! I'm gonna cum!" yelled the guy with the beard, using Emma's hips for leverage as he rammed into Daisy's pussy.
Then, before any of the ladies even had a chance to respond, the inked up, muscle bound stud did exactly as he promised. Sheathing himself to the hilt in that tight and gripping vagina, the escort let loose and fired without control, roaring to the heavens as he dumped what must have been close to a pint of burning hot splooge straight into the actress' womb.
"Oh, JESUS!" Daisy squealed, peeling her tongue from Felicity's clit, eyelids a flutter as she felt that thick load simmer inside her body.
"Mmm, push it out, Daze," said Felicity beneath her. "I want to taste that yummy spunk!"
Relaxing her pelvic muscles as much as she was able, a hot mess of off-white baby batter slopped out from between her labia, landing with a splat on Felicity's outstretched tongue.
"Don't swallow, Flick," Emma quickly warned her. "I want to taste it too."
And with that the three of them jumped down off the bed, gathering in a triangle on the guest room floor. Emma put her lips to Felicity's and the two started making out, thin drops of spunk trickling down both their chins. Then Daisy joined in the action and that gloopy wad of semen was swapped back and forth from one pretty mouth to the next, sharing it out between them until each had an equal measure. And as they closed their lips and swallowed them down, another huge cock was up in their faces, ready to gift them with a second helping.
The women turned to face him and three soft hands were on him in an instant, stroking his trembling thighs or cupping his big, swollen balls.
"Hmm, you got some more for us, honey?" asked Felicity as she gazed past his manhood and up to his twisted face.
"Yeah, come on, love," Emma chimed in, squeezing his spunk-filled balls. "Empty these things for us, would you?"
"Yeah, cum for us, baby," Daisy begged softly, each passing syllable more sultry than the last. "All over these pretty faces."
No further encouragement was required. Jerking his rod like a fiend, the Italian stallion unleashed an ear-splitting roar as his bellend erupted and a fiery jet of gloopy, hot semen spurted from the hole in his dick. Pointing his cock at all three women in turn, he pulled his prong at a mile a minute, leaving his calling card on one gorgeous face after another.



"Wow!" Felicity exclaimed, a thick line of splooge streaking her face from hairline to chin. "That was quite a blast!"
"Wasn't it?" Emma agreed, sporting a lengthy cum stripe of her own. "I booked well with this one, huh? Clean me up, please, ladies. No way I can go to my party like this!"
"I don't know, Em," Daisy grinned. "I'm sure there are girls down there looking a lot worse than that!"
It was a point well made, but the three had a chuckle and cleaned each other regardless, eagerly gulping down their second thick loads of the evening. The women rose hand in hand and skipped out into the hall, the two recovering studs trudging wearily behind them. The girls shared one final threeway kiss and Emma's four companions went their separate ways.
Wandering into various rooms on the second floor, they joined in with whatever outrageous activities were taking place inside them. Emma, meanwhile, headed straight for the staircase, finally showing her face (and now that she was sans clothes, the rest of her as well) at the party's main hub.
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As Emma Watson neared the foot of the long, winding stairwell, it was immediately clear that the all-star gathering was already in full swing. Indeed, the soundtrack to the expansive ground floor made the noises from upstairs sound like a children's tea party; so many voices screaming and clamouring over one another, it sounded like the walls were about to cave in.
She was dying to get in on the action, to dip into the first of her many spacious living rooms and leap headfirst into a pile of guests. But, gracious host that she was, Emma thought it her duty to take a sweep of the grounds first, to ensure her many, many party guests were seen to and satisfied. In more ways than one. And where better to start than out in the garden?
With the next house over a mile away, there'd be no concerns about privacy and Emma fully expected there to be at least a few people congregating in her enormous backyard. Night had fallen over South East England but the temperature was yet to drop. Powerful LED lights shone brightly from every wall and pillar, casting the great outdoors in a warm and radiant glow; perfect conditions for some al fresco lovin'.
Emma headed out through the large, sliding doors, and just as she'd predicted, there were indeed numerous party guests 'congregating' throughout her lush green yard. As a matter of fact, the actress had barely set foot on the wood effect paving slabs of her long and furnished patio when she bumped into two people 'congregating' very closely on her cosy outdoor sofa. So closely, in fact, that the man's face had all but vanished between the woman's thighs, and the coos and groans passing through her lips were a clear indicator that, whatever he was doing down there, he was doing it pretty damn well.
The woman was Olivia Cooke, gorgeous brunette and star of Spielberg sci-fi epic Ready Player One. Quite who the man was, Emma wasn't sure. But if he was able to give that much pleasure with the use of his tongue alone, then she damn sure wanted to meet him!
"Hey, Liv," said Emma, sidling up next to her and planting a kiss on her pink puckered lips.
"Ay oop, Em," Olivia replied, speaking in a heavy Mancunian accent that years working in Hollywood had thus far failed to shed. "You found a good one 'ere, love!" she whined, combing her fingers through the escort's hair.
"So it would appear," Emma grinned, rolling her tongue around a nipple as she watched the man at work.
His technique really was second to none and the sticky fluids smeared copiously across his lips and chin were a clear testament to that. His tongue circled her clit slowly and skillfully, rolling across the hardened nub in smooth and languid motions. The kind of miracles that tongue was capable of performing were clear for all to see, but Olivia Cooke wasn't one to just sit back and take it. Her hand gripped tight to his hair, holding him firmly in place as she bucked her hips from the couch cushions and ground her pink pussy against his face.
The man didn't object and would happily have allowed the dark-haired beauty to girate against his features until she creamed all over him. Keeping his mouth open and his tongue nice and flat, he savoured the actress from bumhole to clit, moisture seeping forth and tingling his taste buds.
"Oh, crikeh!" Olivia exclaimed, her northern accent seeming thicker than ever. "Keep goin', love. You're gonna make me com!"
Excited by the promise in her words, the man quickly took control, using his huge biceps to pin the brunette to the couch. Shoving his face back between her thighs, his lips smothered her aching clit, that skilled tongue of his flicking across the sensitive nub. Her head jolted upwards and a slew of swears flew from between her lips in true northern fashion as the stud for hire tongued her into ecstasy.
"Oh, bloomin' 'eck! I'm fockin' comin'! Crikeh! You fockin' bastad!"
Her thighs squeezed tight around the escort's head and the string of cusses quickly descended into a series of incomprehensible grunts as he tongued her through the throes of climax. Her quads loosened and one final gasping swear escaped her quivering lips as she collapsed in a heap on the sofa.
"Fock me!"
"That's the idea," the escort quipped, licking gooey residue from his shiny, broad lips.
"I think she liked that," Emma chuckled, looking down at her rented hunk as he emerged from Olivia's thighs.
"She's gonna like this even more," he smirked, planting his knees on the edge of the couch.
Rubbing the tip of his member against wet and slimy pink lips, Olivia's eyes popped open as he quickly pushed forward, spearing her on the length of his shaft.
"Oh, fockin' 'ell!" Olivia yelped as that thick fleshy tool filled her insides.
Emma laughed. "Got a mouth on her, this one, eh?"
"Yep," the man agreed, grunting lightly as he rowed his hips. "Bet she knows how to use it an' all."
"I'm sure she does. Show her a good time, won't you?" said Emma as she hopped down from the couch.
"Will do, love," the man replied. "And when I'm done with 'er I'll come and find you."
"I'll hold you to that. Have fun, kids."
Emma blew them a kiss and crossed the humongous patio, heels clicking as she went. A row of luxury recliners were laid out along the side of her outdoor pool, two of which were being put to very good use by an assortment of her distinguished guests. Laid out across one of these expensive pieces of furniture was stunning blonde actress Lucy Boynton. Head rested against the plush padded cover and legs spread as wide as they'd go, the better half of Bond villain Rami Malek was cooing into the warm night air as a second fair-headed beauty busied herself between her thighs.
Arms wrapped tightly around Lucy's long and slender legs, Annabelle Wallis was acquainting herself intimately with the sweet little gooey pink treat that lay so invitingly between. Sucking, tonguing and licking at the nub of her clit with equal and impressive efficiency, the star of soon to be released horror movie Malignant was using every trick she knew to drive her fellow actress wild.
But this particular outdoor tryst was no mere party for two, and bringing up the rear was a fiendishly good-looking man of magnificent build and even more magnificent endowment. Holding onto her nice rounded hips, he was steadily feeding the blonde starlet every single inch he possessed, bottoming out each time in her warm and receptive vagina.
With the newfound difficulties associated with Transatlantic travel, Annabelle had been a little reluctant to leave the clutches of her partner, Chris Pine, and make the return to her homeland. But within minutes of her arrival at the Watson estate she knew full well that she'd made the right decision, and the cock she was currently enjoying was well worth a stay in quarantine. Long, thick and impossibly rigid, it touched places inside her she hadn't even known existed, stretching her more thoroughly than her megastar boyfriend could even dream of.
Taking a break from her tour of the garden, Emma stopped and watched for a while as the three attractive people fucked on her outdoor furniture. Hips bucking at a furious pace, the handsome escort went at the gorgeous blonde with little care or concern, confident that a woman of such beauty and experience could handle his tremendous size. A chorus of groans poured from between Lucy's thighs, deeply muffled by the slick, warm pussy she was trying her utmost to pleasure.
Tugging lightly at her golden locks, Lucy directed her friend towards her sweetest spots, eyes fluttering as that long, skilled tongue worked wonders upon her clit.
"Yes, that's it, Anna," the actress purred, enjoying the sight of those pretty blue peepers twinkling up at her from between her thighs. "I'm close, love. Don't stop."
Annabelle gave an excited groan and dug in deeper, thrilled by the prospect of making her cum. Her tongue flicked faster and she licked her harder and with greater finesse, even as the hired stud kicked up to ramming speed behind her. Soon he was going full pelt, giving her every last inch and spanking her landing strip with his big, inflated balls.
Eyes rolled into the back of her head and Lucy gripped her tighter, keeping her firmly in place. No words were spoken but the implication was clear. She wasn't going anywhere until she'd made her cum. A few last swirls around her throbbing pink clit and she did just that, closing her eyes and gritting her teeth as euphoria and ecstasy took control of her quivering form. The dam burst in spectacular fashion and she gushed copiously, soaking her fellow blonde with a torrent of sticky sweet fluids.
The first orgasm seemed to spark a chain reaction, and as the last splash of cream trickled across her tongue, Annabelle gave into the powerful sensations that were rumbling through her entire body. Finally emerging from between her legs, Lucy and Annabelle shared a lengthy spell of heated and unwavering eye contact as the latter of the two was ravaged by the seizing claws of a second tumultuous orgasm.
"Yes, Anna!" Lucy encouragement. "Come on, love. Cum on that big fucking cock!"
Placing a finger under her cum-soaked chin, she angled her up to face her, staring deep into those ocean blues. Squeals and groans poured from between her lips and Lucy loved watching her features change from their usually flawless arrangement as her body was rattled with raw, unadulterated pleasure.
Then, almost without warning, the man came too, and Annabelle's own climax had barely ceased before hot spurts of seed were splashing her taut inner walls. Roars boomed out from behind her and the man's strong pelvis stayed flush against hers until he'd given her every last drop. Emma watched as the man pulled out, a thick mess of bubbling semen slopping out after him, and the actress departed as the two women dropped to their knees, cleaning the remnants off his cock.
She stopped at the end of the row, where Killing Eve star Jodie Comer was perched between a pair of tall black studs. Hands clutched tight to their sturdy dark hips, the actress' shiny blonde hair brushed across her shoulders as she switched back and forth from one dark groin to the other. Choking and gagging sounds carried across the vast outdoors as she swallowed each cock in turn, taking each thick ten incher all the way down to the balls with minimal fuss or effort.
"Fuckin' 'ell, mate," said one man to the other, groaning slightly as that thick set of lips kissed his neatly-trimmed groin. "These northern slags can't half suck a dick!"
"Innit tho'," his friend agreed. "Scouse birds are fuckin' filthy, bruv. Why d'ya think I moved to Liverpool? Weren't for an Anfield season ticket, I can tell ya that!"
The two men laughed and a strong black hand grabbed her spindly wrist, a cock falling from between her lips as the northern beauty was pulled up onto her feet.
"Up ya come, love. Let's get these cocks inside ya."
Big, thick trunk-like arms wrapped around her slender form and she yelped in surprise as the man to her right hoisted her high into the air. Large dark hands gripped hold of her asscheeks, holding her aloft as the beefy black escort aligned her sopping twat with the tip of his coal dark schlong. Lowering her slowly, Jodie gasped as his huge black bellend split her pussy open, her inner walls stretching to the limit as it inched its way inside. He slid her down until his balls sat flush against her taint, the swollen head nudging up against her cervix.
Wrapping her arms around his shoulders, she held on tight as the second man stepped up behind her. Pressing his sticky tip against her puckered pink sphincter, he gave a gentle push, splitting her open with his enormous crown.
"Oh, FUCK!" Jodie screamed, mouth open and eyes wide. "That's fuhkin' huge!"
There was plenty of spit greasing his member, but entry was still something of a challenge. Her whole body tensed, her asshole tightening instinctively and squeezing his crown like a ligature.
"Fuck!" the second man cussed, wincing in pain as her stubborn backdoor gripped his mushroom tight. "Relax that arse, love. Don't fight it."
Jodie loosened her rectal muscles as much as she was able, allowing the bellend to slip inside.
"Fuck me, that's tight!" the escort remarked, pushing with all his might and worming his way into her rectum.
Jodie felt her insides expand as his crown went deeper, sliding up into her colon. Soon, a second pair of balls were squished up against the other, 20 glorious inches of raging, tar black meat packing her body to the brim. Two sets of hands gripped her securely, one on her ass, the other on her thighs, and slowly she was lifted, all the way to the top of those long dark dicks. Held there for a fraction of a second, the sudden empty sensation scarcely had a chance to register before she was dropped back down and filled to the hilt once more.
"Oh, SHITE!" she screamed in her filthy Scouse accent, unleashing a northern tirade into the darkness of the night as the action was repeated on a seemingly endless loop. "FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! Those dicks are fuhkin' MASSIVE!"
Jodie was powerless, arms wrapped around their big, broad shoulders and clinging on for dear life as they tossed her up and down between them. Time and again the blonde was impaled, a foot and a half plus of throbbing black beef piercing her innards with each relentless motion. She came over and over, soaking each schlong in fluid as they vanished inside her.
The two men threw her around like a ragdoll; back and forth, up and down, every which way but loose, spearing her repeatedly on those long, thick double dark dongs. This went on for quite some time and didn't stop until two sets of nails clawed at their thighs, nearly piercing their coal black skin. The guys looked down and there was Emma Watson. Squatted at their feet, her face was mere inches away from the two tight holes they were so violently penetrating.
"These dicks look like they could do with a clean up, boys," the actress declared. "Why don't you pop 'em out of those holes so I can polish 'em up for ya?"
Where she'd come from or how long she'd been down there, neither man was sure, but they accepted her offer all the same. Gripping their dicks and prying them loose, they pointed them down at the woman beneath them, presenting each member for sucking. Emma's head swivelled on its axis as she stared back and forth from one cock to the next; both as long and thick and black as each other. She opted for the one on her right, tasting Jodie's asshole as she steered it inside, taking it straight to the base. Slurping up her fluids, she wrenched it free and switched to the other, lubing each one for re-entry.
Popping the second cock from between her lips, Emma watched as they were pointed up at the blonde in between them and promptly shoved back inside her. Emma rose to her feet, giving one of the men a farewell stroke of the arm as she continued across the patio.
No part of her home was off limits, and with this in mind, two of the actress' guests had opted to make use of her luxurious Olympic-sized pool. Drifting slowly across the water on a large inflatable sunbed were a deeply chiselled man and a gorgeous brown-haired woman, bodies entwined as they shared an impassioned embrace. The woman, actress Jenna Coleman, was already entirely naked, her two-piece bathing suit floating like flotsam across the deep, heated waters. The man was clad only in a pair of Speedos, the elasticity of which was being tested to its limits as a carefully manicured hand groped at the package inside.
Emma watched from the side of the pool as her fellow brunette broke from the long, sloppy kiss and moved down to the young man's neck. Continuing south, she pecked at his shredded torso, from his two large pecs right down to the grooves of his six pack. Licking teasingly along the outline of his shaft, she hooked her fingers under the waistband of his trunks and quickly whipped them down, his cock springing out like a jack-in-the-box.
"Oh, my!" she said, eyes going cross as she beheld its phenomenal size. "Emma sure knows how to pick 'em!"
She pulled his trunks down his long, muscled legs and tossed them into the water. Kneeling between his legs with her ass pushed high in the air, Jenna curled her fingers around the width of his shaft and gave it a tender stroke. Peeling back the foreskin, her tongue came out and swished around the swell of his bellend, encircling it several times before settling at the tip. The pool of precum gathered in his slit was almost as large as the one they were floating on, but the former Doctor Who assistant quickly took care of that. Flicking her tongue across the tip of his rod, she lapped up drop after drop of sticky warm semen until the split was as dry as a bone.
Resting her hands on her partner's hips, her shiny pink lips enveloped his swollen crown, rising and falling as she bobbed her head. Each pass took her deeper, countless veiny inches vanishing between her lips. Spit smeared across the shaft, warming his member and making it twitch. The escort's head tilted towards the stars and he gave an appreciative moan, enjoying the airtight suction that the orifice provided.
"Oh, yes! That's it, pet," the man encouraged, groaning in a Geordie accent. "Reet doon to the balls. Oh, that's champion!"
The tip prodded at the back of her throat and she coughed and gagged around the shaft as her lips pushed down, puckering at the escort's groin. Jenna held him there for as long as she could before finally retracting, spit sloshing down the length of his rod. She gripped it at the base while she caught her breath, pumping it several times with a tightly clenched fist before going back for seconds.
Emma watched as the cock returned to her mouth, sliding down her gullet with ease. It was one hell of a sight and propelled the actress' arousal up to levels that were simply intolerable. She strode defiantly across the patio and back towards the twin glass doors, ready to grab the nearest stud she saw and ride his dick into oblivion.
She barged into the nearest room, and as luck would have it, there appeared to be a dozen or so of such creatures gathered at the centre of it. Perfect. She had the pick of the litter. Or so she thought. But as she sauntered across the spacious lounge, she quickly learned that these men were not alone, and marooned in the middle of this ring of hunks was one of her celebrity guests.
Quite who it was Emma wasn't sure, but she could just about see her between gaps in the bodies, sucking and stroking until her heart's content. Emma pushed her way to the front of the crowd and there, with a dick in her mouth and one in each hand, knelt Anya Taylor-Joy.
"Anya?"
Anya looked up and a long black rod fell from between her lips as she spotted the aggrieved-looking host looming high up above her.
"Oh, hey, Emma," she said nonchalantly, moving her hands from one pair of cocks to another. "How's the party?"
Emma could have asked her the same question. It seemed like the young blonde was having quite the little party of her own.
"So it's you that's hogging all the cock?!"
"Uh huh," she replied, without shame or apology. "Well, me and Lily."
"What's Lily doing?"
Anya grinned. "You'll see. Anyway, you gonna join me or what?"
Emma didn't need a second invitation. Hell, she didn't need a first invitation. This was her party and she could do whatever the fuck she liked. She marched into the circle of studs and dropped to her knees beside her friend. The men pushed in closer and quickly she was surrounded, ringed on all sides by an army of long, thick cocks; dribbly, wet slits poking out at her from beneath their hooded sheaths.
Emma parted her lips and the nearest rod was steered in between them, sinking to the base on the very first pass.



"Phwoar! Fuckin' 'ell!" the man exclaimed. "You ain't shy, are ya, darlin'?"
The actress grinned as she bobbed her head, sliding her lips along the length of his shaft. Reaching blindly for a pair of cocks, she pawed at thin air until her hands were filled with meat. Veiny slabs slapped down onto her palms, she wound her fingers around each thick rod and promptly started jerking. Shuffling her knuckles from the bottom to the top, she synced each stroke perfectly with the long, deep pulls of her lips.
Swallowing his cock once more, Emma left the first man behind and quickly moved onto another. This second dick was, quite possibly, even bigger than the last one. Not to mention harder than a rod of steel and black as the ace of spades. But Emma wasn't perturbed, and she took that coal dark rod straight to the hilt, just as easily as she had the first.
And so it continued. Anya and Emma worked their way around the circle from one fat cock to the next, enjoying the hefty array that had been laid out before them. Some were thick, some were long. Some veiny, some smooth. Some white, some black, some brown. But regardless of the colour and whatever it looked like, the dynamic duo of blonde and brunette worshipped each member with their own unique brand of loving attention all the same.
Prying a big black cock from the depths of her gullet, Anya turned to her left where a Pakistani man with a beard and a manbun was patiently waiting his turn. Guiding him between her lips, she sucked him slowly, savouring every inch that the Asian man possessed. Emma, on the other hand, was a little more aggressive, attacking each escort with a ferocious and greedy blowjob style that few of them had experienced before.
"Fock me!" one man remarked. "This posh southern bird's a fockin' animal!"
"Rich girls are fuckin' flith, mate," another agreed. "Always 'ave been." Emma looked at him and he grinned back down at her, wagging his cock in her face. "Come on, 'Ermione. Make this dick disappear!"
Emma obliged, performing a vanishing act on his penis that only the most talented of witches could achieve. Gripping his strong, sturdy hips, she threw herself into him with reckless abandon, impaling herself on his long flesh spear. Spit rained down from the underside, dripping from her chin and drenching her perky chest.
The man withdrew and another took his place, pushing his cock past her smeared red lips and filling her face anew. Two large hands gripped tight to her head and his hips began to thrust, driving his cock into her mouth. Every pass took him right to the hilt and she gagged obscenely as his big, thick bellend battered the walls of her gullet. Her eyes turned red and inky black tears started to tumble down her cheeks, balls bouncing off her chin as he fucked her pretty face.
But the brown-haired actress wasn't alone in her endeavours. In fact, her blonde friend Anya was getting much the same treatment just a few short feet away. Cute face pinned to a black man's groin, the starlet's mouth was taking a rather furious pounding of its own, all manner of nasty, wet gurgling sounds pouring out from between her lips.
The man pulled out and another took over. Then another. And another. And another; the oral assault continuing until someone behind her fisted those long blonde locks and gave an almighty tug. A big, meaty cock popped from between her lips and her head was pulled back until she stared up at the ceiling. A quartet pushed in close, wielding their cocks like truncheons and smacking them against her face. Spit and precum peppered her skin and she squealed with joy as four fat cockheads struck her brow, thudded against her cheeks and bounced off her juicy red lips.
"Yes, I fucking love that!" the actress squealed. "Beat me with those cocks!"
Sticking out her tongue, the man in front of her whacked his bellend against it before pushing it inside and shoving it down her throat. Anya reached out and gripped the two either side of her, jerking them frantically as her face was abused.
And as one woman's gullet was packed full of cock, another's was swiftly vacated. Emma's lips opened as a big black, veiny number was wrenched from her throat, soaked in saliva from the tip to the base. But the man wasn't done with her yet, and as one oversized part of his intimate anatomy was pried from between her lips, another was quick to replace it. Resting his rod against her face, he fisted his saggy ballbag and crammed his gonads inside.
"MMPF!" Emma yelped as her mouth was filled, cheeks bulging like a squirrel with a nut.
Two heavy balls churned against her tongue as she suckled them, and that fat, slimy cock slipped and slid across the starlet's face. Another man stepped up behind her, smacking his dong against the back of her head. Then two more appeared, one on either side; wrapping strands of sweaty brown hair around their big, girthy shafts and furiously beating off with them.
Head still tilted towards the ceiling, the man behind Anya took a step forward and pushed his cock between her lips. Holding her chin to keep her in place, her nose was smothered by the skin of his nutsack as he thrusted down into her face. Hands gripped her wrists and pulled them towards a big pair of cocks. Fingers curled around each of the long, thick shafts and she jerked those monsters in tandem.
The cock surfaced from down in her esophagus and his balls quickly replaced it, dipping between her lips like a teabag into water. Anya felt those shaven orbs stir against her tongue as she sucked them both in turn, dousing each gonad in spittle. But she didn't stop there, and as his ballsack was retrieved, Anya limboed between the escort's thighs, licking across his hairless taint until she found his asscrack.
"Oof! You filthy slag!" the man groaned, her slick red mouth organ slithering up into his sphincter.
Anya lips puckered at his asshole as she pushed in deep, attempting a prostate exam with the tip of her tongue.
"Wank me off, love," the man instructed and Anya indulged him.
Gripping his rod at the base, she stroked it smoothly as she continued to rim him, tooting the trombone like she was first chair in the Royal Philharmonic.
Meanwhile, cock after cock was being stuffed into Emma's mouth, prodding at her tonsils and leaking across her tongue. Then, as the last man popped his crown from between her lips, another stepped up in hope of some seconds. Though this time he wasn't alone, and Emma's eyes bulged almost comically as a pair of dripping pink bellends pointed at her smudged red mouth. Lunging forward, the swords crossed in the middle as they pushed past her lips, stuffing into her cheeks and blowing them up like a puffer fish.
The two big cocks bulged and swelled against each other, pulsing against her lips and tongue. Both dicks were simply enormous, nearly tearing her lips and locking her jaw with a double helping of incredible throbbing girth. Space was limited, but she lapped and tongued at that thick pair of dongs as much as she was able, drooling profusely and drenching both shafts in slobber.
She grabbed two others and started jerking, precum trickling across her knuckles as she stroked them towards completion. The girls had given these men a thorough going over, utilising every trick in the blowjob handbook as they sucked each one in turn. The men had withstood all they'd had to throw at them and done so admirably. But after nearly an hour of incessant sucking, tireless tugging and unrelenting rimjobs, the dozen or so studs gathered in the luxury room could hold off no longer.
First to pop was the man to Emma's right, and the actress felt his dick spasm in her hand as she beat him off.
"Ah, fuck! I'm gonnae com!" he blurted suddenly, his accent from north of the border. "Open yer mooth, hen. I'm gonnae droon yer fuckin' tongue!"
Dicks slid from her mouth and she turned to face him, gaping her lips invitingly. Her strokes quickened, that long Scottish cock pounding like crazy in the softness of her palm.
"Yes, do it, baby," she pleaded softly. "Gimme that fucking cum!"
One more tug and off it went. A thick blast of searing hot jism shot forth from the hole in his prick, splattering across her tongue and setting her taste buds ablaze. The jerking slowed and the Scotsman took hold of his dick, squeezing at the tip and pushing out the last few droplets.
"Aww, fuckin' 'ell. Yes, come on, gel," came a voice to her left. "Keep wankin' me off. I'm gonna fill ya to the fuckin' brim."
Emma gripped his black cock at the trunk and held it steady, beating it violently with the other hand. She felt it twitch and it too exploded, blasting her tongue with a second dose of spunk. One more and her mouth was filled, three hot loads of cum bubbling between her lips like Hermoine's cauldron.
And she wasn't the only one with a faceful of splooge. Anya already had a nice, gloopy wad simmering away in her mouth when two big studs stepped up before her and added a couple more. Pointing their cocks at her wide open lips, both men blasted at the same exact time, almost crossing streams as they splashed the inside of her cheeks.
The girls locked eyes and closed their lips, gulping down their semen shandies in a single unflinching hit. Lips sealed tightly together, their wet, slimy tongues slithered into each other's mouths, sharing the taste of six thick wads of spunk. It made for quite a sight and as the remaining half dozen stroked their big, fat cocks, one of them couldn't help but get in on the action.
Pushing his rod between two plump sets of lips, he held their heads together and thrusted with savage ferocity. His dick throbbed as it plowed through the slick red passage, two sprightly tongues lapping at the veins underneath.
"Owh, bloody 'ell!" he exclaimed. "I'm gonna fockin' blow!"
Retracting from between their lips, the trembling escort pulled his prong like his life depended on it. Cheeks pushed together, Emma and Anya's tongues flicked against one another as they gazed up at the man before them, four gorgeous eyes begging him for his cum. A few more strokes and he gave them what they wanted; spewing savagely and splashing both tongues with his emission.
His friends followed suit and it wasn't long before both sets of lips were wildly overflowing once more. Pushing them together, an ocean of splooge sloshed back and forth from one pretty mouth to the other. A few stray drops spilled free, trickling along their chins and dripping down onto the carpet. Two big swallows and the sea had been drained, six warm loads now swimming in the pit of their tummies.
"Phew!" said Emma. "Well that was fun, wasn't it, love?"
She used a finger to clean up the excess spunk splattered across Anya's cheeks, then slid it between her lips for the blonde to suck clean.
"Mmhmm," Anya agreed, quickly returning the favour. "Though I'm glad you came along, Em. Not sure I could've handled all those cocks on my own!"
"Oh, I think you'd have been OK," Emma replied, rising to her feet. "But I'm glad I could be of assistance. Anyway, I better circulate. Try not to hog all the cocks for the entire evening, OK?"
Anya smirked. "OK, Emma. I'll do my best."
A few of the guys helped her to her feet and led her across to the couch. The group shenanigans quickly resumed and as Anya straddled one of the men and another took up position behind her, it appeared that her remaining holes were now on the menu as well. Emma took one last look as her fair-haired guest vanished once more into a crowd of strong male bodies, grinning as she stepped through the doorway and back out into the hall. A few of the guys followed behind, heading into various rooms or going to see what was happening upstairs.
The screams and groans from the next room could be heard halfway down the hall (heck, they could probably be heard halfway to freakin' London!), and as Emma poked her head around the doorframe it was immediately clear why. Stretched across the room from one wall to the next was a squirming mass of naked bodies, the likes of which the actress had rarely seen in all her years as host.
There were no guys (for now, at least), but the enormous group of women spread across the carpeted floor were clearly doing just fine without them. Bodies interlocked in all types of inventive ways, this rampant flock of party guests looked like they were closing in on the record for the largest mass orgasm as they fucked and fingered, tongued and tribbed one another into a haze of tumultuous ecstasy.
Emma took a quick detour to the kitchen and quickly returned, bottle of champagne, bowl of strawberries and tube of whipped cream in hand. She entered the room just as the final orgasm hit, each exhausted looking woman cuddling up close to about five different people at once. Emma set the strawberries and cream down on a nearby table, holding the bottle aloft as she addressed the room at large.
"Wow, ladies. You've really been working up a sweat in here, huh? Looks like you could do with a little cooling off."
An ear-piercing shriek went up from across the room, so loud and shrill it nearly smashed the double glazed windows. Emma shook the bottle of fizz as hard she could and quickly popped it open. The cork fired across the room like a bullet from a gun, glass after glass worth of expensive champagne spraying out after it. Cheers continued as she aimed it this way and that, dousing each woman in turn. Some opened their mouths to catch, while others simply let it hit them, it's ice cold temperature cooling their sweat-soaked skin. But with so much champagne flying around, things were going to get sticky and each woman promptly turned to the lady beside her, licking her from top to bottom, whether she was drenched in the priceless fluid or not.
"And maybe a little re-fueling too," Emma added, brandishing the bowl of strawberries. "I know I could!"
She plucked a strawberry from the bowl and sprayed it with cream, drawing further cheers as she consumed the red fruit in the sexiest manner imaginable. Strawberries were passed around and so was the cream, and just a few short minutes after their latest orgasms, that big pack of beauties were up to no good once more.
Elizabeth Hurley popped a halved strawberry between her lips, sharing it with fellow MILF Kate Beckinsale in the most intimate way possible. Jameela Jamil laid claim to the tube of cream, dousing her large brown breasts with a mess of dairy goo for Imogen Poots and Juno Temple to obediently clean up.
"OK," announced Cara Delevingne, her loud, piercing voice somehow soaring over the litany of others, "which of you filthy tarts wants their pussy eaten first?"
"Me! Me! Me! Me! Me!" chirped Emily Blunt, answering before anyone else could.
"You again, Em? Blimey, love, I've licked your fanny five times already! What's the matter? Hubby not up to the job?"
"What can I say, Cara? You're just so bloody good at it!"
"Tell me something I don't know. Alright then, babe, you asked for it. Bring it over here."
Emily assumed the position and Cara crawled up between her legs, rolling out her legendary tongue and guiding it straight to the actress' clit. Her talents between the thigh were already well known to everyone at the party, but there was another clit licker of far less renown that was showcasing some rather special skills of her own.
Laying across the carpet, just a few feet to Emily's left, was the gorgeous Kate Beckinsale, and parked between her lovely, long legs was Miss Naomi Scott, a prodigious young pussy eater who was clearly reaping the rewards of a recent celebrity friendship.
"Oh, goodness!" Kate groaned in her familiar posh southern accent. "Wow! You've been practising, haven't you, love?"
Naomi looked up and grinned, lips already shining with the fruits of her labour. "You know how it is, Kate. You pick up a few things when you hang out with Kristen Stewart."
The remaining ladies took to the living room floor, forming a heptagram on the expensive carpeting and presenting Naomi and Cara with an all they could eat pussy buffet. After Kate and Emily came Juno and Imogen, and with the sweet, sweet taste of their brunette starters still tingling on their tongues, Naomi and Cara settled in for the blonde main course.
Arms curled tenderly around Juno's thighs, Naomi's tongue slid smoothly across her drippy wet slit, gathering the delicious nectar as it seeped out from between her lips. To the surprise of no-one, Cara's approach was a little more aggressive. Staring up at Imogen from between her thighs, she didn't break eye contact for even a fraction of her second as she worked her over, tonguing fiercely at her sensitive clit. The techniques were different but equally effective, and in a matter of minutes both women were rewarded with a hot rush of fluids that nearly drowned the young duo alive.
Continuing around the circle, Jameela's brown thighs parted like the Red Sea and Cara dove in between them, chowing down on her Asian cooze like it was the last thing she'd ever eat. Meanwhile, Jameela's sister in skin tone was preparing for a rather hearty meal of her own. Crawling between Liz's legs, Naomi licked her lips as she gazed forward at that delicious, ripe mature pussy, glistening between her thighs in all its seasoned glory.
Poking out her tongue, Naomi was just milimetres away from her first mouth-watering taste when a finger on her forehead stopped the Indian-Brit in her tracks.
"Uh uh," said Liz. "Not your tongue, darling. I want to feel that pretty pussy against mine."
Naomi had never been one to deny a woman what she wanted. Especially one as prestigious and esteemed as Elizabeth Hurley. Quick as a flash, she span around onto her knees, backing up her booty and slotting it between those nice toned thighs. Liz gripped onto Naomi's legs, holding her tight as that juicy young snatch ground against her own.
She may have been 56 now, but the legendary actress could still cut it with the best of them. May and December bodies clamped firmly together, the UK's premier MILF scissored her heart out with a woman half her age, matching her stride for stride. Hands clasped tight, two sets of equally perky breasts jiggled delightfully as they mashed their pussies together. Bucking into one another with everything they had, both women came at the exact same time, directing a piercing duet towards the living room ceiling.
Jameela joined them, screaming at the top of her voice as Cara's legendary oral talents sent her tall brown body into overdrive. Six down, one to go, and if Jameela and Liz were the tasty desserts, then Emma Watson was the after dinner brandy. And as Cara and Naomi settled side by side between her wildly splayed out thighs, it appeared that everyone else in the room wanted to wet their whistles as well.
The women gathered around her, pushing in close with as much longing and desire as the guys in the previous room. Naomi's tongue came out, setting on her clit, while Cara, ever the adventurer, moved a little bit lower, quickly finding the brunette's asshole. Emily leaned over her, kissing her ravenously, while the country's top two MILFs latched onto her lovely tits, suckling with greedy intent. Removing her expensive footwear, Juno and Imogen licked and sucked on her painted toes, while Jameela trailed her tongue across her flat little midriff, kissing her toned abs and encircling her navel.
Emma quivered from head to toe as eight amazing women explored her gorgeous body, stimulating every nerve and fibre. Each and every tongue was nothing short of perfect; incredible in its own unique way. Naomi's tongue was light and agile, gliding across her clit in long, wet fluid strokes. Cara's was long and moist, splitting her sphincter open and pushing deep into her anal cavity. Liz's and Kate's were smooth and seasoned, swirling around her nipples in concentric circles. While Emily's tongue was strong and aggressive, fighting and grappling with her own as it plunged into her gaping maw.



Emma groaned into Emily's mouth as the women worshipped her, a familiar sensation building from within. Breaking free from those suction-heavy lips, Emma mewled helplessly as eight magnificent tongues licked her to the point of climax.
"Oh, God! Don't stop, ladies. Fuck, you're gonna make me cum!"
No words were exchanged. No conference was needed. The response was instinctive and all eight women knew exactly what to do. Naomi's tongue flicked harder, faster; lapping at Emma's bud like a viper. Kate and Liz sucked harder at her nipples, feeling them grow between their lips. Emily nuzzled into her neck, sucking on her soft, pale flesh.
"Oh, fuck, yes! Yes! I'm fucking cumming, ladies! YES! YYYEEESSS!"
The women stayed huddled in close, prolonging the orgasm and enjoying the effects that it had on her body. Jameela kissed along her tummy, feeling her muscles clench as the force of the climax hit her like a ton of bricks. Juno and Imogen massaged the soles of her feet, still licking her toes as they curled between their lips. Naomi kept licking her and didn't stop until tasty, warm fluid gushed across the length of her tongue. Emily returned to her mouth, blocking the final few squeals as the body-shaking pleasure finally began to recede.
"Blimey!" Emma gasped, soft kisses peppering her neck, her tummy and the insides of her thighs. "You ladies are incredible!"
She wasn't lying. The orgasm they'd bestowed upon her was one of the most intense she'd ever experienced, and Emma was scarcely given time to recover, before the women swapped places and set about giving her another. Tongues roamed across her body, covering every inch and paying special attention to her many, many erogenous zones. Lips left kisses on her collarbone and neck, forming airtight vacuum seals as they squeezed against her own. Tits and toes were licked and lapped, slobbered and suckled upon. Women crawled between her legs in pairs and on their own, making the party host cum again and again and again.
Then, just when she thought her body might have run out of orgasms, a voice called out from beyond the wall of women, rising above all the dirty talk and her own euphoric screams.
"Step aside, girls."
Emma had been so lost in a haze of passion that she hadn't even noticed that Cara and Naomi had snuck away from the group. But sure enough, as Juno and Jameela moved from between her thighs, the light and dark duo were suddenly revealed, a pair of monstrously large dildos now strapped to their nice rounded hips.
Cara's, apart from it's ludicrous size, was anatomically perfect, and had it not been for the feminine curves and mouth-watering mounds of her body, it would have looked like an extension of herself. Wildly different but no less intimidating, Naomi's fastened up fuckstick was a bright and garish purple, sporting a slender rubbery shaft and an oval-shaped head for g-spot stimulation.
Wearing a filthy grin that stretched from one side of her face all the way to the other, Cara's fingers were curled around her big fake cock, the shaft already dripping with lube.
"Methinks the lady doth need to get fucked!"
The women cheered raucously as the strapped on beauties marched into the centre of the circle, thick plastic pricks at the ready. Hands gripped various parts of Emma's body and dragged her to her feet. Naomi took her position on the floor, that big purple cock pointing up towards the ceiling. Emma straddled her and lowered herself onto it. Sliding down the long rubber shaft, her swollen clit pressed against the leather harness, the large oval head already serving its intended purpose. Naomi wrapped her arms around Emma's back and hugged her close, kissing her hard on the mouth.
Cara knelt behind her and Emma moaned into Naomi's mouth as the slimy tip of the fat plastic prong nudged up against the rim of her asshole. The slightest of pushes and in it went, the incredible girth stretching the walls of her rectum. Prying her lips from the woman beneath her, Emma's features twisted violently as the big man-made member wormed its way inside.
"Oh, Jesus!" she shrieked, clenching her shiny white teeth. "Fuck, that's so big!"
"Oh, come on, Emma," Kate laughed, squatting before her and brushing locks of hair from her face. "I've seen you take bigger ones than that. They weren't made of plastic, but still..."
The women around her cackled with laughter, all six of them now sprawled out across the carpet, fingering themselves and each other as they watched their host get plugged full of big fake cock.
Half of her dildo now embedded in Emma's backside, Cara gripped her hips and started thrusting, feeding her inch after inch. Naomi joined her and soon both women were humping in tandem, boobs bouncing as the pace increased. Emma was loving every second, her body ablaze as it wedged between her guests like the meat in a sandwich. Lips sucked on her neck from beneath and behind, leaving telltale marks on her pale, smooth flesh. Hands groped her breasts and ran along the length of her back. Every so often, a loud smack echoed around the room as Cara raised a hand and spanked her hard across the ass.
Each twin thrust sent their dicks in deep, bottoming out inside her with every two-pronged slam. The design of Naomi's dildo was nothing short of masterful, the big, thick egg-shaped head reaching in and touching every pleasure point. While Cara's girth was truly exceptional, stretching her ass like little had done before. Another orgasm was budding within her, one that threatened to eclipse each of the dozen or so that she'd had so far.
"Oh, God! I'm gonna cum again," Emma declared, mumbling into Naomi's neck.
Spine-tingling pleasure was coursing through her system, reducing her to a quivering mess. She was getting fucked so good she could barely think straight, so when Cara snatched up a handful of hair and pulled her up onto her knees, the sudden sensation made her spasm from head to foot.
"What was that, love?" the model sneered into her ear. "I didn't quite catch it."
Emma didn't respond- couldn't respond- and simply stared up at the ceiling above her as those two gorgeous women railed her into unconciousness.
"Oi!" Cara barked, pulling extra hard and nearly tearing her hair from her scalp. "I'm talking to you, darling. Did you just say you're going to cum?"
"YES!" Emma finally responded. "Yes! I'm gonna cum!"
"Well, come on then," Cara replied, pushing her back down onto Naomi. "Fucking cum, you dirty little slag!"
She bucked her hips harder, tearing into Emma's rectum with ever increasing force. Naomi followed suit and soon that oval-shaped crown was hitting her g-spot with unerring accuracy, igniting yet another thunderous orgasm that ripped through her body like an earthquake.
"Oh, fuck! Yes, I'm cumming! Yes! YEEESSS!!!"
The women around her cheered as her body was overcome by violent convulsions, and she appeared to take leave of her senses as those two man-made cocks nearly tore the actress apart.
Finally, the tremors subsided and Cara prised her plastic rod from deep in Emma's rectum. But it wasn't over yet, and somewhere in the midst of her latest orgasm, the remaining women had rooted through the party host's extensive toy collection and were now strapped up in wait of their turn.
"I'm going next!" announced Elizabeth Hurley.
"Me too," added Kate Beckinsale, and in a matter of moments both ladies were in position.
Emma squatted over Liz as she took to the floor, shrieking at the top of her lungs as two of the most beautiful and inspiring women in the British Isles stuffed her body full of plastic. Gripping her hair once more, Cara pulled the brunette towards her, giving her taste of her backside as she filled the last of her holes.
And so it went on, from one hour and into the next. Emma's body was ravaged from all sides, sealed up with prosthetic cock and pounded into next July. She'd been involved in gangbangs (with men) at parties previous and the experience was remarkably similar. The naked bodies around her. The constantly spewed filth and the hollers of encouragement. The non-stop orgasms. The large phallic objects being viciously shoved into any hole they'd fit. All that was missing was the bukkake at the end.
Or so she thought, and once everyone in the room had taken a turn in either her pussy or her ass, the strap ons were swapped for big vibrating wands, and the women gathered around her, ready to shower her body in splooge. The room was buzzing like a beehive in no time at all as eight of Hitachi's finest were all powered up at once.
Emma was handed one of her own and she turned it up to the highest setting as an army of others hummed and whirred all around her. It wasn't the kind of magic wand she was used to wielding, but the movie witch held it to her clit all the same, groaning along with everyone else as the powerful vibrations tickled her pinkest pleasure point.
As most in the room had predicted, it was Cara who went off first, spouting some last minute dirty talk as her own stiff nub was thrummed towards completion.
"Yeah, you want this cum, don't you, love?" she sneered down at Emma, face and groin just inches apart. "All over your pretty face. Tell me you fuckin' want it!"
"I want it!" Emma shrieked desperately. "I fucking want it! Drench me! Hose me down with that hot, tasty cum!"
A typically wicked grin stretched across Cara's face, and without word the big buzzing boyfriend-replacer was pulled from her groin, a thunderous jet of crystalline fluids bursting forth from her quivering mound. Emma scarcely had time to brace herself before the hot, potent blast hit her full in the face, splashing across her tongue and wetting her nut brown hair. Returning the wand to her clit, Cara fired off a couple more blasts before finally stepping aside.
Jameela and Imogen replaced her, erupting at the exact same time and drenching her tits and midriff. Liz was next and as she pried the wand from between her legs, the legendary actress fired her fluids with practised aim, arcing a thin stream of MILF juice straight between Emma's lips. Then someone else came, soaking her hair further as they doused the side of her head. Then someone else. Then someone else; nearly every inch of skin and hair now drenched in fiery fluid.
Emma's body was burning, inside and out, and as Emily Blunt stepped up before her and gave her one last load, the host of the party quickly returned fire, spraying her splooge across Mrs Krasinski's wildly spasming cunt.
Emma switched off her wand, shaking all over as she set it down on the carpet. The ladies gripped her tremoring body and helped her up off the floor, holding on tight until they were sure she could stand by herself.
"Ladies...wow!" she panted, steadily sucking in breath. "That was...just...wow!"
Cara laughed, still wearing her devilish grin as she climbed back into her strap on. "Fancy some more, love? Me and Dickie here are always ready," she said, looking down at her big fake cock. "Aren't we, mate?"
Emma chuckled. She wasn't aware that Cara had a name for her favourite dildo, but honestly it didn't surprise her in the slightest. "Tempting, Cara, but I think I'll pass. I could do with some real dick now."
"Suit yourself. Anyone else? You know I fuck better than those blokes out there."
"You know I love that strap on of yours, Cara, but I'm sorry, love, there's just no substitute for the real thing," Emily declared, drawing murmurs of agreement from around the room.
Cara rolled her eyes, dismissing the comment with a sneering scoff. "Pfft! Whatever, slags. I'll go find someone else then."
With that, the model-turned-actress marched off into the hall, the others following her in search of dick. Some went outside, while others headed up to the second floor. Some had barely left the room before they ran into a fella or two, and almost jumped them right there in the hallway. Emma, on the other hand, continued with her sweep of the grounds, moving quickly onto lounge number three.
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Upon entering the room, Emma immediately dubbed it the Marvel Room, for the deluxe living quarters were packed to the rafters with stars of the MCU. Though unlike the previous room, one of Emma's hired studs was in there as well. She could barely see him, but he was in there somewhere; buried under a pile of women.
Knelt to his left was Rebecca Hall of Iron Man 3, head bobbing steadily as she sucked him off. To his right was Black Widow's Florence Pugh, the tip of her tongue tracing the lines of his pecs as she licked along his sculpted torso. And between his thighs were Karen Gillan and Gemma Chan, each with their plump sets of lips enveloping a spunk-filled testicle.
It made for one hell of an image, but the lucky man, whoever he was, couldn't see a thing of it. For looming over him from behind was the buxom frame of Miss Hayley Atwell, those whopping great tits of hers smooshed down into his face and obscuring his view completely.
A naughty grin curled Emma's lips and she strolled into the room, heading straight for the overfilled couch.
"Ladies," she said. "Mind if I join you?"
"It's your party, Em," Florence replied. "You can join whatever you like."
She made a good point, and Emma didn't object, kneeling on the couch beside Rebecca. Locking eyes with Florence, she joined in her exploration of the escort's torso. The two little women worshipped his every inch, nimble twin tongues gliding across his midriff, and licking sweat from between his muscles.
A harsh gag sounded from Rebecca as her lips touched the base and she wrenched his member from between her lips, spit slopping down every thick inch as she angled it towards the host. Emma pounced upon it, quickly and ravenously, taking it down her throat and vanishing it with ease. She slurped hard at the drool-soaked wang as it throbbed against her tongue, adding another layer before popping it out and passing it onto Florence.
The blonde accepted it, the purple tips of her hair dusting the man's abs as her lips slid down the shaft, taking him straight to the balls. Her lips puckered at the tip and the crown sprung free, flopping back and forth before the crowd of enraptured women.
"Fuck, Emma," Florence sighed, brown eyes fixed on the fleshy behemoth. "Where do you find these things?!"
Emma laughed. "Well, that would be telling, wouldn't it, Florence?"
The pair exchanged grins and both went for the cock in between them, lips pushed together as they locked around the base. The two of them shared a mean dick, as many a crew member on the set of their movie could attest. Saoirse wasn't there to join them this time, but plenty of others were, and as their twin sets of lips climbed up and down his pole, a third wrapped snugly around the ridge of his bellend. Rebecca's tongue danced across the slit, lapping up the precum that pooled there in copious volume.
The man groaned from beneath Hayley's chest as five women tended to his nether regions, his lips eagerly suckling on a nipple. The size and softness of those cans were like nothing he'd felt before, and he immersed himself deeply, gobbling and guzzling like an infant at feeding time. The feeling of so many mouths on his genitals was almost indescribable, and no fewer than three A-list beauties felt the tremors as they reverberated through all ten inches.
"Fuck, I need this thing inside me," Florence declared, licking her drooling lips.
Emma and Rebecca cleared the gangway, but Karen and Gemma remained right where they were, still sucking on the escort's sack.
"Here we go," said Hayley, lifting her boobs from his face. "Time for entry.'
The young man watched as Florence mounted him, sticking out that big, wide bottom. He felt Hayley's chest press against the back of his head, hands stroking his pecs as he wore her tits like a pair of earmuffs. Emma took control of his rod, rubbing it teasingly against her girlfriend's slit before carefully guiding it in.
"Oh, my God," Florence gasped. "So fucking big."
She planted her feet on the couch cushions and started riding him, slowly at first, but quickly gathering momentum.
"Yeah, get it, Flo," Emma encouraged, delivering smacks to her pale white cheeks. "Bounce on that dick, babe."
The handsome escort simply sat back and watched, enjoying the sight of those meaty, round globes as they rose and fell above him. But he couldn't enjoy it for long, and soon soft hands were pressing against his shoulders, pushing him down to the couch cushions until all he could see was the ceiling above. Then, with his head flush against the leather, his vision was suddenly filled by a second set of ass cheeks as Hayley Atwell squatted over him and sat down onto his face.
Warmth touched his lips and his tongue came out, going straight for the actress' clit. He licked her smoothly and with practised skill, cooing into her folds as one of Marvel's newest recruits bounced up and down on his dick. Now the curvy blonde was sinking to the hilt, those nice juicy pillows clapping against his abs. Karen and Gemma were still sucking on his balls, stretching the skin of his sack as they pulled them in different directions.
Hayley gripped the top of his head and started to grind against his face, smearing sticky fluid from his chin to his nose. He felt Florence start to tighten as she rode him harder, moans and groans increasing in volume.
"Oh, fuck!" she blurted suddenly. "I'm gonna fucking cum!"
"Yeah, do it, Flo!" said Emma, smacking her booty once more. "Cum on that fucking cock!"
Florence dropped to the base one last time and remained there as she climaxed, washing his wang with a flood of arousal.
"Oh my God! Wow!" Florence huffed, gasping for air as she climbed down off his dick. "I'm taking this one home with me. This dick is fucking amazing!"
Emma laughed. "Not sure Zach will be too happy about that, babe."
"Ah, he'll be OK. He likes to watch," Florence revealed, returning a cheeky wink.
"OK, me next," Hayley declared, moving from his face to his groin.
She gripped his dick hard and slid down onto it, taking Florence's reverse cowgirl and giving it the full one-eighty. She knelt on the pristine leather and rode him wildly, bouncing her bum off his thighs. Hayley's choice of position offered a fantastic view of her tits, and the stud's jaw nearly hit his chest as those beautiful DDs flopped up and down before him.
There was a quick shuffle of the pack in light of this new position, and the women assembled themselves with wordless telepathy. This wasn't their first rodeo, no doubt about that. Karen remained between the escort's thighs, licking from his balls, along his shaft and right up to Hayley's asshole. Emma and Rebecca flanked him from either side, smushing their lips against his one after the other and sucking his gawking face. While Florence and Gemma knelt either side of Hayley and went straight for those nice big boobs, sucking on them as best they could as they bounced all around her chest.
"Oh, blimey!" Hayley gasped. "Fuck, that's a good dick!"
A tit fell from Florence's lips and she looked at its buxom owner, grinning from ear to ear. "What did I tell you, Hayz?"
"You weren't wrong, newbie," Hayley purred. "I might have to take him home with me instead. You can have him when I'm done."
Florence pouted. She knew full well that MCU veterans took precedence in such matters and didn't even bother to argue. But it was disappointing to say the least.
Meanwhile, and perhaps in response to being traded back and forth like some kind of precious commodity, the escort had taken the initiative and was driving his dick up into Hayley with tenacious vigour. Each passing thrust was harder than the last, and the smack of his pelvis against hers sent tremors through every thick curve of her body. His length was astonishing, touching her innermost spots and reaching depths that the chesty brunette had previously thought impossible.
"Oh, GOD! YES!" she screamed, her features violently twisted. "Fuck me! Fuck, that dick is SO FUCKING GOOD!"
"Yeah, let's 'ear it, love," the escort sneered, reaching out and thumbing the nub of her clit. "Tell us 'ow much you love this dick. Show your mates what they're missin'!"
The stud for hire threw his rod up into her with unwavering force, ramming home all ten inches with each hard, merciless thrust. One more punch of her deepest pleasure point and she came on the spot, dousing his dick with a second helping of hot, creamy cunt juice. The ramming slowed and Hayley remained perched atop him for a final few seconds, feeling that veiny beast throb inside her one last time before finally dismounting. Florence and Karen were on it in a flash, licking his length from opposite sides and cleaning the various fluids.
Emma's tongue was halfway down his throat, exploring the inner contours of his mouth, when he grabbed her assertively, handling the A-list host in the manner that she'd paid for.
"Over 'ere!" he spat, groping a tit as he pulled her in close.
Flipping her over, he rolled up onto his side, making her the little spoon. A little fumble down below and he was all up inside her, giving it to her good and hitting all the right spots. Lifting a leg into the air, his fingers dug into the soft flesh of her inner thigh as took her from behind, railing like a man possessed.
Florence cupped his ass cheeks and spread them wide, burying her face in his crack without a moment's delay. Her tongue rolled out and slid past his sphincter, going in search of the young man's prostate. Rebecca dipped down between Emma's thighs, finding her throbbing pink clit and tonguing at it with expert precision. Gemma knelt beside the host of the party, stroking stray locks of hair from her face before the two rhyming starlets started making out. Karen and Hayley were left to entertain each other, and if the moans and groans from the nearby ottoman were anything to go by, then they were more than capable of doing so.
The escort's lip was curled in a snarl as he dicked the host senseless, the tongue in his asshole rewarding each thrust. His dick was like a battering ram, boring through her insides and punching her cervix repeatedly. The tongue on Emma's clit added to the stimulation and her pussy clenched and tightened, squeezing the escort harder as he rowed his hips.
"You're gonna cum, aren't ya, love?" he asked, hissing into the brunette's ear.
"MMHMM!" she returned, mumbling incoherently into Gemma's mouth.
He gripped a fistful of hair and gave a sharp tug, separating them in a single motion.
"Speak up, darlin'. I wanna hear ya say it."
"I'm gonna cum!" Emma squawked. "I'm gonna cum on your big, fat cock!"
"Come on then, gel," the escort growled, pounding her ever harder. "Fuckin' give it to me. Cum on this fuckin' dick!"
A few more thrusts and the rented hunk added another notch to his orgasm tally, sending violent jolts through the brown-haired actress that practically shook her entire body. But unlike the previous two, Emma's recovery time was pretty much nil, and before the final wave of pleasure had even subsided, he spun her around onto her knees and pounded her pussy anew.
"Hey!" pouted Florence beside him, arms folded churlishly across that nice perky chest. "How come she gets two positions and I only got one!?"
"You want more, love?" he asked, looking at her as he continued to rail. "Well get up 'ere then!"
He patted the small of Emma's back and Florence climbed aboard, parking her lovely, big bottom on top of her friend's. And with such an array of heights and shapes all around him, there was definitely room for one more. Standing tall at 5'10", Rebecca was the obvious choice, and the escort guided her to the top of the pack, completing the trifecta.
Thrust out high on top of two others, Rebecca's ass was the perfect height for him to stick his face inside. So that's exactly what he did, bathing her bottom in drool as he fucked her fellow brunette. He went at Emma with little restraint, making her cum again in minutes before moving onto Phase Four's finest. Florence and Rebecca succumbed to his efforts in equally quick time, and as the woman at the summit drenched his junk in her arousal, a second three-tiered construction had completed itself just a few feet away from the first.
Karen was the tallest, so she was on top. Gemma was on the bottom, with Hayley the thick hunk of meat in the oh-so-delicious sandwich. With a cocktail of fluids dripping from the tip of his dong, the escort jumped from one tower and straight onto the other, fucking his way down it, one layer at a time.
Orgasms came and went, but the hired stud wasn't finished quite yet. Prying his dick out of Gemma at the bottom, he promptly returned to the top of the pile, wrapping his arms around Karen's torso and burying himself inside her as he scooped her up into the air. The towers fell and in the blink of an eye, the remaining women were converging on him once more.
Gemma knelt behind him, pulling his asscheeks apart and burying her face in his crack. Rebecca and Halyey squatted at his feet, wrapping their lips around his massively inflated balls. While Florence and Emma stood on either side, exchanging sloppy kisses with man and woman alike.
Karen threw an arm around the escort's shoulder, holding on tight as he tossed her up and down on his dick. Holding her up by the thigh, he bounced her tall, slender body with consummate ease, impaling her repeatedly on nearly a foot of rock hard meat. Each and every motion sent shockwaves through her body, making her tremble in his big, strong arms. Sweaty strands of tousled red hair brushed against his face as she threw her head back, screaming into the living room ceiling.
"Awh, yes! Fuck! Fuck me, laddie! Gimme that big fuckin' dick!" she roared, firing off expletives like only a true Scotswoman can.
Pleasure coursed through every square inch of her body and her pussy contracted, squeezing him ever harder.
"Cor! Fuck me!" he swore back, fumbling desperately and wrenching his cock from inside her. "Blimey, love! Gonna fire up ya fanny if you ain't careful!"
He gripped his dick at the base and pointed it at Hayley, the shaft glistening with a fresh layer of arousal.
"C'mere, darlin'. Get ya laughin' gear 'rand that."
Hayley gaped her lips and swallowed up his schlong, taking it straight to the balls. She sucked with ravenous greed, showing little concern for the escort's predicament as she slurped up the sweet-tasting fluid. Popping it free, his dick had been thoroughly polished, dripping with saliva from bellend to base. Pushing the crown against Karen's sticky pink slit, he promptly returned it from whence it came, thrusting up into the Guardian of the Galaxy with renewed and relentless vigour.
This time he kept her still, holding her up by her flat and toned little midriff. Emma and Florence offered their assistance, gripping her arms to help keep her steady while the chiselled god of a man drove his dick into her suspended frame. A few thrusts was all it took, his big, swollen crown hitting her g-spot and sparking an earth-shattering orgasm that rocked every inch of her frame.
"OH, FUUUCCCKKK!!! YYYEEESSS!!!' she screamed, pleasure reverberating through her until her body went limp in his arms.
He remained inside her, feeling her innards squeeze him before letting her down, woozy from the good, hard dicking. Pointing at the couch, he told them to line up across it. Emma and Florence helped Karen across the room, setting her down on the couch and kneeling on either side. The others joined them and the escort stepped up to the plate, bat in hand and ready to swing. A row of bottoms were lined up before him, so many that he didn't know where to begin. Should he go left to right? Right to left? Or start in the middle and work his way out? The possibilities, as they say, were endless.
After much deliberation, he went for the former; sticking his cock in Rebecca to his left and plowing away with very little self-control. He made her cum in no time and moved on down the line, burying his rod in one beloved comic character after another and pounding each one into a coma. Finally, he reached the end, with six fresh orgasms under his belt and in dire need of respite. But as the women closed on him once more, it soon became abundantly clear that he wasn't going to get any of that.
Emma stepped up before him, fixing the stud with unblinking eye contact and ordering him down to the ground. He complied in an instant and the women turned en masse as he dropped to the carpet, settling on his knees. Sticking out their backsides, the escort quickly found himself surrounded by a ring of ass; supple, round cheeks pushing into his face from every conceivable angle. Each one was differently, though no less perfectly, shaped; some bearing the red marks of countless smacks from both him and their girlfriends alike.
"MMPF!" he exclaimed as his face was smothered, features remoulded in comical fashion.
Linking their arms, they formed an impenetrable fortress from which no mere mortal could possibly escape. The hired stud was left with no choice. He'd have to eat his way out. One pink asshole at a time. A brief display of his oral talents and cracks started to show in the wall of ass. Arms loosened and cheeks came apart, allowing him to fight his way out.
Jumping to his feet in triumph, he promptly gripped onto the nearest ass, sliding his cock between the sweet, round cheeks. Gemma gasped as he pushed up against her, teasing her with the size of his crown. Back still arched and ass thrust out, she offered herself up on a plate, her womanhood ripe for the taking. Resistance was minimal, and the softest push was all it took to fill the Asian beauty to the gills.
The thrusting began and he clung on tight to the curve of her hips, giving it to the future Eternal with all his remaining energy. Gripping her long dark locks, he used them as a set of reins as he threw himself into her, rippling her ass cheeks repeatedly. A hard tug pulled her upright and he wrapped an arm around her torso, pinning her to his chest as the railing continued.
Gemma's friends gathered around her, assigning themselves to a different part of her anatomy and working together to give the Chinese-Brit her most mind-blowing orgasm of the evening. Maybe of her whole life. Florence and Hayley were licking her clit, adding to the powerful sensations that raced through her towering frame. Emma and Rebecca were sucking on her titties, nipples stiffening between their lips. And Karen was choking her, a practice she knew she enjoyed from countless Marvel-themed orgies, both at home and in the States.
"Come on, hen. Cum for us," Karen spat, staring straight into those nut-brown eyes. "Cream that fuckin' dick, ye dirty wee slapper!"
The escort could tell she was close and he drilled her harder, unleashing his everything upon the Asian goddess as she trembled in his arms. The sensations firing through her were like none she'd felt before, heightened further by the lips on her nipples, the tongues on her clitty and the hand around her throat. Karen egged her on as she choked her harder, inviting her to orgasm in increasingly profane and incomprehensible Scottish.
She held out for surprisingly long, but as the choking intensified and the thrusts came harder, the fiery emotions engulfing every inch of her could no longer be withheld. The resulting orgasm was an all time classic, and though the asphyxiation blocked out most of the screams, the quakes of her body could be felt by everyone around her. A stream of burning arousal doused the escort's rod and he didn't stop pumping until the actress had run out of fluid. Pushing her away, Gemma fell into her nearby friends, scarcely able to stand after the pounding she'd been given.



Lowering her to the floor, Gemma's girlfriends gathered around her, forming a half-circle at the escort's knees. His rod was thick and throbbing, dripping copiously with the juices of all six women. Rebecca went for it first, tasting the delicious cocktail as she swallowed it down, puckering her lips at the base. Next was Karen, eager to prove that anything the English could do, the Scots could do just as well. The tip pushed against her tonsils and she held it there as long as she could, finally retracting in a spray of saliva.
Gemma was next and quickly went one better, poking out her tongue and tickling the balls as she made his dick disappear. After Gemma came Florence. She may have been the youngest, but what she lacked in experience she more than made up for in ferocity, taking him straight to the hilt and nearly eating the poor bastard alive. Hayley, meanwhile, had grown tired of waiting. Squeezing neatly between the escort's thighs, she poked out her tongue and burrowed into his hairless crack, stabbing it deep into his rectum.
The expert rimjob added some extra thickness to his cock and it pounded incessantly as it was passed back and forth from one gorgeous woman to the next. Florence to Emma. Emma to Karen. Then back to Emma. Then onto Rebecca. Then back to Florence again. The man was on cloud nine, surrounded on all sides by stars of the highest grossing movie franchise that the world had ever seen, trembling like a leaf as his big cock vanished into one skilled mouth after another.
Tongue sliding out through his sphincter, Hayley emerged from between his cheeks, grinning up at the rented stud as she jiggled her massive breasts. No words were needed. The escort knew exactly what she wanted and was more than happy to give it to her. Shaft now dripping from countless wet, sloppy blowjobs, there was a loud splat as he gripped his pole at the base and slapped it down between Hayley's tits. Scooping up those big, ripe melons, she pushed them up around his shaft, sheathing his sword like it was made to measure. He gritted his teeth and started thrusting, slicing like a knife through butter.
"Yes, that's it, love," Hayley purred. "Fuck these nice big titties!"
She could feel him throbbing between them, that angry red bellend poking out from the darkest depths. Her friends gathered in close and a mass game of Whac-A-Mole quickly ensued, a different mouth catching his crown each time it emerged. Spit dribbled down the length of his wang and it slid about between her boobs as the thrusting quickened, wet balls slapping against her chest.
Those swollen plums had been ready to unload for close to an hour, but the escort had resisted, keen to extend what was undoubtedly the pinnacle of his career. He'd given one hell of a performance, and how he'd managed to last so long was a mystery that would plague the greatest minds. But as his dick soared through that tight, wet tunnel, terminating in one drooling mouth after another, the rented hunk could hold off no longer.
"Fuck! I'm gonna blow!" he yelled suddenly, reaching into Hayley's rack to retrieve his penis.
He palmed his pulsing tube and wound his long fingers around it, stroking like he'd never stroked before. The women were in a line, hands all over him as they begged him for his seed.
"Yes! Come on, love. Give us that cum!" said Rebecca, gazing up at him as she stroked his thigh.
"Yeah, do it, baby!" Emma added, squeezing his bloated orbs. "Empty these big fucking balls!"
"Drench us!" Gemma demanded. "Cover these pretty faces with all that piping hot spunk!"
That was the final trigger, and the man let loose, firing off ropes in rapid succession. The first went straight for Karen, leaving a gloopy streak of semen from her chin to her brow. The man recalibrated and fired again, hitting Florence with an audible splat. Then came Rebecca, and he kept on jerking as he doused her too, messing her forehead and hair. Gemma got the next one, a particularly thick strand that splashed her cheek and covered one of her eyes. Emma had her mouth open, her wagging tongue the perfect target for his next ferocious blast.
Hayley was last, and while her gorgeous face was tremendously inviting, that heaving, great bosom of hers just could not be ignored. Pounding his groin like a madman, the rented stud saved the best for last, dousing those huge cans in an ungodly volume of the thickest, most potent splooge that the women had ever seen.
"Wow!" said Hayley, jiggling her spunk-drenched tits. "Look at all this cum! Blimey, love, you fuck like a god!"
"Yeah," Florence agreed, scooping cum from her flushed red face. "I haven't had dick that good since my initiation. These ladies know what I'm talking about."
There were murmurs of agreement from all around her and the weary escort scarcely had time to recover before he was bombarded with questions; inquiries about his schedule, his rates and proposals for two-for-one specials. In the midst of all the clamouring voices, Emma managed to sneak out undetected, passing a few more studs in the doorway as she continued her tour of the house.
The next room, much like the first, was chock-full of rented hunks. Ten of them, at least, maybe more. Gathered in a circle, their attention was drawn to the lithe, supple figure that lay across a white leather ottoman. Emma fought her way through the masses, gazing upon the heavenly form that so enraptured her hired men. Sprawled out across the leather in a diagonal fashion, Lily James' head was tilted to the side, bobbing gracefully as she sucked on a long, thick cock. A dainty hand was closed around another, sliding smoothly along the length of the shaft. While a big, strong black man was between her legs, steadily sinking his inches into her tight and gripping vagina.
"Well, well," said Emma. "I guess Anya wasn't wrong about you hogging all the cock."
Lily dropped the dick from her lips and took it in her hand, pumping the now wet shaft.
"I guess not," she replied casually. "Great haul this year, Em. Even better than last time."
"Well, you'd know. I seem to remember you hoarding them all then too."
A man stepped away and another replaced him. Lily deepthroated him with nonchalant ease, releasing the crown with an exaggerated pop.
"What can I say? The men, they flock to me." She turned to the man on her right and repeated the trick, popping the head from her lips with even greater theatrics. "Come join me if you like. There's plenty to go around."
"I'll say," Emma quipped. "Looks like you've got a hundred grand's worth in here."
Lily grinned. "Well, I'm happy to share the wealth."
Emma rolled her eyes, scoffing under her breath. Given that she'd hired these men herself she felt that it was her wealth that was being shared, but she accepted the invitation all the same. Climbing up onto the ottoman, Emma knelt diagonally over Lily's supine frame, forming a flesh toned X across the leather. A cast of three assembled before her and Emma went straight for the one in the middle, gobbling up his cock while she jerked off another.
A spongy crown pressed against her slit and Emma groaned around the cock in her mouth as she felt him enter. He didn't feel like the longest of the bunch, but boy, was he thick. The thickest so far, the actress surmised, and she felt her walls expand as he rowed in deep, hitting her cervix with the tip. He held her hips as he thrusted harder, clapping her ass with each stroke.
A hand gripped tight to the back of her head and soon the man in front was thrusting along with him, dicks so deep they almost met in the middle. Spit rained down from his shaft as he tore through her esophagus, puddles forming on the leather. A third one throbbed in her hand as she jerked it off, growing harder and thicker with each stroke. The others were pushed in close, keeping themselves stiff as they awaited their turn. Emma was in heaven, enjoying the enclosure of so many men all around and sharing them out with one of her best girlfriends. It was the stuff dreams were made of.
The black guy in Lily's pussy felt a tap on the shoulder and he promptly pulled out with a heavy dose of reluctance. The men took a step to the left, rotating slowly around the furniture and the two gorgeous women assembled across it. Lily's filling went from chocolate to vanilla, and the light-skinned stud pushed himself into her with burning lust and boundless desire.
The cock in Emma's mouth was now in her hand, and she stroked it steadily, generating a * SHLICK * SHLOCK * SHLICK * from the coat of saliva. Her free hand grabbed the big black one and she felt the warmth of Lily's pussy as she stroked it in sync with the other. A third man was in between them, enjoying the upgrade from her palm to her throat. An Asian was behind her, gripping those slender hips and giving the grown up Hermoine Granger the dicking she so richly deserved.
"Phwoar! Fuckin' 'ell! Can't beat a bita' A-list fanny, eh, fellas?" he declared, agreement returned from all around him.
Emma kissed the groin of the man in front of her then pried him loose, taking a scan of the men waiting to fuck the stuffing out of her. It only took two to make her cum, and the Asian man soon found his efforts rewarded with a balmy gush of fluid that drenched every inch of his junk.
"Oh, fuck! YES!" Emma screamed, eyes rolling back into her head as he dicked her through the throes of orgasm.
"Yeah, come on, love," the Asian man grinned. "Gimme all that cunt cream!"
He kept on railing and didn't stop until her orgasm had been and gone. Her muscles relaxed and the man pulled out, another taking his place. The cycle continued and the guys ringed around the ottoman in an orderly manner, switching from pussy to mouth to fist as regularly as clockwork. Though with so many men in the vicinity and just two women to attend to them, it wasn't long before a few started breaking rank. All it took was the slightest hesitation and one of the hired studs might find his spot taken by one of his quick-thinking colleagues.
"Oi! What you doin', mate?" one man complained as another nipped in before him, sinking deep into Emma's snatch. "I was next!"
"Keep ya wig on, fella," the offender returned. "These birds 'ave got three 'oles last I checked."
And with that he wrapped his arms around the host of the party, cock falling from between her lips as he gripped her tight and hoisted her into the air. A brief moment to rearrange himself and a fat juicy dong infiltrated her anal cavity for the first time that evening. Fingers pressed into her soft inner thighs, spreading her wide as he held her in place. A second cock nudged up against her pussy and Emma cried out as both orifices were stuffed full of big, meaty thickness.
Three more men gathered around her, watching on and jerking off, patiently awaiting their turn as the gorgeous actress was sandwiched by two of their peers. Arms draped across twin pairs of hulk-like shoulder blades, Emma hung on tight as two of her rented hunks finally gave her the hard double-dicking she'd been craving for much of the evening. And if she was totally honest, much of the past two years as well. Up and down they threw her, piercing her insides on 20 of the thickest inches that money could buy.
But she wasn't alone, and back at the ottoman, Lily's beautiful body was being handled in much the same way. Straddling one man in the cowgirl position, her loins were on fire as he drove up into her with the force of a pneumatic drill. A black man was behind her, buried to the balls in her tight rear end. A third was in her mouth, sweaty brown hair scooped up in his paws as he pumped into her face with unbridled ferocity. While another was in each hand, tips dribbling profusely as they enjoyed the tight embrace of her dainty little jerking fists.
Heat radiated through her, the temperature rising with each passing second. And though the crowd around her had halved in number, the five studs were bathing her body in more unadulterated ecstasy than the actress could ever imagine. Balls rebounded off her taint and chin as the men drove into her, seamlessly syncing each three-pronged thust. Encouragement came from all around her, sometimes accompanied by a smack of her ass or a tug at her light brown mane.
The men were masters of their craft, and each and every action and thrust was executed to perfection. But Lily was no slouch herself, and the gorgeous starlet gave it back to the quintet just as well as she got it. Asshole and pussy squeezed hard around their thick slabs of meat, nearly milking each member dry. Her saliva glands were putting in a double shift, making a mess of the fat schlong that had embedded itself in her esophagus. Hands jerked in tandem, occasionally assisted by a hand on her wrist when the fiery pleasure engulfing every inch of her body got a little too much for her.
And it wasn't long before she was completely overwhelmed, scarcely able to think as the hired studs nearly tore her body to pieces. Her groans were louder, muffled almost entirely by the cock in her throat. Only the three stood around her could see the expression on her face; a distorted mess of raw animal lust that few of them had witnessed before. Every muscle was tensed, the pressure inside her swelling to intolerable levels.
It needed to be released and as the three men rowed in deep, every one of them was met with the pleasing sensations of a body in the midst of climax. Squeals rose from the deepest parts of her throat, reverberating around the slab of meat that was lodged so firmly inside it. The cock in her pussy was drenched with arousal, thoroughly basted from the root to the tip. While the man in her bottom was squeezed so tight that he nearly blew his wad straight into her colon. But the two on either side weren't so lucky, and as the climax hit her, Lily gripped so hard on their big twin dongs that it made their eyes water.
"Oh my God!" she gasped as her body was evacuated, the unfathomable feelings finally beginning to subside. "Emma, your parties are unreal! Every year gets better and better!"
Emma enjoyed the praise but was in no position to reply. In fact, she didn't know what position she was in. She thought she'd ticked off every stance in the Kama Sutra by this point in her life, but the one she was in right now was entirely new to her. Laying on her side on a nearby couch, the brown-haired actress was curled up almost in the fetal position, with her knees tucked up to her chest. Her ass stuck out over the edge, the perfect height for the two muscular men that were ravaging both of her holes.
The pair plunged into her with flawlessly synchronised thrusts, separated only by a thin layer of tissue as they plowed through her tight twin tunnels. Another man knelt on the couch cushions, his dick between her lips as he humped in time with his buddies. One hand clasped tight to the backs of her thighs, the other was free to tug and pull at the huge black cock that hovered over the arm of the sofa.
This new exotic position allowed for particularly deep penetrations, the kind that left women senseless, howling and screaming for more. Which is exactly what Emma was doing. Not everyone knew it, as her mouth was so filled with cock, but they could feel the sensations racing through her that turned her tight frame into jelly. Another orgasm was building inside her, and she spat the dick from her mouth, crying out in ecstasy as the pleasure took over, controlling her entire body.
"Oh, fuck! Yes! I'm fucking cumming again! YES! YEEESSS!!!"
Her voice was hoarse and high-pitched, her face unrecognisable; contorted and violently skewed. She was caked in sweat, locks of brown hair plastered to her forehead and cheeks. The makeup she'd spent so long perfecting was all but a distant memory; a smear of lipstick and two dried rivers of mascara was all that had remained.
A quick change of positions and the man that had been in her mouth was now perched on the couch beside her, big dick soaked with saliva.
"Come 'ere, love," he growled, pulling her up onto him. "Gimme that tight little arse."
Emma set her feet down on the leather and lowered herself onto him, his slimy bellend pushing up into her rectum. Her cheeks touched his groin and he gripped her thighs, pointing her feet towards the ceiling. A big black cock pressed up against her pussy and moments later she was filled completely, stuffed to the brim in both of her glorious holes. She gripped two cocks and jerked them furiously, her mouth free to scream and cuss and mewl as she was dicked into another dimension.
Thrusts came hard and fast, plunging in deep and hitting her darkest innards, giving the host of the party exactly what she'd been missing. She enjoyed being the centre of attention, the object of lust and desire for so many well hung men. She loved the way they manhandled her and adored the throbbing in her hands and up inside her body. There was noise all around her and she relished each animalistic grunt and every deep and muttered expletive.
Again she lost control of her senses and any actions on the brunette's part were entirely instinctive. Dirty talk spewed from her lips on a near continuous loop, egging the men on to pound her ever harder. Hands roamed up and down the cocks on either side, popping them between her lips occasionally to keep them nice and slick.
Turbulent feelings were raging within her once more and the black man in her pussy grinned down at her as she gripped his girth, a throbbing in her clitoris that was hard to ignore. He knew a squirter when he saw one and the dark-skinned stud pulled his dick from inside her, leaving the actress to fire at will.
"OH, FUUUCCCKKK!!!" she shrieked, her voice so loud that everyone in the house could hear.
Fat cock still tearing through her rectum, liquid spouted from her slizz like water from a hose, spraying all in the immediate vicinity. No wands required this time; those thick twin rods had done a fine job on their own, and the liquid explosion that the two men achieved was the most violent they had ever seen.
Recovery time was minimal and Emma's pussy had barely stopped spurting before another man was thrusting up into it and pounding the actress anew. And on it went. Minutes turned to hours and still the giant 10-on-2 gangbang showed no sign of slowing down. There were so many men in the room that each of them could go on for hours. If a pussy was too warm or an asshole too tight, he could take a short break, a host of others just itching to take his place. And when he was good to go again, there were ten textbook pleasure givers for him to indulge in. Vaginas, assholes, mouths, hands. The options were endless.
But all good things must come to an end, and after what must have been close to three hours of non-stop of fucking, the telltale signs of imminent eruption were starting to show themselves. Lily was wedged between two black bodies, a long dark dick in each of her holes, when the man in front of her finally succumbed to the tight, gripping feel of her twat. The ferocious snarl he'd worn for much of the evening finally softened and the actress revelled in the sight of his cum face as he detonated inside her, splashing her cervix with spunk. Emptying his ball sack of every last drop, a thick dollop of cum oozed from inside her as the man pulled out, trickling across her taint.
Lily sat up straight atop the man underneath her, feeling his girth expand as she rode his dick. The walls of her rectum had been hugging his girth for fifteen bliss-filled minutes and he repaid the gorgeous actress the only way he knew how- by painting her tunnel a fresh coat of white.
"OH, YES! THAT'S IT!" she squealed, cumming once more as hot, scolding nut butter was pumped into her anal cavity. "KEEP CUMMING FOR ME! EMPTY THOSE BALLS IN MY ARSE!"



Mouth open wide as she cried out in ecstasy, a third man climbed up onto the ottoman, stuffing the last of her holes. A few hard thrusts and he too erupted, dumping an impossibly thick load straight into her stomach. Two men lifted her and set her down on the leather, a warm sensation tingling in her abdomen. Lifting her legs, she spread herself wildly as Emma crawled up before her, grinning from ear to ear.
"Mmm, come on, Lils. Push it out for me," the host instructed. "Gimme all that tasty cum!"
Gripping her ass cheeks and pulling them apart, a thick mess of hot, gooey jism sloshed out from the starlet's sphincter. Emma caught it between her lips, licking her friend from asshole to clit and gathering the remaining residue. Lily joined her on the floor and their lips formed a watertight seal, swapping the spunk back and forth until each had an equal share. Brown eyes locking as they swallowed them down, three young men stepped up before them, fat cocks pointed at their faces.
Kneeling together on the plush white carpeting, thigh to thigh and cheek to cheek, both women gazed up at the trio of studs, hands working tirelessly as they pulled themselves off. Emma reached up and cupped a pair of balls, feeling them empty in her hands as the dick it was attached to exploded all over her face. The blast was thick and copious, messing her hair and forehead, and covering one of her eyes. The man beside him followed, just a split second later, leaving his load across her nose, lips and chin. Lily got the last one; a burning wad of semen that struck her face like spilled wall paint, dousing her cheek and hair.
Pushing out the last few drops, the three men left a final gooey streak across any stretch of skin that took their fancy. Stepping aside, the trio were quickly replaced, and Emma and Lily found themselves staring down the barrels of a big pair of twitching cocks, mouths agape in wait of the hot spurts of cum that were destined to follow. Both men went off at once, filling their mouths to capacity. Turning to face one another, Emma and Lily pushed their lips together and a second cum-sharing kiss quickly and messily ensued.
Now there were just two left, and the remaining eight men gathered around Lily, getting their knobs polished one last time as the final duo helped Emma Watson to her feet. Scooping her into the air, Emma shrieked towards the second floor as each enormous member found a home in her tight little holes. The two men moved in close, careful to avoid the ropes of cum still plastered across her face as they clamped her body between theirs.
Arms wrapped around their shoulders, the actress held on tight as they started pumping, taking the brunt of each two-pronged slam. Emma could feel them throbbing as they thrust up inside her, and knew it wouldn't be long before both holes were flooded with the juice of their bulging loins.
"Come on, boys," she squealed, head swivelling from one straining hunk to the other. "Give it to me! Fill me up with your burning hot cum!"
The response was immediate, and both men swelled even larger inside her, spouting copiously into her womb and colon alike. She could feel the warmth inside her as it splashed her inner walls and she groaned in delight as the two beefy studs voided themselves in her darkest regions. After what must have been close to a minute, the spewing finally ceased and the men pried themselves free, cum dribbling from both her holes as they lowered her to the ground.
Dropping to her knees, Emma took both cocks in her hands, sucking out the last of their loads.
"Mmm, fuck!" she murmured, enjoying the taste of their splooge. "God, I love these parties!"
"Right?!" Lily agreed, still surrounded by the remaining eight. "Fuck, Emma! I don't know how you arrange these every year. You deserve a fucking damehood!"
Emma laughed. "Tell me about it! I'm sure if Queen Liz stopped by one year she'd award me one like that!" she declared with a click of her fingers. She looked up at the two men, dicks still stiff in her palms. "OK, fellas, I'm gonna have to love ya and leave ya. Better make sure these crazy bitches haven't torn my house you shreds! And you," she added, looking over at Lily, "go find some girls to share these dicks with. I hired them for everyone, you know!"
"Fine!" Lily replied, grinning as she rose to her feet. "If I must."
The girls clasped hands, skipping across the room and out into the hallway. A quick kiss on the lips and the pair parted company. Night had turned to morning by the time they left the room, but still the party was in full flow and the noises carrying through the house from front door to back were as loud and vivacious as ever.
Emma had partaken of nearly every sex act known to man over the course of the evening, experiencing the full spectrum of feelings and sensations along the way. She'd sucked more dick and eaten more pussy in just a few short hours than most people manage in a year, and had been fucked into incoherence more times than she could count. But she wasn't done yet, and with the sun starting to peak over the Kentish horizon, there was one room left to visit and a whole realm of sexual enterprises just waiting to be explored.
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Nudging open the door to lounge number five, Emma was met by a cacophony of sounds, and a balmy ocean of sweaty, naked flesh that chopped and writhed across the expanse of the room. If the Marvel room was a regular fixture of her annual get togethers, then this one was an absolute mainstay. The Game of Thrones Room. Or the Sunset Kingdom, as she liked to refer to it; an exotic realm that was every bit as wondrous and fantastical as the dominion itself. The activities taking place within its famous walls had to be seen to be believed, and hushed rumours of unspeakable acts had been swapped back and forth by curious partygoers ever since the event's inception.
Emma crossed the threshold and made a beeline for Emilia Clarke, as the gorgeous brunette was fucked from both sides on the carpeted floor. But that was merely the tip of the iceberg, and if the vast array of sexual activities taking place within the room were anything to go by, then its legendary status was more than justified.
Sprawled out snugly across a nearby couch, Sophie Turner was enjoying the oral talents of a dark-skinned stud that was slotted between her thighs. Knelt beside the ravishing redhead was Maisie Williams, her on-screen sister, who was adding to the blissful sensations with a hand around her throat. The pair had romped together on numerous occasions, both with others and on their own, and the brunette knew just how much pressure to apply to whip her best friend into a frenzy.
Next to Maisie was Nathalie Emmanuel. Perched carefully on the edge of the couch, the half-black beauty was flanked on either side by a pair of light-skinned hunks, the tightly-curled ringlets of her kinky dark hair swishing across her face as she switched back and forth from one white cock to the other.
Admission to the GoT room was not given lightly, and any man summoned considered himself incredibly fortunate to be ushered into the inner sanctum. But of the six invited, the man on the adjacent sofa was undoubtedly the luckiest of all. Closely surrounded by a trio of gorgeous women, the hired stud was in the midst of a threeway blowjob, the likes of which he rarely received, even in his line of work.
Between his thighs was Hannah Murray, a pretty blonde who was tending to his large pair of testicles, suckling each one in turn and coating them in sticky saliva. Knelt on either side of him were Natalie Dormer and Lena Headey, both women taking turns to swallow his ten inch cock.
Lena, to his right, had been the series' resident MILF and sucked dick like only the most seasoned women could, putting 30 years worth of skill and experience into every pass she took. She sucked smoothly, steadily; lips sinking deeper as she bobbed her head. He could feel the spit swirling around her mouth, trapped inside by the tightness of her lips.
"Yeah, that's it, Lee," Natalie encouraged, admiring her girlfriend's handiwork. "Suck that dick, love."
Lena's lips puckered as she took him deeper, sliding down the shaft until there was nowhere left to go.
"Owh, FUCK!" the young man cussed, tilting his head back in delight as she kissed his stripwaxed groin.
His rod was basted, drenched in saliva from bottom to top, and his leaking tip pressed against her throat. Lena held him there for as long as she was able, nose pressed against his pelvis. Coughing and spluttering around the width of his wang, her lips finally loosened and the spit came slopping out, leaving a sloppy, wet puddle where his pubes should have been. Her gag reflex defeated her and her lips made a hasty retreat, sliding up past the swell of his crown.
Spit dripped down his dong and Natalie was on it in an instant, picking up where her friend left off. Her style was different; more feisty and aggressive, and she attacked the escort's rod with ruthless tenacity, unperturbed by his enormous size. Spit bubbles started to form at the base of his schlong, and the filthy, wet blowjob sounds grew louder by the second. Her approach may have differed but the outcome was the same, and in just a few short minutes, the hired stud was shaking where he sat as a second set of lips puckered at his hairless groin.
"Phwoar! Fockin' 'ell, Nat!" Lena exclaimed. "Leave some for the rest of us!"
Natalie laughed. Or at least that's what it sounded like. The escort's cock was wedged so far down her throat that responses were hard to discern. Drops of spit seeped from between her lips as she held him there, trickling down the ballsack that her fellow blonde was so heartily sucking upon. A harsh gag from deep down her throat and Natalie retracted, pulling back to the ridge of his crown. Hannah followed, spitting out a swollen testicle and licking along the length of his shaft, cleaning up the drool left behind by her former co-star.
The head popped from Natalie's lips and the two gorgeous blondes lapped at the wide open tip. Lena joined them and the escort groaned as a trio of tongues swiped and swished across his bellend, licking up all the precum and spit. Lips pushed in close and soon all three women were making out with one another, with the escort's rod in the heart of the action.
"My turn, girls," Hannah declared, splitting from the threeway kiss.
Lena and Natalie hopped down from the couch and Hannah replaced them, going straight for the hired cock. With a third woman came another unique blowjob style, one that was every bit as impressive as the first and second. She may not have been as experienced as Lena or as tenacious as Natalie, but what the cute blonde did possess was a truly exceptional tongue; one of the best he'd come across in all his years on the job. She started by swirling it around the head, slowly and tortuously, driving the escort wild. Then she took it between her lips, tongue lapping at the underbelly as she guided him inside.
And while Hannah was giving him her full repertoire, her two friends were settling on the thick shag carpet, turning their attention to a different part of the escort's anatomy.
"Legs up, hun," Lena instructed, pushing back on the young man's thighs. "Nat wants to lick your arse."
"Pfft! Like you don't!" Natalie returned, and the two of them shared a giggle.
He lifted his legs, sticking out an ass that had been waxed smooth for the occasion. Lena went first and stuck out her tongue, licking slowly across his sphincter before pushing inside.
"Yes, Lee!" said Natalie, clawing at the escort's thighs. "Tongue that arsehole, love! Get in there nice and deep!"
Lena's head bobbed gently as she fucked him with her tongue, puckering her juicy pink lips and kissing his rim each time. The extra stimulation had his dick throbbing harder than ever, and Hannah could feel the arousal pulsing through his veins as she sucked him.
Lena emerged from between his cheeks and her friend took over, firing a thick glob of spit at the escort's asshole and shoving her face in his crack. Attacking him with her usual zeal, Natalie's tongue probed deep into his rectum, nearly touching the young man's g-spot. Her tongue was long and stiff, jabbing up his backside and sinking a little deeper each time.
In the meantime, Hannah had followed in her two friends' footsteps, taking his dick to the base with the kind of effortless ease that the escort had come to expect. But she didn't stop there and as her lips stretched around the width of his rod, Hannah poked out that incredible tongue of hers and started licking his swollen balls.
"Oh, you filthy cow!" Natalie exclaimed, sliding her tongue out through the escort's asshole.
Hannah smirked, prying the cock from her throat.
"Says you with your tongue up his arse!" she quipped, gasping a little as she came up for air.
"You ready to com yet, love?" Lena asked, stroking his muscled thigh. "I want a big, thick load on me face!"
"Uh uh," said Natalie, wagging a manicured finger. "Not yet, darlin'. Not until you've fucked my mouth." She cupped his scrotum, giving it a hearty squeeze. "You're not emptying these balls 'til you've bounced 'em off my chin. Got that?"
The escort nodded, accompanying it with a nervous gulp.
"Good," the actress grinned. "Up you come then, love. Stick that cock down my throat!"
She gaped her lips and the escort stood, filling her mouth with his girth. He gripped two handfuls of hair and bucked his powerful hips, plowing through her oral cavity until he reached the back of her throat. Her lips touched his groin and he held the blonde in place, listening to her gurgle on his big, throbbing beast. Then the thrusting resumed and he used her face like a fleshlight, testes rebounding off her chin, just as she'd requested. A few more thrusts and he pushed her aside, leaving her coughing and gasping in his wake as he moved onto Blonde #2.
Gathering her hair in his knuckles, he slotted his cock between Hannah's soft pink lips and promptly started thrusting, not stopping until her eyes turned red and mascara was dripping from beneath them. * UK * UK * UK * UK * UK * came the sounds as her throat was impaled, each and every pass taking him right to his oversized balls. He hammered away until he could no longer, the tightness and warmth of her mushy, wet mineshaft quickly getting the better of him. His balls were fit to burst, but he had one last face left to fuck before those giant gonads could finally be deflated. He gripped his rod and extracted it carefully, knowing full well that one false move could set it off in an instant.
Lena was up last and he steered his rod past her lips, thrusting into her face with a rampant fury that only impending eruption can bring. Thick ropes of spit started to drip down the brunette's chin, adding a wetness to each thud as his balls slapped against them. Those big, churning nuts seemed heavier each time and she felt his dick growing fatter as he forced it down her throat. She knew what was coming next, and while her show was famed for its disappointing ending, the climax to this threeway blowjob was sure to be anything but.
"Owh, fuck me! I'm gonna fuckin' blow!" he roared in predictable fashion, prying his rod from down her throat and jerking it furiously.
"Mmm, yes! Come on," Lena purred, fondling his swollen nutsack. "Drain these big fockin' bollocks for me! All over me fockin' face!"
The ladies squeezed in tight, jostling for position as he pulled himself off. Three sets of eyes stared up at him, silently pleading for the reward they'd so diligently earned. His cock spasmed and exploded in his hand, unleashing a creamy deluge that struck the MILF in front of him, streaking her gorgeous face. He turned to the right and fired again, hitting Hannah in the cheek and hair. Then to the left, where Natalie got the last of it; a thick, viscid stripe that stretched from her lip to her brow.
Then, before he had time to even catch his breath, he was gripped at the thigh and hauled down onto the sofa, quivering all over as Natalie climbed up after him and mounted his muscled form. Further along the couch was the blonde's near namesake, Nathalie Emmanuel, who was getting the reverse Oreo treatment from a pair of ripped white studs. Straddling one in the reverse cowgirl position, the other was knelt before her at the edge of the sofa, both men balls deep in her beautiful half-black body.
Arms wrapped around her torso, the man below her was buried beneath a nest of curly dark hair as he pinned her body to his, ass bouncing off the couch cushions as he drilled up into her colon. While the man in front had a hold of her ankles, spreading them wide as he drove into her pussy with everything he had.
But Nathalie was well-versed in the art of double penetration and took each thrust with aplomb, groaning and grunting in an endless refrain. Each joint thrust hit harder than the last, sparking sensations that the mixed-race beauty hadn't felt in forever and a day. Her body quaked as they plunged in deep, and her tight twin holes gave each large member an appreciative squeeze as they disappeared inside her.
"Oh, fahkin' 'ell!" she squealed, in an accent that was pure Sahfend-on-Sea. "Yes! Keep goin', fellas! Fuck, you're gonna make me cum!"
Her intentions were clear and the guys responded appropriately, kicking up to ramming speed in a fraction of a second. The man in front was hammering her g-spot, hitting it repeatedly until hot, molten fluids soaked his rod from the base to the crown.
"Ah, FUCK! I'm cummin'!" the actress screamed. "I'm cummin' on your big, fat cocks!"
Her asshole squeezed harder around the man beneath her, testing his impressive endurance. But the boys didn't stop, didn't slow down, didn't do much of anything expect rail the dark-skinned beauty like the five-star fuck machines they were. Soulful brown eyes rolled up into her skull and the men kept going until her body went limp, thrusts still synched as they finally started to slow.
The man in front pulled out of her pussy and took her by the hand, guiding her onto her knees.
"C'mere, darlin'," the escort said, gripping his rod and wagging it in her face. "Clean this fockin' dick."
Nathalie stared at the cock in his hand, glistening with slick, sticky juices. She'd made one hell of a mess, but that pretty mouth of hers would take care of that. She lunged forward with wide, gaping lips, practically gobbling the whole thing up. Her lips touched base and she started sucking, slurping up her vaginal fluid. She smacked her lips around the helmet and turned to the left, where another was ready and waiting.
Smooshing her lips around the head, she tasted her asshole as they slid down deeper, not stopping until her gorgeous face was flush with the young man's abs. Spit sloshed around in the confines of her mouth, and all it took was a few good sucks before the second fat cock was sparkling clean.
"Gimme that arse, love," the first man instructed, sporting a wicked grin.
Nathalie did as directed, dropping to all fours and backing her ass up behind her. A thick pipe slapped down between her cheeks and she felt the spit-smeared head press up against her puckered sphincter. The slightest push and he prized it open, guiding his bellend inside.
Nathalie squealed as she felt him enter, the noise blocked by the raging boner still stuck in the depths of her throat. He started thrusting and quickened with haste, giving it to the part-black beauty exactly how she liked it. He spread her ass cheeks and pushed in deeper, invading her backside one thick inch at a time. Soon he was going balls deep, the muscles of his pelvic region sending ripples through her light brown buns.
A hand disappeared into that thick mass of curls and soon both men were thrusting into her in perfect unison, nearly touching tips at the actress' core. Both of them were going full pelt, tearing through her various tunnels with little control or restraint. Big sets of balls swung back and forth, both in front and behind her, smacking against her clit and bouncing off her dribbling chin. Fingers dug into her supple round cheeks, prying them apart as the dick popped free from her anus.
"Phwoar! Look at that!" the man exclaimed, taking a moment to admire her pink insides.
But the man in front took no such pause and kept on pumping as her asshole gaped, seemingly intent on fucking the Essex accent straight out of her drooling mouth. Easing back inside, the man behind wrapped his arms around her taut, little midriff, taking the actress with him as he settled down onto the couch. The dick came free from her lips and stud number two got into position, aligning his big hooded bellend with her sticky, milk chocolate slit.
A tiny push and he was all up inside her, combining with his buddy to give the dark-skinned starlet a big double dose of dick. Hands from beneath gripped onto her thighs, spreading them apart as they held her between them, going to town on her beautiful body. Thick white dongs sunk into her from above and below, large pink helmets vanishing up her colon and jabbing at her cervix. Matching sets of gonads swung to and fro, cannoning of her taint like four fat, spunk-filled wrecking balls.
"YES!" Nathalie screamed, drawing the attentions of all in the room. "Oh, God, yes! Fuck me! Pound me with those fat fahkin' cocks!"
The men were throbbing and swelling, fighting the sensations that had been building within them for what felt like an eternity. Nathalie felt their dicks expand, going at her ever harder as they succumbed to the bubbling in their oversized balls.
"You gonna cum, boys?" she asked, a taunting smile tickling her full set of lips.
Responding only with a pair of grunts, the men kept on railing, faces askew as fiery lust spread through their big, muscled forms.
"Cum then, fellas! Fill me up!" the actress squawked, grinning in delight as her tight, gripping holes milked the two men dry.
The guy in front was first to fall, sheathing himself to the hilt and flooding her womb with a tidal wave of boiling hot baby batter. Then came the man underneath and Nathalie felt his rod stiffen even further up her backside before he blasted her walls with spurts of gooey, thick splooge.
"Oh my God!" Nathalie purred, eyelids aflutter as the scolding fluid simmered away inside her. "You boys nearly made me burst!"
The two men grinned, exchanging nods of respect and recognition, congratulating one another on a job well done. And speaking of jobs well done, the man on the adjacent couch was on the receiving end of a two way blowjob that had been executed to perfection. Though given that the two women performing it were practically joined at the hip and shared a mental connection that was almost telepathic, it shouldn't have come as a surprise.
To his left was Sophie Turner, her juicy pink lips wrapped snugly around his thick black shaft. Maisie Williams, the redhead's onscreen sister, was knelt on the opposite side, providing her with the kind of hands on assistance that only a best friend can. Clasping tightly to her long red hair, the younger Stark held those formerly blonde locks like a length of rope as she pulled her up and down his dick. Spit spilled down the length of his pipe, pooling at the base as she kissed his groin repeatedly.
Sophie loved sharing dicks with Maisie more than anyone else on the planet. She'd twosed up cocks with all of her former co-stars, not to mention X-Men colleagues Jennifer Lawrence and Jessica Chastain, but nobody divvied up dong quite like her BFF. While others had reputations as something of a cockhog (Jennifer especially), Maisie Williams was nothing of the sort, and actually seemed to enjoy watching Sophie suck dick more than she liked doing it herself.
"Yeah, suck that dick, Soph," the actress grinned. "Get it nice and wet for my tight, little arsehole!"
Maisie pushed down on that pretty red head and pinned her face to his crotch, smirk growing wider as she gagged on the coal dark schlong. A tug on her locks and she was let up for air, leaving a thick, gooey mess to drip down the escort's dick. Maisie's lips pushed against her mate's and they shared a nice, sloppy kiss. She gripped the escort's rod, stroking it as their tongues intertwined.
"Ooh, yeah," the brunette purred, retrieving her tongue from her best friend's mouth. "Look at that. Nice and slippery." Her hand slid along the black man's pole, jerking from base to tip. "Right, I want it in my bum. Ready, big boy?"
The man nodded and she spun around onto her knees, sticking her butt out behind her. Rising to his feet, the escort got into position, dick aimed at its intended target. Sophie moved in close and gaped her lips apart, ready to suck his big black cock straight out her best mate's ass. Tip touched sphincter and he guided it in, splitting it open with a delicate nudge.
"Mmm, yeah," Maisie groaned, her pretty face glowing as he slid up inside her. "That's what I wanted."



Sophie watched as he started thrusting, admiring that tar black beast as it pushed into her girlfriend's rectum.
"Wow, Maisie!" the actress gawked. "That big black dick looks so fucking good in your arse, babe. God, I've missed watching you get fucked!"
Maisie giggled. "I've missed getting fucked!" An image of her boyfriend popped into her head, the first since her arrival at the Watson estate. "Properly, anyway."
Sexual frustration had clearly taken its toll on both women over the lockdown period and the cancelation of last year's party had been nothing short of devastating. Sure, there were women for whom being locked in a bedroom with a loving partner for months on end sounded like heaven on earth. The ones who'd had nothing but a vibrator for company, for example, would have killed to have a man by their side. Especially the kind of rich, young, handsome ones that these two had on their arms. But for two women accustomed to being fucked by the best, those lesser mortal loved ones of their's simply weren't cutting the mustard.
Restrictions had since been lifted, of course, and both had sought the services of many an experienced pro when their partner's were out of town, even sending one another a well-hung gift or two on birthdays and special occasions. But with an ocean between them and a litany of travel regulations still standing in the way, both had been missing the third dimension of mind-blowing sex that their very best friend provided.
Strong black hands holding tight to her hips, the chiselled escort drove into Maisie's rectum with powerful strokes, giving her ten thick inches as he bottomed out each time. Enjoying the sight of that dick disappearing, Sophie slid a hand beneath the brunette's midriff and started strumming on her clit, adding her own personal touch to the vigorous sensations that enveloped her every inch.
"You gonna cum for me, Maisie?" the redhead asked, watching her body tremble as that huge black dick drilled through her anal passage.
"YES!" Maisie squealed in response. "Oh, God, yes! I'm gonna fucking cum!"
The thrusts came quicker and Sophie kept the pace, thrumming her girlfriend's clit at the perfect tempo. She felt her shudder and a deafening scream launched forth from the bowels of her throat as a tumultuous orgasm shook her down to the core.
"Ooh, yeah," Sophie grinned, looking down at her onscreen sibling as the last few tremors shot through her quivering frame. "There's that sound. That's what I wanted to hear."
She turned back to the escort and eyed his long black rod, still half- submerged in her best friend's bottom.
"Gimme it," she demanded, licking her slobbery lips. "I want to taste that big black dick."
The escort was happy to oblige and swiftly retracted from the brunette's colon, presenting her friend with a huge, thick cock that was smeared in her rectal fluids. But Sophie made light work of that, taking it deep and slurping at the shaft until his dick was clean as a whistle. Sliding her lips back up to the head, she paid special attention to the hooded cover. Pushing her tongue underneath it, she tasted the pungent mixture of sweat and precum that lingered on the sensitive tip.
"Mmm! Fuck, I've missed these!" she shrieked excitedly, retrieving her writhing tongue and pulling at the skin with her lips.
"What? Black ones?" asked Maisie, settling on her knees beside her.
Sophie chuckled. "Foreskins!"
"Oh, yeah! I forgot you don't have those over there."
"Yeah," Sophie replied, returning a playful pout. "But yeah, I've missed black ones too."
The two of them looked at one another and shared a tittering laugh. "Well, I think it's time we put this black one in that pretty little arse of yours," said Maisie. "Don't you?"
"You read my mind," the redhead grinned, already assuming the position.
The position for her was good old fashioned missionary, her legs spread wide and ass thrust out to allow for backdoor admittance. The escort loomed large over her long, leggy frame, resting his knees against the edge of the sofa as the tip of his dick made contact with her anus. There was some initial resistance but she quickly took care of that. Reaching down and gripping her ass cheeks, she spread them as wide as they'd go, splitting open her tight little sphincter. The man took this as his cue, pushing gently forward and squeezing his large crown into a pink round slot that looked far too small to receive it.
"Oh, fuck!" Sophie gasped, an interesting mixture of pleasure and pain etched across her face as the dark-skinned stud laid claim to her skinny backdoor.
She hadn't had anything in there for quite some time- or anything so large, at least- and it took some effort from all three parties to facilitate such a gruelling entry. Sophie's fingers dug deep into her peached-shaped cheeks, the tips turning white as she spread herself as wide as she could. Maisie licked at the threshold where sphincter met shaft, adding extra lubricant to the already slick rear entrance.
While the escort simply pushed with all his might, wincing slightly as her ultra tight asshole hugged his enormous girth. The thrusts were slow at first but he quickly found his rhythm, venturing into depths that hadn't been touched in a very, very long time. Hands pushed down on the backs of her calves, the dark-skinned stud leaned over her lanky frame as he drilled her harder, spanking her ass with his nutsack. Sophie's head flew up from the couch cushions, sweaty red hair spilling around her face as she stared ahead, making intense, unwavering eye contact with the powerful black man that was owning her tight rear end.
"Yes, Sophie," Maisie encouraged, nuzzling into her neck and licking sweat from her glistening skin. "Take that dick, babe. Right up your arse!"
Hands pushed harder on those long, long legs, pushing them down almost to the leather and nearly taking Maisie's eye out with the heel of a shoe. Sweat was beading on the escort's brow and he bared his gritted teeth, pearly white wonders that contrasted magnificently with the tone of his skin. He was giving her everything now, every single inch he possessed. Sinking to the hilt with each hard thrust, he terminated somewhere in her large intestine.
"Play with your pussy, Soph," Maisie instructed, purring into the redhead's ear. "Fire that fucking cum for me."
Sophie did as her best mate told her, reaching down between her legs and frigging herself with thunderous zeal. Her squirting ability was known to all her friends and the auburn beauty had showcased her talents numerous times during the course of the evening. But her newest climax was far, far wetter than any that had come before. Thrumming her clit with fingers ablur, she gave a sudden shriek of warning as gallons of clear, warm fluid sprayed forth from her spasming twat.
"Yes! Go on, Soph!" Maisie gushed, looking mightily proud of her suggestion. "Spray all that cunt juice, you dirty fucking slag!"
Sophie obliged and kept on firing, spurting out jet after jet. Reaming the gorgeous redhead throughout the whole ordeal, the dark-skinned stud saw his chiselled form soaked again and again and again, countless drops of crystalline fluid dripping from his pecs to his groin.
Maisie gasped. "Jesus, Soph! You went off like a fucking firehose! I think we've got a new record, girls!"
Laughs and whoops were returned from those able, and a curious expression formed on Sophie's face, somewhere between a blush and a grin.
"Right, I think it's your turn now, love," Maisie declared. She looked up at the squirt-soaked hunk, still pounding away at her girlfriend's rear. "Shoot your cum up that tight, little arsehole!"
No more needed to be said, and with Sophie still reeling from her latest cum-squirting orgasm, the big strong black man buried himself to the base in her ultra-constricting rectum, unleashing a potent blast that nearly filled her colon completely.
"Phew!" said Maisie, her eyebrows raised, her pink lips puckered in a perfect O. "That looked like a lot!"
"That felt like a lot!" Sophie added, feeling the hot jism bubble inside her bowel.
"Pop that thing out and let me taste it," Maisie instructed, leaping down from the couch and squatting on the expensive carpet.
Prying himself from her colon, Sophie's asshole quickly returned to its previous aperture. But not before a hot mess of goop spilled out from her burning bottom, pooling neatly between her best friend's lips. Sophie joined her and their mouths sealed shut, sharing the spunk that had filled her anal cavity.
With the sun climbing slowly in the Kentish sky, the scene in the Game of Thrones room had descended into chaos. Men bounced around the room from one gorgeous woman to the next, delivering violent penetrations and deep, volcanic eruptions into any tight orifice that took their fancy. Guttural screams filled the enormous expanse as one violent, cum-spraying orgasm was quickly followed by another.
Everyone in the room was awash in a sea of lust, hopelessly lost in a haze of unbridled carnality. And nobody more so than Emma Watson and Emilia Clarke, who had been furiously pounded on by a pair of light and dark studs for the better part of an hour. Twisted and bent into every position imaginable, both women had been dicked hard and deep in every single hole they possessed.
Stradling the black one with her feet planted firmly on the couch cushions, Emma worked her snug pink asshole up and down the escort's dick, bouncing her bottom off his chocolate-coloured abs. Laying atop the white guy with her body pinned tight to his chest, Emilia clung desperately to his big, broad shoulders as he drove his dong up into her, filling her anal passage with every pitiless stroke.
"Oh my god! Emma!" yelped the TV queen, reeling intensely from her latest limb-shaking orgasm. "You've outdone yourself this year, love. These blokes are fucking incredible!"
"Aren't they?!" Emma laughed from across the couch. "And you know what, Emilia? I reckon a girl like you could handle both these boys at once."
"Pfft!" Emilia scoffed, rolling her emerald eyes. "Oh, please, Emma. I've handled both these boys ten times already! Haven't I, fellas?"
The men nodded, returning affirmative grunts.
"I know, love," Emma said with a chuckle. "But have you handled them...together?" She did a quick mime using two of her fingers and suddenly the meaning was clear.
"Oh," said Emilia. "Together." Her smile faded and even the raging cock tunnelling through her colon couldn't shift the look of anxiety now stretched across her beautiful face.
"Yeah," Emma grinned. "Together. Wanna try it, babe? Should be a doddle for a tart like you."
Emilia was conflicted. After all, the cock in her ass was one of the fattest she'd ever seen, and the other one looked even bigger! How on earth was that going to fit in there too?! But this was what Emma's parties, and the GoT room in particular, were all about. Pushing one's boundaries. Testing the limits of one's sexual scope and seeing just how much hedonism one person can handle. Those bounds had stretched a little further with each passing year and it was within these hallowed walls that the gorgeous brunette had licked her first vagina, popped her anal cherry and done her first DP- all of which were now staples of her sexual repertoire.
"OK," she finally agreed, apprehension and excitement filling her in equal measure. "Bring it on!"
"Yay!" Emma shrieked, hopping straight down off the black man's dick. "You'll love it, babe, I promise."
The escort climbed down from the couch, positioning himself behind The Dragon Queen and pointing his thick dark rod at her already taxed backdoor.
"We're gonna need a lot of this," Emma declared, squeezing at a bottle of lube and applying it liberally to schlong and sphincter alike.
Emilia clung to the torso of the man underneath, her body on red alert as she braced herself for entry. She felt the second tip press against her hole and her eyelids flew open, pretty green peepers nearly springing straight out of her skull.
"Oh, JESUS! Emma! It's not gonna fit!"
"It will, babe," Emma replied, squatting at her girlfriend's side. She stroked a glowing cheek, brushing locks of hair from her strained and sweaty red face. "Just relax. The more you tense up, the harder it'll be."
Emma nodded at the black man and he gave a gentle nudge, wincing slightly as his oversized head slid past her stretched out ring.
"Oh, GOD! It hurts!" Emilia squealed, the throes of pain twisting her delicate features.
"I know, babe," Emma replied, soothing her as best she could. "It hurts a little at first. But when they're both in there...God, there's nothing like it!"
Progress was slow, but Emilia could feel the dark rod worming its way in, testing her endurance as it stretched her asshole to the breaking point.
"Oh my God! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" she cussed, breathing through the pain as countless coal-black inches were forced up inside her.
"Yes! That's it, Em!" Emma encouraged, coaching her through the whole ordeal. "You're doing great, babe. Just a little more."
Baring his gritted teeth, the escort pushed with everything he had, feeling her rectum expand as he slotted in on top of his buddy. One final push and he was buried to the balls, squeezed and enveloped by one of the tightest backsides he'd ever had the pleasure of entering.
"Ahh, FUUUCCCKKK!!!" Emilia cried, nearly bursting Emma's eardrums as her bottom was packed with 18 inches of grade a British beef.
"Yes, Emilia!" Emma screamed back, positively beaming with pride at her girlfriend's achievements. "I knew you could do it, babe! How does it feel?"
The feeling was indescribable. An extraordinary sensation that mere words could never do justice. So Emilia didn't even try. She simply basked in the wonder of it all, relishing the feeling of those two phenomenal organs throbbing against each other inside of her anal canal. Then, just when she thought the feeling couldn't possibly be topped, the two hired studs gripped tight to her curvy body and promptly started thrusting.
A constant string of swears flew forth from between her lips, the volume increasing with every two-pronged thrust. It was, without a doubt, the most intense sensation she had ever experienced. Those two thick rods were base to base and tip to tip, twitching and pulsing as they pushed in deep, stretching her insides like they were made of elastic. Emma watched her friend intently, enjoying how her expressions changed- looking less like pain and more like pleasure with every passing second.
The pace quickened, and groans and grunts were swapped back and forth from men and woman alike. Alternating thrusts, the guys were like a pair of pistons, sinking one fat cock after another deep into her darkest parts. They didn't even seem to mind their dicks rubbing together, and probably would've had a full on sword fight if it meant getting a crack at Emilia Clarke.
The queen was on fire, radiating heat from the inside out. Her pussy was sodden, leaking out creamy, hot lava that trickled across her taint, adding extra lubricant to the two thick rods stuffed into her anal cavity. She'd cum in a matter of seconds and the orgasms hadn't let up, hitting her with full force and increasing regularity. She had so many that she quickly lost count, but she knew it must have been close to a dozen, doubling her tally for the evening.
And the guys were loving every second of it, relishing the feeling of her tensed inner walls as they hugged their members tight. The fact that there was another dick in there was wholly immaterial. It was a world class booty, and both men would happily have pounded away at it for hours on end, now matter how many cocks had been squeezed inside it. But their genitals had other ideas, and as her skinny rectum hugged both dicks to the point of bursting, the inevitable outburst of a man on the edge came roaring out from underneath her.
"Oh, fuckin' 'ell! I'm gonna cum!"
The black guy pulled out as the man beneath her sheathed himself to the hilt, pinning her ass to his crotch and yelling at the top of his voice as he fired a heat-seeking missile straight up the actress' colon.
"Oh, FUCK! AAAAAHHHHH!!!" she screamed, cumming yet again as her insides were splashed with the contents of his swollen ballsack.
Perky chest heaving as she caught her breath, Emilia stayed perched atop the escort's groin, basking in the warmth of his eruption until a tug on her hair signalled that it was time for another. Dropping to her knees, the fat black cock was up in her face, twitching and spasming in his large dark mits as he furiously beat himself off. It went off in seconds, spurting out ropes of gloopy, hot semen that splattered across the actress' face, coating her features with a single load.
"Wow!" Emilia gasped as the man stepped back, too dazed and disoriented to say a lot else.
"See," Emma grinned. "Told you you could do it!"
"Blimey!" came a voice from the doorway. "That was quite something, eh, ladies?"
The group turned en masse as a troupe of naked figures appeared in the open doorway- males and females alike. Cara Delivingne was stood at the front, receiving murmurs of agreement from the people behind her.
"I'm not too big on dick," the model went on, "but taking two up your arse? I've gotta say that's impressive, Em."
"Err...thanks," said Emilia, still too drunk on dick to register what was being said or even who had said it.
"Don't mention it."
Cara strolled into the room and the rest of the group trailed in behind her. It wasn't every guest, but it must have been close to half, with an equal number of clothesless studs dotted in amongst them. Crossing the border without invitation was strictly prohibited but nobody in the room was in any state to object. Besides, as far as they were concerned, with the amount of men they had in tow, these ladies could go where they liked!
Cara took a scan of the room, focusing her gaze on one worn out woman after another. All of them were drenched in sweat, exhausted from their various endeavours and looking like they needed an entire month in which to recover. A wily grin formed on the model's face, continuing to grow as she addressed the room at large.
"Oh, come on, ladies. You're not done yet, are you?"
Cara didn't wait for an answer and waded into the sea of supposedly spent bodies without any invitation. Pushing Emilia down onto her tummy, she buried her face between those plump, juicy cheeks and gave her sore asshole a much needed licking. A shriek went up from her remaining guests and they promptly got in on the action, diving between the nearest legs or onto the closest cock without a moment's pause.
Impressed by what she'd seen just a few short minutes ago, Imogen Poots marched straight for the nearest sofa, zeroing in on the big, strong black man that blasted Emilia's face. Still reeling from such a violent eruption, his recovery time was quickly cut short as the gorgeous blonde straddled his tall dark frame, guiding his tender schlong straight into her hot pink pussy.
And he wasn't the only one feeling the effects of a night of non-stop sex. Indeed, every man in the room had blown his beans multiple times over and were close to running out of juice as the all-star orgy moved into its eleventh hour. But that meant little to the celebrity guests, and the A-list beauties were sucking and fucking their opposite numbers with the same tireless energy that they'd had at the start of the evening.
Everywhere the black man looked, one of his colleagues was being ridden into oblivion or giving it to a world famous actress with everything he had left in his tank. To his left, Sophie Turner was perched on an escort's lap, bouncing her ass cheeks off his abs on a seemingly endless loop. On his right was Keira Knightley, taking a vicious pounding from one of his dark-skinned brethren as she was bent over the arm of the couch.



But this was no all-penetrative affair by any manner of means, and women were perched on their knees from one wall to the next, showcasing their oral talents on friends and escorts alike. Notable among them was pop star Rita Ora, who was taking an escort's dick further down her throat than any woman had managed before. So too was Lucy Boynton, her lips puckered at a black man's groin as she vanished all twelve of his thick dark inches.
Though for some, one just wasn't enough and all across the room celebrity guests were tending to the hired hunks two, three or even four at a time. Black and white dicks clutched tight in each hand, Alice Levine's fiery red hair brushed across her shoulders as she switched from light to dark with clocklike regularity. Half-ringed closely by a cast of three, Maisie Williams had gone one better, vigorously jerking two fat, throbbing cocks while her face was fucked by a third. Though she too was no match for Emily Blunt, who was surrounded by so many men that her friends could barely see her. And when she finally re-emerged, the mother of two was covered in so much cum that nobody even knew it was her!
And so it continued, the all-out orgy showing no signs of slowing, even with the warmth of mid-morning starting to creep in from the bright outdoors. Binmen, milkmen and postmen alike had already done their rounds, but the party guests continued regardless, quite unaware if it was eight in the morning or eight at night as they worked their way around as many of the hired hunks as the cramped conditions would allow.
Rosamund Pike was being ferociously spitroasted, knees shaking on the carpeted floor as her body was pounded on by two of the biggest cocks she'd ever had the pleasure of taking. Lena Headey was eating out Emma Watson, moaning into her shaven snatch as she was savagely taken from behind. While Naomi Scott had men literally queuing up, ready to run a train on the half-Indian beauty that would take her halfway around the country and back. Even Cara Delevingne made a brief return to heterosexuality, and while she still preferred pussy, it was nice to be reminded of the bone-rattling orgasms that a big ol' dick can provide.
The room was filled with noise, sounds merging from all four corners. There were moans and groans. Slurps and sucks. Shrieks of pleasure and piercing smacks of bodies colliding. The volume increased as the rutting continued, building to a violent crescendo. Each and every man was ready to burst, to unleash a gigantic volcanic eruption of truly unfathomable proportions.
The black guy on the couch was first to blow, exploding so deep into Olivia Cooke that he filled her womb completely. And once the first man toppled, the rest fell like dominoes, shooting their seed onto faces and tits, and into mouths and vaginas alike. Nathalie Emmanuel took a load down her throat, Carey Mulligan got a blast to the chest. Hannah Murray was struck by twin wads of spunk, so copious in volume that they covered every inch of her face.
But it didn't end there, and soon cries of ecstasy and loud spurts of cum were all that could be heard as one dick after another detonated like a nuclear bomb. Daisy Ridley was getting plowed from both ends when the two men erupted, leaving creamy deposits in her tummy and uterus alike. While Natalie Dormer was in the midst of a mini-bukkake, cum splattering across her hair and face in vast and immeasurable quantities.
Soon there were just two left. One was going in hard on Gemma Arterton, clapping her juicy butt cheeks as he fucked her from behind. Egged on vigorously by a group of her friends, he didn't stop railing until he fired up the actresses' back, leaving a hot streak of cum from shoulders to ass. The women cooed, in awe of such a potent blast. And as the stud that administered it attempted to regain his senses, their attention turned to the last man standing.
A cast of five already gathered around him, the trembling hunk was being ruthlessly attacked from every conceivable angle. Hands were all over him, squeezing his ass cheeks and stroking his thighs. Thick sets of lips were wrapped around his balls and puckered at the base of his schlong. While tongues were licking in every direction, trailing along the grooves of his six pack and plunging deep into his stripwaxed ass.
More women joined and soon he was entirely surrounded, powerless to resist as he was tugged and pulled in a number of different directions. Eight were lined up before him, taking turns on his dick and seeing who could vanish it with the least amount of fuss. More were behind him, tonguefucking his sphincter with ferocious intent.
It was too much for him. Heck, it would have been too much for anyone. He held off for as long as he could, but it quickly became clear that resistance was utterly futile. He wasn't sure how many women had gotten to his dick but it definitely wasn't all of them, and his thick, throbbing shaft was lodged down Daisy Ridley's throat when he finally admitted defeat.
Wrenching it free, he took it in his shaky paws and jerked like there was no tomorrow. A line of beautiful faces were gazing up at him, his mind so scrambled he could barely tell one from the other. Some from behind had come to join them, but at least one of them had stayed, and a long and slithery, wet tongue pushed far into his rectum as he tugged himself off.
Explicit pleas came from all around him, each one louder and filthier than the one that preceded it.
"Yes, baby! Stroke that big, fat dick!"
"Don't forget about me!"
"Empty these balls, baby!"
"Do it! Cum on my face!"
"I want some on my tits too!"
"Drench me! Cover me in cum!"
The voices continued but the escort soon blocked them out entirely, focusing only on dousing as many of these women as possible. With a mighty roar, his bellend exploded, spewing issue at a blistering rate. Aiming in every direction, he sprayed a gallon of seed at the mass of humanity that was gathered at his knees, leaving creamy streaks across faces, chests and hairstyles alike.
His vision was a blur, but every so often a face came into focus, lit up in ecstasy as spurts of his jism splattered across their skin. Naomi Scott. Nathalie Emmanuel. Maisie Williams. Hannah Murray. Olivia Cooke. He kept on spewing, and it wasn't until every face had been sprinkled with seed that he finally stopped, nursing his red raw willy and wondering if he'd ever want to use it again. He'd had a distinguished career in the sex industry, but gave serious thought to hanging up his member for good. Nothing would ever beat that.
He stumbled towards the nearest sofa and promptly collapsed in a heap, looking like he'd need a week's rest before he could even move again. And he wasn't alone. In fact, every man in the room was looking a little worse for wear. But no problem, the A-list party guests were more than happy to take care of themselves. Particularly (yep, you guessed it) Cara Delvingne, who had been licking out any woman without a dick inside her (and even some that did) for an hour straight and didn't look like stopping anytime soon.
Licking the cum from each other's faces quickly turned into a big group make out session, which too evolved into quite possibly the largest bout of mass cunnilingus that the world had ever seen. In fact, the women were so engrossed in each other's vaginas that Emma Watson had managed to slip out unnoticed, going off in search of the second enormous orgy that her remaining guests were undoubtedly having elsewhere.
One set of screams gave way to another as she passed through her luxury abode, and the volume increased as she drew nearer to Marvel HQ. Just like the previous room, the MCU homebase was overflowing with naked women, many of whom had no connection to the movie franchise whatsoever.
The closest Holly Willoughby had gotten to a Marvel film, for example, was when she watched one in the cinema. But nobody in the room seemed to mind her being there, least of all the big, muscular black man that was pounding her legendary ass. Michelle Keegan, on the other hand, had never seen a comic book movie. But that didn't stop her burying her face in Peggy Carter's rack and motorboating until her heart's content.
Though it wasn't all MCU novices that were getting in on the action. In fact, the stars of the series were right in the thick of it, going harder and longer than their Marvel-less counterparts could even dream of. Florence Pugh was getting plowed into next July, taking a huge black dick up her ass like only a true superwoman can. Captain Marvel co-stars Lashana Lynch and Gemma Chan were 69ing on the couch when an escort joined them, adding a dash of vanilla to the chocolate-banana swirl as he buried his cock in the black girl's ass.
A filthy grin stretched across Emma's face as she marched into the room. Grabbing hold of three big guys, she led them across to the nearest sofa, positioning each man exactly how she wanted. The black one she put on the bottom, sliding her pussy down his thick chocolate log as she straddled his muscular form. Patting the leather of the couch, she signalled for the blonde one to sit down beside her. Leaning over his towering groin, she dipped down low and swallowed him up, taking him to the balls in one fell swoop.
The third one didn't need any form of direction, and slotted his crown between her peached-shaped cheeks, pressing up against the ring of her ass. Resting a hand on the small of her back, he drove forward without delay, filling her final orifice. They held her in place and the thrusting started, synced to perfection from the very beginning. Two huge cocks were drilled up into her, hitting her cervix and the back of her throat. While a third one bore through her backdoor passage, peaking somewhere in the depths of her bowel.
But she wasn't alone in her efforts and similar two, three, even four-pronged antics were taking place in all four corners of Marvel HQ- equally huge cocks crammed into any hole they'd fit and in every arrangement imaginable. There were cocks in each hole, cocks in the same hole, and nearly half the women in the room were filled to the brim in one configuration or another. The rest entertained each other while they awaited their turns, making use of the plethora of sex toys that Emma had distributed at the start of the evening.
Jenna Coleman had a pair in her pussy, Anya Taylor-Joy had two in her ass. Jameela Jamil had two giant cocks buried deep in her asshole and cunt, while an even bigger one was stuffed down her esophagus.
But the main attraction was undoubtedly the host of the party. She'd only been in the room a few minutes and already she was the focal point, drawing the attention of every man in the room, no matter how immersed he was in the holes of another woman. Another guy approached, leaving the brunette with more cocks surrounding her than she had holes to put them in. It really was quite the dilemma. But, pragmatist that she was, Emma Watson had the perfect solution.
"Any more room back there?" she asked, prising the cock from between her lips.
The man took a step back, assessing the situation. "Little bit."
"Well, have at it then, love."
That was all the invitation that the escort needed, and he squeezed himself into position, adding his rod to the plethora of others that were already inside her. It meant sandwiching his body between two other men, not to mention rubbing up against one of them in a way that few would have found acceptable. Though he didn't seem to mind. Pushing gorgeous women to the brink of their sexual boundaries meant squeezing himself into some rather uncompromising positions. But, consummate professional that he was, he always did so without complaint. Besides, if it meant sticking his dick in Emma Watson then it was totally and unquestionably worth it.
He went for her pussy first, pushing his head against the black cock already in there and carefully squeezing it in. It was a fight fit for sure, but her twat was so wet that he managed to enter with relative ease. His movement was a little restricted and he could feel the cocks throbbing both above and below as he pushed up inside her.
"Oh, FUCK! YES!" he heard as he came to rest, buried as deep in her double-stuffed cunt as her vice-like grip would allow.
Once he was securely inside, the three men started thrusting, synching their movements as best they could. There wasn't much room to manoeuvre, but that didn't matter. Emma was stuffed so tight that even the slightest movement sent violent tremors rumbling through her at maximum velocity. She came over and over, gripping the three men harder with each bodily explosion.
And the orgasms didn't end there. In fact, women were creaming themselves silly in every direction, and barely a second passed without an A-list celebrity screaming herself hoarse as a thunderous climax assaulted every inch of her frame. Soaring decibels launched forth from Rebecca Hall's shiny, plump lips as pleasure overcame her, her rectal muscles squeezing so tightly around the two fat dicks in there that she almost broke them off at the base. Jodie Comer followed in room-shaking fashion, screaming so loudly from her hard double-dicking that she nearly deafened all the people around her.
And on and on it went, the volume rising until Emma's closest neighbour could have heard the screams of ecstasy over a mile away. Someone broke out the Magic Wands and soon the fluid was flying as world-famous actresses squirted up a storm from one side of the room to the next. Karen Gillan was getting furiously fucked in the ass, Hitachi's most popular product thundering against her clit until she sprayed like a hydrant, drenching everyone in a four foot radius.
Guests moved freely around the room, from man to man and woman to woman, switching up partners like it was going out of style. But even so, some of the women were getting tired of waiting. Most notably Felicity Jones, who having gone a full five minutes without something inside her, grabbed hold of the two biggest strapons she could find and shoved them into the hands of the nearest women.
They were Lily James and Annabelle Wallis, but frankly Felicity didn't much care who they were. She just needed to be filled with something phallic as soon as humanly possible. Stepping into the leather harnesses, the two gorgeous women doused their new cocks in lube and did just as the actress demanded, stuffing her beautiful body with twenty inches of man made meat.
But in spite of everything that was going on around her, Emma Watson and her handpicked studs were still the centre of attention. The string of orgasms ravaging the brunette's frame was practically never ending, and accepting that they couldn't possibly make her cum anymore times in their current formation, the four young men decided to switch things up.
By the time her body had been fully evacuated, one of the men was back down on the couch, lubing himself for re-entry. The actress mounted him, lowering herself onto his greased up helmet. Feeling his crown push up into her rectum, Emma slid down the escort's pole until her bum cheeks were touching his abs. Gripping the insides of her thighs, he pointed her heels at opposing walls, offering up second dibs to anyone that wanted it.
The newest addition to the group again drew the short straw (or the long straw, depending on how you look at it), and quickly got into position, pointing his cock at an occupied orifice for the second time that morning. Her second hole was harder to breach, but with a dollop of lube and a dash of persistence, the actress' ring was stretched around the base of his dick in practically no time at all.
A third man squeezed in front of him, filling her dripping pink pussy, and the black guy climbed up onto the couch, presenting his dick for sucking. Then, once all four men had laid claim to an orifice, the thrusting quickly resumed. Movement was limited once more, particularly for the two underneath, the grip of her sphincter generating friction like neither had experienced before. But again it mattered little, and those four huge cocks when assembled this way, took her to even higher realms of mind-blowing pleasure than they had done previously.
Screams continued from all around the room, violent sprays of crystalline fluid firing this way and that as the collective orgasm tally soared high into the triple digits. But it had to end sometime, and after fourteen of hours of fucking, the celebrity guests were finally beginning to tire. Streams weakened. Volumes lowered. Movements started to slow, and it wasn't until the women in the room had seemingly run out of orgasms, that their male counterparts finally gave in to the searing sensations that had been building within them for two long, gruelling hours.
A booming roar burst forth from the male contingent and the room was a wash with a senem tsunami that filled every colon or splashed any cervix that got in its way. Two men went off inside Kate Beckinsale, blowing deep into her throat and colon, and flooding her digestive tract. Another blew his wad over Kaya Scodelario, giving her a piping hot facial that soaked every inch of her skin.
Loads came thick and fast, and ballsacks shrivelled as one set of gonads after another was emptied into the nearest hole. Juno Temple took a load down her throat. Dua Lipa was blasted deep in her large intestine. One of the few at the party who had little need for birth control, Elizabeth Hurley happily took popshots up her pussy until she ran out suitors, filling her disused womb a million times over.
Emma's boys were the last to blow and as the hearty ripples of her final orgasm worked their way to her furthest extremities, she felt an empty sensation like never before as four huge cocks were all withdrawn at once. Still riding the wave of what was basically a two hour-long climax, Emma got up onto her knees as 20 of her closest friends gathered in closely around her. Someone handed her a wand and the actress held it in place, right on the sweet spot as the guys formed a crescent moon.
Hands roamed across her body, gliding up and down her back and over her tight sweaty midriff. Lips pecked at her shoulders and kissed along the nape of her neck. Words of encouragement were offered from all around her, preparing the host of the party for what was sure to be the facial blast of a lifetime.
"Get ready for it, Emma!"
"Cor! Look at the size of their bollocks!"
"You're gonna get bloody drenched, love!"
"You'll be glazed like a birthday cake by the time they're done!"
Yet more women were stood up beside the men, fondling their oversized balls and whispering sweet nothings into their ears as they stroked themselves to the point of eruption. One by one, the men began to blow, dousing the trembling starlet with four of the biggest, hottest, thickest loads ever to spurt from the tip of a penis.
The first one struck her hard in the face, splattering each one of her flawless features. The second hit her chest, striking her with so much venom that it stung her clammy, wet skin. The third went a little awry, and while some of it landed in her nut-brown hair, most of it ended up over Gemma Chan who was knelt down beside her- an unexpected, though not unwelcome, surprise.
The fourth was the biggest of the lot, and as the violent burst soared forth from his scrotum, the quivering escort fired it anywhere and everywhere that his slightly skewed aim would allow. Some hit her face. Some hit her chest. Some landed in her hair. Some went straight in her mouth. Some hit Gemma on her right and Florence Pugh who was seated to her left. Squeezing out the last few drops into Emma's gaping mouth, the man staggered off in search of somewhere to recuperate.
Big, buzzing wand still thrumming against her clit, Emma was quickly assaulted by an army of slick wet tongues, lapping up thick lines of spunk from her face, her tits and anywhere else it had landed. Some shared a mouthful with whoever was closest, while others simply gulped theirs down, feeling it burn in the pit of their bellies. Others ignored the man juice altogether, positioning themselves between Emma's legs and waiting for an ungodly blast that would make those last four look like a thimbleful.



A few seconds later and there it came, spraying from her snatch like a burst water main and soaking all in the immediate vicinity. Dua Lipa. Holly Willoughby. Elizabeth Hurley. Felicity Jones. All these women and more took a vicious blast from the host of the party, catching it in their mouths or letting it splash across their face, tits or cunt. Some even grabbed ahold of the nearest wand and fired straight back at her, giving the hostess with the mostest a final full-body dousing.
One by one, the toys were switched off and a placid quiet fell over the house for the first time since the guests' arrival. Nude men and women alike were sprawled out across the carpet, basking in the afterglow of what was sure to be the most incredible sexual experience that any of them would ever engage in. The epic group fuck session had gone on through the night and continued for much of the morning, finally culminating at the ludicrous hour of 10.45am.
Everyone in the house was utterly exhausted, having engaged in more sexual activity in 14 hours than most people manage in 14 months. The women had cum more times than they could count, firing enough fluid across Emma's various living rooms to fill an entire swimming pool. And the men hadn't been far behind them, blowing more collective loads than the Brazzers back catalogue.
The quiet extended for what felt like an eternity, interrupted only by the odd deep breath or occasional contented sigh. Finally, a voice spoke up, breaking the silence that had filled the room so completely.
"So..." said Emma Watson, "did you ladies have fun?"
And suddenly the room was as noisy as ever as beaming responses were chirped at her from every direction. So many voices were clamouring over one another that she only heard the briefest snippets, but the consensus was clear: this was the most crazy, debauched and incredible party that the actress had ever held.
"It was bloody amazing!"
"Absolutely fucking wild!"
"Oh my God! Those COCKS!"
"I haven't cum that much in my entire life!"
"Best party I've ever fucking been to!"
After ten long minutes of endless praise, the voices finally ceased, allowing the worn out host to attempt a response.
"Thank you, ladies. Glad you enjoyed it. Thank you again for coming and for making this year's gathering such a roaring success."
A loud shriek went up from the surrounding women and her sweat-soaked body was pulled into a bear hug by one gorgeous woman after another, countless sloppy kisses left behind on her flushed red cheeks. Once the room had calmed a little, Emma addressed the issue of the next celebrity blowout, ensuring them that the following year's bash would be bigger and bolder than any that had gone before.
After a two year wait since the previous party, Emma suggested that the next one be brought forward six months to make up for lost time. It would be the middle of winter of course, but still there were few objections. Heck, most of these women would have done it all over again the very next night if they could have. And with all the transactions she'd overheard during the course of the evening, it sounded like some of them would be doing just that.
With business taken care of, the partygoers willed their weary frames off the shag carpet floor and set off in search of their clothes. Goodnights and goodbyes were swapped and exchanged, and the women finally dispersed. Some headed out to their hired cars, while others retired to their rooms, most with a friend in tow, a man on her arm or some combination of both.
Once everyone had been accounted for, Emma grabbed a couple of her own and headed straight for the master bedroom. She'd hired them for 24 hours and still had eight or nine left. There might even be time for more in the evening if she didn't oversleep. Or even if she did, she doubted either would object to a couple hours overtime.
The two men followed her into her luxurious bedroom and she closed the door behind them, reflecting briefly on the past few hours and all that had transpired. It truly was the most incredible party she- or anyone else, for that matter- had ever thrown. The sheer scope of the thing was utterly exceptional, and there wasn't a single attendee, either rented or invited, who hadn't had the time of their lives.
Though nobody had gotten into the party spirit quite like the hostess herself. She'd winged her away around every room in the house, taking every single cock in one hole or another, and eating damn near every pussy as well. She'd shared a lucky guy with five of her greatest girlfriends, inspiring him to levels of sexual prowess that were almost superhuman. While she herself had sucked 12 dicks to completion in less than hour, swallowing enough spunk to fill her belly to the brim. Not to mention being passed back and forth by a big group of women and an even bigger group of men, getting stuffed full of dildos and dicks in every configuration imaginable.
The entire event had been simply spellbinding, a night and morning of carnal excess that almost defied description. Put simply, it was the wildest and most magical night of her entire existence. A night of feats and emotions that went beyond the realm of human endeavour. A night the world famous actress would never ever forget. And in six months time, she'd get to do it all again. She couldn't fucking wait!
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Fetishes. Everyone's got one. Something that drives you wild with lust and desire. It wasn't until a little later in life that I discovered mine, and like most people, it was the search for sexual fulfilment that ultimately led me to it.
Hi. My name is Catherine. I'm 48 years old, a single mother of two. Both girls. Lucky me, right? My youngest, Haley, still lives with me. She's 18, a senior in highschool. My eldest, Alison, is 21 and away at college. The divorce from my ex wasn't finalised until a little over a year ago, so calling myself a single mother doesn't exactly paint the full picture. Both girls were already raised by then. The hard bit had been done.
So why, at age 47, did I decide to divorce my husband and start my life anew? Well, the answer is simple- I wasn't happy. Hadn't been for a long time. My husband was a lovely man, a great provider and brilliant with the kids, but the truth of the matter was, the spark had gone. Sexual encounters between the two of us were seldom, and the few there were did little to meet my needs.
Now, I know what you're thinking. Especially those of you of a certain age. You and me both, right? You're nearly 50! Leave that sexual gratification stuff for the young folks! Well, my answer is this- why should I? Why should I settle for a humdrum life of boring, once-in-a-blue-moon vanilla sex, just because I'm advancing in years? I mean, Jesus, I'm not decrepit just yet!
I don't like to toot my own horn, but I think I look pretty good for my age. My hair's still blonde. My wrinkles are minimal. I keep myself in good shape. People always told me I was pretty when I was young and still do sometimes. Some might even say I'm in my prime. Why shouldn't I seek a little excitement?
OK, enough of the hard sell. If you're not on my side by now, you're never gonna be. If you want to hear my story then stick around. If you don't then, well, it's been nice knowing you. Alright, here goes.
Now, I'm fully aware that I'm not the only middle-aged woman to be bitten by the sexual frustration bug. In fact, I think there's very few who haven't. The only difference is that most don't apply an ointment. My friend Veronica is one of the ones who did.
We used to meet for coffee once a week and it was during one of these particular rendezvous that Veronica finally voiced her frustrations after years of bottling them up. I can't exactly recall how we got onto the conversation, I just remember her saying,
"God, Frank and I hardly fuck at all anymore!"
"Thanks for sharing," I believe is how I replied.
"Oh, come on, bitch," she said. She was one of those older women that tried to act young. "Try telling me that you and Brian are still going at it like bunny rabbits!"
"No, we aren't. But that's normal isn't it?"
"I guess," Veronica sighed. "It's freakin' boring though! I mean, geez, I'm lucky if Frank gives it to me once a month! And even then it nearly sends me to sleep. Or it would if he could last more than two minutes. God, it's frustrating!"
"Well, what do you want me to say, Vee? It is what it is."
"Tell me about it. Though I think I might have found a solution."
"Oh, yeah?" I asked, humouring her. "And what might that be?"
"What do you think, bitch? It begins with 'M' and ends with 'ation'?"
"Right," I chuckled. "So you've turned into Dylan basically, is what you're saying?"
Dylan's her son. He's 18- or he was at the time- and a chronic masturbator.
Veronica scoffed. "Yeah, right. I've got a long way to go to get to his level. Kid doesn't stop. You know, the other day I walked in on him and he was..."
"OK, OK," I said. "I really don't want to know."
Her son's masturbatory habits were something I really didn't need to be filled in on. Hers, on the other hand, I had to admit I was curious.
"So, what do you...think about, when you...well, you know..."
"Think?! It's the 21st century, bitch! We don't gotta think about anything anymore. It's all right there on the computer!"
I gasped. "You watch porn?!" I had to mouth the last word. I couldn't even bring myself to say it. Not in public.
"Damn right, I watch porn! And damn, girl! We've been missing out! It's a friggin' treasure trove out there. No wonder Dylan watches it all the time!"
"Isn't it all fake, though?"
"Uh uh." She shook her head. "I've watched my share now, girl, and there's nothing fake about it." She leaned across the table, lowering her voice to a whisper. "Seriously, some of the black guys in them...I swear, this big..."
She held her hands what must have been a foot or so apart.
"Wow!" I said, a little flippantly. I'd heard the rumours about black men, of course, but figured she was probably exaggerating. That was something she tended to do.
"Right?! God, I'd love to fuck a black guy."
"Then, why don't you?" I asked, very flippantly this time. Though I'm not sure she picked up on that.
"Pfft!" she razzed dismissively. "Yeah, right. Have you seen these porno chicks? They're all 20 years old and look like Grace Kelly, but with DDs and a butt like Jennifer Lopez! What would some hot, young black guy want with an old broad like me, when he's used to fucking women like that?!"
I waited for her to mention her husband, but when she didn't I felt it only right that I should bring him up.
"Plus, you know...you're married..."
"Yeah, that too, I guess," she replied. Her lips curled up in a grin and we both cackled with laughter.
So that's how it started. One night, after a particularly underwhelming bout of marital lovemaking left me brimming with sexual frustration, I crept out from under the duvet and away from my snoring husband, went downstairs and powered up the laptop.
After the glowing reviews it had gotten from my friend, I figured her choice of material was a good place to start. As far as finding one of these supposed masterpieces went, I didn't even know where to begin, so I typed in 'interracial porn' and let Google do the rest. My verdict? Well, Veronica hadn't been lying about the guys, that was for sure. HUGE! My husband's looked like my little finger compared to some of them!
Though, I must say, after the initial shock at the ludicrously oversized genitals, the videos didn't do a lot for me. I tried a few and they weren't my thing. But I've never been one to give up easily, so I trawled some of the sites in search of something that was. I figured 'latest videos' was as good a place to start as any, so I scrolled through in search of something that piqued my interest.
Five pages in and it all looked pretty samey. Guys with big dicks fucking girls with big tits. And though I'm sure it was a damn sight more interesting than the tired old sex me and my husand had been having, it didn't exactly leap out at me.
Then, finally, once I was close to giving up and returning to bed, something caught my eye. The video was entitled 'MILF Punished by Bratty Teen'. Not the most imaginative of titles but when I clicked on it, it certainly delivered what it promised. A woman, probably about my age- maybe a little younger, was thrust up against some kind of frame with a ball gag in her mouth. Soon, another woman- a girl, really (she looked young enough to be her co-star's daughter) joined her, clad in some kind of leather number and carrying what looked like a riding drop, which she proceeded to hit the older woman with for the duration of the video.
And, well...I was hooked. Well and truly. From minute one, I couldn't look away. The sounds of that crop cracking against the woman's skin. The red marks that it left behind. The muffled yelps of what sounded like pleasure and pain, both mixed together. The domineering air of the leather clad girl. The demeaning words that spewed from her lips with each whack of the riding crop. "Bitch!". "Slut!". "Whore!". "Tramp!". It was exhilarating. And looking at the related videos underneath, there appeared to be hundreds of clips just like it. Actually, they weren't just like it. Be it the clothing, the equipment or the apparatus, every video I watched had something different. And other than featuring two different women, no two clips were the same.
I didn't even know I was into women. I didn't even experiment with girls in college, like everyone else seemed to. Maybe I'd been living a lie all these years and didn't even know it. I decided to test out the theory and watched what one might term 'regular' lesbian porn. I didn't like it. Then I tried a bondage video with a man and a woman. I didn't like that either. Something about a man treating a woman like dirt just felt so seedy and exploitative. A woman doing the same felt totally different. It was taboo, sure, and I think that's what I liked about it, but I didn't feel dirty watching it. And I watched a lot of it. It was fair to say, I'd found my niche.
Lord only knows what time I must have gone back to bed the following morning. It probably wasn't long before my husband got up! I completely lost track of time. I watched a clip, frigged one out and moved onto another. I must have cum more times in that one night than I had in, well...ever! I'd been with a handful of men before I met my husband and I honestly can't remember any of them giving me orgasms like the ones I gave myself in front of that computer. He most certainly hadn't, I can tell you that.
I slept in late that day, then got right back to it. I started watching videos when I woke up and didn't stop until my daughter got home from school. It was all I could think about. I watched videos whenever I was alone, and when my husband and daughter were in or I was at my part-time job at a local beauty salon, I was thinking about watching videos.
But soon, just watching wasn't enough. Within a few months, I must have watched every video from my chosen genre multiple times over, and though I still enjoyed them, it was clear I wanted more. Though, how to get it, I really didn't know. I researched some things online and it turned out there were communities for this sort of thing in every city. Yep, including mine. They were warm and welcoming, friendly (at least, I'm guessing, until the action started!) and discreet.
Avenues from which to engage in this activity seemed plentiful and had my choice of fetish been anything else, I probably could have indulged in it behind my husband's back without issue. But, of course, BDSM- as it's officially known- came with its share of problems.
From my research I quickly deduced that the bondage community was split into two types of people. There were doms and subs. You were a giver or a receiver. I was a sub. When I pictured myself engaging in this wonderful pastime (usually in bed after hours of video watching), I was always receiving. A domineering woman (often younger) would cuff me to her bed or tie me up and proceed to do whatever she wanted with me.
There were plenty of women in the online communities on the lookout for a sub and I had plenty of time most days of the week to go and meet with them. The problem was, I couldn't very well return home with whip marks up and down my back now, could I? My husband wasn't the most observant of individuals, but I think even he would start to suspect something eventually.
So, if I was going to do this, and I really wanted to do this, I'd have to go the whole hog. I weighed it up in my mind for weeks. For all the stagnancy of our relationship, he was and always had been, a very nice man. I could tell that he still loved me and asking him for a divorce would break his heart. And losing my kids would break mine. I loved my girls more than anything in the world (yep, even that) and if I lost contact with them so I could get hit with a cane three times a week, I'd never forgive myself.
But, on the flipside, if I let this almost overwhelming urge go unfulfilled, I'd never forgive myself for that either. I wanted it. Heck, I needed it. And I was going to get it.
So one day, I did. After months of hemming and hawing, I finally plucked up the courage to tell my husband I wanted a divorce. He was devastated- just as I knew he would be- and I felt terrible. He asked me why and I reeled off the usual. How I was unhappy, how I was wasting my life. But I was sure to focus on myself and not him. I didn't want him thinking it was his fault. I think I even said 'it's not you, it's me,' at one stage. I cringed a little at that.
So that was the easy part done. Now to tell the girls. They were hysterical. They cried for days. Alison said she'd never speak to me again. A year in and she hasn't quite come good on her promise, but she's gotten pretty close. Correspondence from her is sporadic at best.
I won custody, as women often do. And yes, I did feel horrible taking my ex-husband's kids away from him. Still do to this day. The judge decreed that he could see them at weekends, but I told him he could, of course, spend time with them whenever he wanted. It wasn't exactly building a bridge, but it was a start. Haley said she wanted to go and live with him, but I said she couldn't. I don't hear from her much either and we live in the same house.
So, was it all worth it, I hear you ask? Well, the truth is, I don't know yet. I decided to move into the city from our home in the suburbs to get closer to the action. I knew Haley would hate me for that, so I figured why not do it when she already does? Moving to the big city didn't help patch things up with Alison either. She goes to college there, and though I was closer geographically, she remained as distant as ever. I sent her the address of my new home and she still hasn't been around to visit. I got a job at a different salon, though this time it was full-time. My ex was paying child support but it was nowhere near enough to live on.
Weekends gave me a break from my pouting, door-slamming daughter and an empty nest in which to fulfil my fantasies, but I was finding suitable partners hard to come by. I joined a number of online communities, but it turned out that big city dommes were a lot more...shall we say, full on than their suburban counterparts.
Every young woman I contacted expressed a strong desire to make me their live-in slave. To keep me bound and gagged in their apartments all day while they were at work or college, then do with me as they please when they returned. Though, as much as the idea excited me (the first time I read those words, they sent shivers down my spine), I had to explain that I had a teenage daughter and that dynamic simply wouldn't work for me. 'Well, it's that or nothing, I'm afraid,' was the standard response. And for me, unfortunately, it was nothing.
And so it continued. It was starting to feel like I'd made the biggest mistake of my life. I'd broken my husband's heart, made my daughters hate me, and it was all for nothing. Six months in and I was starting to give up hope. I sent a message to surely the only domme below the age of 25 (women older than that honestly didn't excite me in the same way, and if I was going to do this, I was going to do it right) that I hadn't already contacted, and hoped for the best.
Subbie72 (My username- what do you think?)
Hi, Ma'am, [standard practice in the BDSM community]
I'm a 48 year old sub who has just moved to the city and I'm looking for a young domme to take care of me. It would be an honor to serve you if you think I am worthy.
I await your reply.
Short and to the point. A few hours later, I received a reply.
MILF_Beater
Hi, slut [a common response]
Your profile is pretty much blank, so I'm guessing you're a newbie. As it stands, I most certainly do NOT think you are worthy, so I guess it's up to you to prove otherwise.
Are you married?
It didn't sound promising but it was different, at least, to the responses I usually received.
Subbie72
Divorced.
MILF_Beater
Kids?
Subbie72
Two. One's at college, the other is 18. She lives with me.
MILF_Beater
OK, slut, here's how it's going to go. When I tell you to do something, you're going to do it. Unless you're at work, or you or your daughter are receiving medical care, then you will do what I say, when I say it. Understood?
It was still a little more full on than I'd hoped for. I was hoping for weekend meetups when Haley was with her father. Lord only knew what sort of things this young dom was going to have me doing. But beggars can't be choosers. It was the best offer I'd had so far.
Subbie72
Understood.
MILF_Beater
Good. Now, what does my little slut do for a living?
God, the way she spoke to me...it made my heart pound like a drum. I was loving it already.
Subbie72
I work in a beauty salon.
MILF_Beater
Send me your working hours. A letter from your employer so I know you're telling the truth.
I dug out my contract, took a picture of my schedule and sent it to her.
MILF_Beater
Full time, huh? A little more than I was expecting, but I can work with that. Where do you live? I don't want to know your address. Just the area.
Subbie72
Douglas.
MILF_Beater
OK, I'm ordering you some items from Euphoria [Google tell me that's a sex store]. Swing by after work tomorrow and collect them. Tell me when you've done that and I'll give you your next instructions.
Subbie72
Yes, Ma'am.
I was buzzing with excitement. I barely slept a wink that night. And not because I'd been up all night watching videos (though I did do a bit of that too!).
My shift at work the next day dragged. I thought it was never going to end. I went straight to Euphoria after work as per my instructions. I was nervous as I approached the neon-lighted storefront and had a quick look around to make sure nobody I knew was in the vicinity. Unlikely, since I knew about five people in the entire city. I took a deep breath and entered.
The interior of the store was like nothing I'd seen before and all kinds of weird and wonderful equipment, outfits and accessories hung from hooks and lined the shelves. I was pleased to see that there was a woman behind the counter. A pretty young woman of about 23, with a jet black bob, and clothes and lipstick to match. Chances are, I'd probably spoken to her a few months back on one of the websites.
I approached the counter, still a little nervously, and told her I had a package to collect.
"Name?" she asked.
"Erm...Subbie72," I replied, blushing uncontrollably. Something told me that embarrassing situations like this one were something I was going to have to get used to facing in my new life.
The girl didn't bat an eyelid. She probably heard things like that every day of the week. She turned to a shelf behind her, selected a large wrapped box and placed it on the counter.
"Whoever ordered this for you said there was something you had to tell me when you came to collect it," she declared, the hint of a grin now tickling her lips.
"Erm...yes...I'm MILF_Beater's slut," I replied, surely now glowing as red as a firetruck.
"Yes, that's it," said the girl, struggling to contain her amusement.
The items, I guess unsurprisingly, hadn't been paid for, so I forked over the cash and hurried out of the store. So, that was the hard bit done. Now I was itching to see what my new mistress had ordered me. I got into my car, fished my phone from my bag and sent her a message.



Subbie72
Got the items, Ma'am.
MILF_Beater
Good. Don't open the package until you get home. Arrange the items on your bed and send me a picture so I know they're all there.
Subbie72
Yes, Ma'am.
I raced home as quickly as the speed limit would allow and hurried through the front door. Yelling 'hi' to Haley, I got the usual mumbled reply as I practically sprinted up the stairs and straight to my room. I slung the box down on the bed, heart thumping with excitement as I tore it open. Inside were a number of exotic-looking items and I inspected each one closely as I removed them from the box.
Lain on top was a leather face mask, a full face one with cat ears and little holes for my eyes, nose and mouth. Stuck to it was a Post-it note, bearing a message that I guessed had been dictated by my mistress and written by the girl in the shop. It read, to be worn during our Zoom calls. I don't want to see your face. Beneath the mask, was a leather body harness with chains, a latex thong, a pair of thigh high leather boots, some elbow-length latex gloves, a dog collar, paddle, a ball gag and a set of nipple clamps.
As per my instructions, I placed the items on my bed and took a picture to send to my mistress.
MILF_Beater
OK, it's all there. Very good. I've arranged a Zoom call for 6.30. Wear the outfit I picked for you and mask your voice. Miss it and you'll never hear from me again.
I checked my watch. It was 6pm.
Subbie72
Yes, Ma'am. I'll be there.
I shouted down the stairs to Haley that she could fix her own dinner, stripped off my clothes and ran for the bathroom. I washed, shaved and dried myself in what was quite possibly record-quick time. My mistress wouldn't be seeing my face so I didn't bother with make up, but I lotioned my skin and gave my hair a quick fluff before slipping into my clothes.
I put the harness on first and fastened it in place. It was a tight fit and the silver chains were cool against my skin. Then came the thong. It felt strange wearing underwear that was so restrictive and the skin tight latex gave a clear view of my cameltoe. I zipped up the boots and then the mask, taking a quick look in the mirror before readying myself for the call.
My breath caught as I saw myself in all that gear. I was used to seeing women kitted out like this on my computer screen, of course, but wearing it myself was a whole other matter. It filled me with great excitement and joy that the wildest fantasy- heck, the only fantasy- I'd ever had would soon be coming to fruition.
At 6.30 on the dot, the scheduled Zoom call lit up my iPad screen. Perching on the edge of my bed, I took a deep, nervous breath, shaking with exhilaration as I accepted the call.
"There you are, slut," said Mistress.
She was using a filter to disguise her voice, but the sternness in her tone was unmistakable. She was wearing the same mask as me and at first glance the call's split screen looked like a mirror image. The only difference was the colour of the hair spilling out from beneath the leather mask. Her's was brown, mine was blonde.
"And you followed my instructions to a T," Mistress continued. "You've been a good girl for Mistress, haven't you?"
"Yes, ma'am," I replied, using the same filter to mask my voice, just as she'd told me to.
"I think you deserve a treat for being such a good girl. How about you, slut?"
"Yes, ma'am. Please may I have a treat?"
"Hmm...yes, slut. I think you may. Put on your clamps. And move your chest to the screen so I can see."
"Right away, ma'am."
I placed my iPad on the cabinet near the foot of my bed and fetched my nipple clamps. Standing up right next to the screen, I fixed a clamp to my left nipple, gasping as it pinched it tight. The stiff clamp squeezing my nub delivered pleasure and pain in equal measure, and I felt it grow hard as the plastic covering on the hard steel pincers squeezed my tender flesh. I affixed the second one and soon both my nipples were glowing red from the pressure those two firm clamps exerted.
"How does that feel, slut?" asked Mistress, her full-face mask unable to disguise the devilish grin stretching across her features.
I sat back down on the bed. "It feels great, ma'am," I replied, unsure if the filter would relay the slight wince in my voice.
"You like your treat, don't you, slut?"
"I love it, ma'am. Thank you for giving it to me."
"Hmm, I'm not sure a simple 'thank you' is going to cut it. How about you show your gratitude by spanking yourself with that paddle? Would you like that, slut?"
"Yes, ma'am. I'd like that very much."
Mistress laughed. "Yes, you would, wouldn't you, slut? Well, hop to it then. Let's start with ten. Five to each cheek. Get up on the bed. I want to watch."
"Yes, ma'am."
I climbed up onto the bed and bent over, butt stuck out in the air. I fetched the paddle and looked over my shoulder as I whacked the leather blade against my ass- a little tentatively, I must admit.
"Pfft!" Mistress razzed. "Oh, come on, slut. You can do better than that. Give me another."
I drew the paddle back and hit my ass again, harder this time.
"Mmph!" I groaned as the blade struck my cheek, a loud *THWACK* echoing from wall to wall. I hoped Haley had music or the TV on, or she might well have heard that.
"Harder, slut."
I bat my ass again, this time striking it with enough force to leave a glowing red mark.
"Harder!"
*THWACK*
"HARDER!!!"
***THWAAACCCKKK***
"MMM!" I shrieked as the paddle smacked my ass more vigorously than ever, stinging my bright red cheek.
"Oooh! That was a good one, slut! Not bad for a beginner. Now do the other one."
I struck my second cheek five times, just like I had the first one, each passing hit a little harder than the one that preceded it.
"Very good, slut," Mistress declared. "You're showing great promise."
"Thank you, ma'am."
I looked back at the iPad screening and saw that my buttocks were burning red, both of them stinging to an almost unbearable degree.
"OK, not bad for a first session. You can go now, but no masturbating, OK?" The words were like a slug to the chest. My pussy was burning even harder than my ass, and I was planning on seeing to it right away. "Believe me, I'll know if you have and if you disobey any of my orders, our association will end like that." She clicked her gloved fingers. "Got it?"
"Yes, Ma'am."
"Oh, and don't put any ointment on your ass either. I want you to leave it burning for me, OK?"
That smarted too. I was going to do that right after I masturbated.
"Yes, Ma'am."
"Good. OK, I'll see you tomorrow then. Same time, same place."
And with that, the Zoom call came to an end. So that was that. My first bondage experience had been and gone, and though I hadn't met with my mistress in person, it was still everything I'd hoped. I was hooked. Well and truly. With ceaseless adrenaline still pumping through my veins, I changed into something more comfortable and headed down to the sitting room.
Haley was in there watching TV and I plonked myself down on the couch, groaning audibly as my ass touched the leather. Thankfully, Haley ignored me as she usually did and we sat there in silence, staring at the TV screen. Thoughts were racing through my head at a mile a minute. Images of my first session with my mistress and hopeful guesses at what the second one might contain were bouncing around my brain, ricocheting in a heated frenzy.
The urge to nip back to my bedroom and strum myself senseless were almost overwhelming, but I managed to resist the temptation. Obviously I didn't buy that line about knowing if I'd masturbated or not. She wasn't a friggin' psychic! But I wanted to obey her orders. Wholly and completely. After all, what was the point in doing this if I wasn't going to go the whole hog?
I went to bed early and barely slept a wink. A combination of excitement for my next session and my unbearable horniness kept me wide awake for much of the night and I was exhausted when I got up the next morning. My work shift that day went even slower than the one before it, and I raced home once more, making sure I had eaten and showered before 6.30.
The second call went much the same way as the first. I wore a mask, disguised my voice, attached clamps to my nipples and spanked myself ten times. My ass was still stinging a little from the night before so it hurt even more this time, but other than that our second interaction was almost identical to our first. And then so was the next evening. And the one after that. And the one after that.
I was hoping for a little variety to our online liaisons but I figured there wasn't much I could do by myself with the items my mistress had provided. I wondered if she might soon send me back to Euphoria to collect another package. That way I could perform more duties for her, but no such instructions were given. Truth be told, I had grown a little tired of the long-distance meetings and was desperate to meet my new mistress in person. By the seventh consecutive night I was starting to get frustrated with the lack of physical contact, and after a week of self-spankings I decided it was time I broached the issue.
Subbie72
Ma'am, you know I love spanking myself for you, but I bet you could do it a lot better yourself. Am I worthy of meeting you in person?
MILF_Beater
I could do it A LOT better myself but in answer to your question, no, you are NOT worthy of meeting me in person, and only I will decide when you are. Do I make myself clear?
Subbie72
Yes, Ma'am.
And so the self-spankings continued. The frustration grew and I had half a mind to call off our arrangement entirely and start again from scratch. Then, after two long weeks of beating myself raw, a message dropped into my inbox that nearly made me weep with joy.
MILF_Beater
Xtasy. 9pm. Suite number three. Wear your usual outfit.
I was at work when I got the message and nearly screamed at the top of my lungs in the middle of a jam packed salon. I googled Xtasy and found out that it was a fetish club right in the heart of the city. I was beyond excited and my hands were shaking so much I could barely punch out a response.
Subbie72
Yes, Ma'am. I'll be there.
The last five hours of my shift dragged like never before. Again I raced home and fixed dinner for me and Haley. She was as silent as ever, but this time I didn't much care. Usually I make some attempt at small talk and get a few one word responses. But tonight I was far too nervous, and I don't think the two of us said a single word to each other through the duration of the meal.
Haley finished up and went off back to her room. I didn't even bother with my usual 'you're welcome' quip when she neglected to thank me for dinner. I cleared the plates and jumped in the shower, washing myself thoroughly, conditioning my hair and shaving all the usual parts. I went back to my room and blew dry my hair, running the curler through my long blonde locks.
This time I put on makeup, even though I'd be wearing my mask. On Zoom I hadn't seen much point, but in person who knew when the mask might come off. I had no problem with my mistress seeing my face and I really wanted to see hers. The anonymity aspect was a huge turn on, but I was definitely ready to see my mistress in the flesh.
I painted my fingers and toes red and coated my lips in a matching shade, along with the usual blusher, foundation and mascara. Nothing extravagant but I wanted to make sure I looked my best. The mask would probably smear it but there wasn't a lot I could do about that. With my hair and makeup done, I climbed into my outfit. I put on the harness, then the thong and dog collar, and finally the boots and gloves, hoping that Haley wouldn't see me between my bedroom and the front door.
I looked at myself in the mirror and my heart beat harder in my chest. I'd gotten used to seeing myself in such attire by now, but this was the first that others would be seeing it too. In person, anyway. I couldn't very well travel to the club like this. My nipples were out for one thing (which reminded me, I'd forgotten my clamps!). I put those on next and slipped into a long black mac that covered everything except the boots, gloves and collar.
I shouldered my handbag, took a deep breath to calm my anxiety and crept out into the hallway, being careful not to alert my grouchy daughter. Dialogue with her was minimal, of course, but she did occasionally complain to me when the Internet was down or the heating was too low. I skulked through the hallway like a ninja, waiting until I was at the front door to tell her I was going out. Receiving a barely audible 'mmhmm' in response, I slipped through the front door and jumped into my car.
Xtasy was located on the same street as Euphoria so it was easy enough to find (there was also an establishment called Passion and another named Desire- I kid you not), but the journey was a nervy one. I had never in my life done anything like this before. Spanking yourself on Zoom for a woman's pleasure was one thing, but this was a whole other ball game, and I truly had no idea what I was letting myself in for.
Crawling down the neon-lit side street, I saw the word Xtasy glowing in bright red letters, and my heartrate quickened once more. I pulled up to the sidewalk, as close to the club as I could, and zipped up my mask, adjusting my hair in the rearview mirror. I climbed out of my car and nervously approached the entrance to the club. A butch, dykey bouncer was stood by the door and she chuckled to herself as she watched me approach.
"Mask off, honey," she said with a grin. "I need to check your ID."
A few other women were waiting outside and a couple of them sniggered at my rookie mistake. Fuck. How embarrassing.
"Oh, yeah. Sorry," I said, unzipping my mask to reveal my blushing face.
I rooted around in my handbag for my driver's licence and handed it over, fixing my hair as the bouncer inspected it. She looked up at me and I gave her a nervous smile. She grinned once more and handed it back to me.
"OK, in you go. You can put your mask back on now."
The women outside laughed and I gave an uncomfortable one of my own as I headed inside. I stopped at the booth and paid the cover charge. Then I moved onto the cloakroom, feeling my face grow redder as I slipped off my jacket and handed it to the attendant, my clamped breasts now on full display. I put my mask back on, fixing my hair yet again in a mirror by the main twin doors.
Taking a deep breath to steel myself, I pushed open the thick double doors and took a tentative step into the great unknown. The image that awaited me nearly took my breath away. Music was blaring from unseen speakers, shaking the building down to its very foundations. There were women everywhere, of every age, race and body type, all scantily clad in latex and leather.
A woman in her early 50s walked past me as I lingered in the doorway, trailing behind her a girl of about 19 who was attached to the end of a dog leash. A dark-haired woman was thrust up against a large black frame, while another struck her back with a whip. An overweight black woman was seated in what appeared to be some kind of throne, with no fewer than four young blondes gathered around her, tending to her every need.
Moans and groans filled the expanse of the room, merging with the snaps and cracks of floggers on flesh and rising above the ear-splitting music. The atmosphere was electrifying and it felt like my heart was about to burst in my chest as I moved slowly through the jam-packed room.
A sign hung on the far wall above the entrance to a corridor, reading 'suites' in blue neon letters. I ordered a little Dutch courage at the bar then headed straight for it, finding the door to suite number three. I knocked on the door and a woman answered.
"Enter."
My hand trembled as I turned the door handle, stepping into the private room. Suite three looked exactly as I'd anticipated; all black leathers and leopard print fabrics. All the apparatus I'd become so familiar with from my online research were dotted around the room, and the walls were lined with every bondage accessory known to mankind. Though while the room was as I'd expected, the woman inside it most certainly wasn't.
Stood at the centre of the suite in a black leather basque and matching boots and gloves, was a woman of at least 45. To say I was surprised would be putting it lightly, and unless I'd walked into the wrong room by mistake then I feared I'd fallen victim to some kind of cruel catfishing hoax. Though if this woman had been tricking me all along then she must have dyed her hair, for the girl I'd met with on Zoom was definitely a brunette. This woman was as red as the queen of hearts.
"Oh, sorry," I said hopefully. "I must have the wrong room."
"Subbie72?" she asked.
"That's me," I replied, with a good deal of trepidation.
"Mistress MILF_Beater will be along soon. She's asked me to prepare you."
I breathed a sigh of relief. She was clearly another of Mistress' subs. It made me wonder how many she had.
"You're already wearing your mask. That's good. Mistress was insistent that you have that on to start. She said she may take it off later if she's satisfied with you. Take off your thong." I did. She pointed to a large square frame in the centre of the room. "You're here. Arms in the air, feet shoulder width apart."
I approached the frame and got into position. Handcuffs had been welded into the frame and the redhead fastened one to each ankle and wrist. She took a ball gag from a hook on the wall.
"Mistress wants you to wear this," she declared, popping the ball in my mouth and affixing it at the back of my head. "OK, I think we're done."
She fetched her phone from the top of a chest of drawers and tapped at the screen, holding it to her ear. "She's ready, Mistress." That was all she said before hanging up.
"She's coming," she announced. "Good luck."
And with that she was gone. There was an agonising wait of about five minutes before the door swung open and a much more familiar figure strolled into the room. She was wearing a mask but I'd know that petite little body and long brown hair anywhere. Her slender body had been squeezed into a tight red catsuit, matching heels adorning her feet. She looked at me but didn't say a word, heading straight for the bondage materials hanging on the wall to my left. She plucked a riding crop from its hook and my breath caught in my throat as she ran the tongue softly along my back, from the top of my spine, right down to my ass crack.
Still without word, she drew it back behind her and I heard the tongue cut through the air as she brought it forward, striking me hard on the ass. It was a firm hit, much harder than any I'd ever given myself. It stung my buttcheeks and I moaned from beneath my ball gag.
"MMM!"
Mistress laughed and hit me again, harder this time, drawing a piercing crack that nearly burst my eardrums. It was hard to believe that such a little lady could generate so much power. She hit me several more times, not stopping until my bottom was burning. She returned to the wall, swapping the riding crop for a long black flogger.
This time she stepped up before me, our masked faces just inches apart. She hooked a finger under the chain of my nipple clamps and gave them a little tug. I groaned again as the clamps pinched tighter on my sensitive teats. She grinned from below her mask and trailed the flogger across my torso, tickling my skin with the leather tails. Then she whipped it forward as quick as a flash, striking my tummy and drawing a hiss from beneath my ballgag. She moved up and struck my tits, knocking off one of the clamps. Then she journeyed south, hitting my midriff three times, followed by a firm thwack to my naked crotch. That was the one that got me and my whole body shook, rattling the chains of my handcuffs.



She walked around behind me and struck my ass several times, along with my back and thighs. Soon I was tingling all over, marks forming up and down my body. My nipples were hard as rocks, causing the remaining clamp to pinch ever harder. My pussy was soaked and drops of warm fluid started to trickle down my inner thigh. My first submissive experience was everything I'd dreamed of and I was loving every second of it. So far my mistress hadn't said a word to me, but somehow that made it hotter, adding to the allure and mystique.
Setting the flogger aside, Mistress fetched a dog leash from a cabinet in the corner of the room and clipped it to my collar. Uncuffing my wrists and ankles, she motioned me onto the floor. I dropped to my knees and she tugged at my leash, leading me across the room. There was a desk in the corner with a chair underneath it that I assumed was used for schoolgirl roleplay. Mistress positioned me exactly as she liked, bending me over the desk so my chest touched the wood and my ass stuck up in the air.
Gathering four silk ties from a nearby drawer, Mistress tied my wrists and ankles to the legs of the desk, fastening each with a tight triple knot. I wasn't getting out of those, that's for sure. Not that I wanted to, of course. Mistress returned to the wall and came back with a paddle. A wooden one. Not for the faint of heart. She stood beside me and I braced for impact as she drew back her arm, holding it there a few long, teasing seconds before striking my ass with a tremendous wallop.
My cheeks were already stinging from the flogger and riding crop, and I felt pain like never before when the wooden paddle hit my bright red ass. I shrieked from beneath my ball gag and whimpered slightly as my buttcheeks throbbed from the force of the blow. But my mistress showed little sympathy. Gripping a handful of hair, she gave my blonde locks a sharp and sudden tug, pulling my head from the desk so I was staring at the wall before me. The paddle crashed against my ass once more, even harder than the first time, and I bit down into my ball gag with such force that I'm surprised I didn't chew straight through it.
Mistress tugged at my hair and hit me a third time. Then a fourth. Then a fifth. And it was right around then that I started to lose count. How many times she ended up hitting me, I really couldn't say. But one thing was for sure, I wouldn't be sitting comfortably for a good few weeks after this! Finally she set the paddle down and I breathed a sigh of relief. Not to say I didn't enjoy it, but I wasn't sure how much more I could take!
Mistress strolled around the edge of the desk and leant down before me, angling my face to her's with a finger below my chin. And as those big brown eyes stared straight into mine, my dominant young queen finally uttered her first few words.
"Did you like that, pet?"
That voice. I recognised it immediately, and panic struck me like a ton of bricks. I didn't answer. Couldn't answer, and the shock of hearing such a familiar voice had left me paralysed.
"Hey!" said Mistress, slapping me across the cheek. "I'm talking to you, bitch! Did you like that?"
"Mmm!" I mumbled from beneath my ball gag, trembling with fear as I stared into those suddenly very familiar brown eyes.
"Good," she said. "Now, let's see that pretty face of yours."
She unclipped my ball gag and words of objection sputtered from my quivering mouth.
"No! No! Wait!"
Mistress ignored me and my heart sunk into my stomach as she unzipped my mask. I watched helplessly as her eyes went wide with shock, and she uttered a single word that would change our lives forever.
"Mom?!"
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I'm not quite sure what the images were that were flickering on my giant plasma screen, but whatever they may have been I wasn't paying them much attention. Truth be told there was only one thing I was watching on that warm Wednesday evening and that was the clock on the wall behind it. To say I was excited about my newest visitor would be putting it mildly. I'd never had a celebrity guest before and I'd barely been able to contain my elation since she'd phoned to book a stay at my establishment the previous Saturday.
Up until then it had been a perfectly ordinary day. I was sitting here watching TV, just like I am now, waiting for one of my regulars to arrive when the phone rang. Nothing strange about that. I'm running a thriving business here, after all. So I answered and the caller greeted me with a warm 'hello'. It was a woman. Nothing strange about that either. I don't get many men ringing this place, save for the odd jealous husband whose wife has been caught in the act.
Anyway, the woman said she was interested in booking a stay, and asked me if I had any slots available that coming week. Now, I wouldn't call that strange per se, but it's not exactly a common occurrence. In fact, midweek bookings are rare. I've run this place for nearly a year now and I think this was maybe my tenth. Why, you ask? Well, there's a very simple explanation for that. People work during the week. Not many people work on weekends, except for nurses, shopgirls and bar staff, and I think it would be fair to say that a stay at this place would be a little out of their price range.
So that's why I was able to fit this woman in so quickly. Usually guests have to book a weekend stay months in advance, but those lucky few who have weekdays free pretty much have my calendar at their disposal. So I told the woman that my entire week was free and she could take her pick. She said she'd like a stay from Wednesday evening, through to Thursday. Pretty standard for a first timer. Regulars often booked Friday to Sunday, and for the ones who could come during the week...well, it wasn't unheard of for them to book Monday to Friday.
I told her that was fine and asked her for her name, clarifying that it had to be her real name for billing purposes. New guests often tried to use pseudonyms. She told me her name was Jessica and I jotted her name on the calendar. Jessica Chastain. I stopped in my tracks, actually breaking the nib of the pencil, the way actors do in comedy films. I was stunned. A famous actress. And not just any famous actress. A freakin' Academy Award-winning actress. And a drop dead gorgeous one at that.
OK, I should probably start from the top here, right? Hi. My name is Tyler. I'm 24 years old and I run a hotel of sorts (in all honesty, I don't have an official name for it) catering solely to women. Wealthy women. Usually older. Late 30s to early 40s is my typical age range. Why just women? Well let's just say that, as a heterosexual man, the kind of services I provide are ones that I have little interest in extending to males. Am I an escort? Nope. Visitors pay only for a stay at my establishment. Any other services they seek are strictly pro bono.
So how did this all begin? Well let me take you back to when I finished college. Two years ago. I bummed around that summer- partying, having casual sex- enjoying the last few months of freedom before I faced the real world. I got a job at an accountancy firm in West Hollywood (I'm an LA boy, born and bred) in September and worked there for a few months whilst living with my parents. Now, it was around this time that my grandfather, quite a wealthy man, very sadly passed away. He was a great guy and I miss him dearly, but I'd be lying if I said I wasn't pleased when I learned that he'd left me his holiday home in the LA suburbs.
I'd been looking to move out of my parent's home and this was the perfect opportunity. No mortgage. No rent to pay. I was at the bottom of the pile at the accountancy firm so my pay was pretty much shit, but it was enough to feed myself and pay the bills, so I moved in right away. The commute to work was a bitch but I loved having my own place. And what's more, it was friggin' huge! I'd been here a few times when I was a kid and I'd forgotten quite how large it truly was. Eight bedrooms, two enormous lounges, garage, huge driveway, swimming pool. The whole nine yards.
And to say it improved my luck with the ladies would be an understatement. I'm a good looking guy and I'm in great shape, so I wasn't exactly starved for action to begin with. But when I got a girl back to this place she never wanted to leave. What would have been simple one night stands during my college days soon turned into full weekends of non-stop sex, and barely a Friday night passed without me bringing a woman back to what was quickly becoming an archetypal bachelor pad. But it was a visit of one woman in particular that transformed my life into the near 24 hour sexathon that it is today.
That woman was Heather, my mom's best friend and what I'd always considered to be an absolute textbook MILF. She said my mom had told her about me moving to this place and she dropped by unannounced to pay me a visit in my new digs. Unannounced, but certainly not unwelcome. She was a little younger than my mom but they'd been friends for years. I'd known her more or less my whole life and I'd always had a crush on her. As I'd gotten older, I started to expect that she had a thing for me too. And well...I was right.
What started as a brief visit to check out my new home quickly evolved into one of those all weekend sex marathons that I talked about earlier. I couldn't believe it. I'd jerked off to this woman countless times during my teenage years, and there I was, less than ten years later, banging the life out of her for two days straight. It was fucking incredible! Anyway, that's enough bragging from me. Now onto the important part. During a brief break in our weekend-long fuck session, Heather took a moment to gush about how incredible the house was. And how incredible I was too.
"You know, you could probably make a business out of this," she suggested, her head on my shoulder, a finger tracing a line in the grooves of my pecs.
"What? Bring women back here and fuck them for money?" I laughed, thinking that either she was joking, or I'd grossly misunderstood.
"Yeah," she said. "Think about it. A place to have no strings attached sex with a hot guy who knows how to fuck. This is exactly what women have been looking for."
"It is?"
"Uh huh."
"But wouldn't that make me a...manwhore?"
Heather laughed. "I believe the term is 'escort'. But no, it wouldn't. Women would pay to come and stay here. To relax and unwind. To get away from the stress of their jobs. To escape from their husbands and kids. What they do when they're here is up to them. And up to you."
I was intrigued, but I've gotta say, it sounded fanciful. "And you think women would want to do that?"
"I know I would. I know a bunch of other women who would too. I'll put them in touch with you if you like."
I was still a little sceptical, and really couldn't see how anything that sounded so great could actually work out in reality. But hey, it was worth a try, right? And well, it turns out that Heather was right. Women were interested in staying at my new home for the weekend. And hot ones at that! Most were high powered business women who, just as Heather said, wanted to unwind after a week in the office, and escape the monotony of a weekend with their husbands and kids. It started with a few and soon my phone was ringing off the hook with horny MILFs looking to book a stay at the hottest hotel in town.
My schedule was filling quickly, and it wasn't long before prospective visitors were being made to wait up to two months for a booking. It was around this time that I got my first visitor on a weekday. One of my regulars called me up and after being hit with the two month wait, desperately blurted out "well, how about a weekday then?", in a way that suggested she was booking first and thinking second. I knew full well that she worked during the week, as did I, so a weekday stay wasn't exactly convenient for either of us.
The best I could offer her was a one night stay and a lift back into LA the next morning when I drove to work. She accepted, but it got me thinking, maybe I could have a go at doing this full time. Bookings didn't come cheap so I was making decent money from my weekend guests alone. Three or four weekday visitors a month and I'd be pretty much set. After a week or two of hemming and hawing, I decided to give it a shot and I gave in my notice at my place of work.
My notice period was a month, and much of it was spent worrying that the bottom was going to fall out of the fucking-women-for-money-but-not-really game, and I was going to find myself jobless with bills up the wazoo, despite still making bookings on an almost daily basis. Well needless to say, my fears were irrational. Like I said before, weekday bookings weren't exactly common, but I was getting enough to live on and even found myself with some spare cash to get the pool running and repurpose some of the empty rooms.
One I turned into a gym, which saved me having to keep driving to the public one 30 minutes away, and also allowed long-staying guests to get in a morning workout. Another I turned into a massage room, which provided its share of fun with happy endings aplenty. I don't have any formal training or anything, but several guests find my technique to be great for relieving tension.
And that is pretty much that. Now that you're all caught up, let's get back to Miss Chastain.
"OK," I said, after probably too long a pause. "Lovely to meet you, Miss Chastain."
"We haven't met yet, honey," Jessica laughed. "Though from what I've heard about you, I'm very excited to. And please, call me Jessica."
"Certainly, Jessica," I replied, hiding my nerves as best I could.
I almost never got nervous around guests these days but I had to admit that my first celebrity caller was making me a little flustered. Growing up in LA, I used to see famous people out and about all the time, but this was my first time actually conversing with one. What's more, I was trying to fathom how such a big name star had found out about my little establishment in the first place.
Being so close to Hollywood, I had my share of visitors from the entertainment industry- producers and the like, so I figured it had come through one of them. One of my regulars was a big player at HBO, and Jessica had recently worked on a miniseries for them with Oscar Isaac, so that seemed like the most logical connection. I made a mental note to thank said regular with a generous discount next time she made a booking.
Usually with new potential visitors I would arrange a Zoom call to check if we were the right match and to see if they had any special requests for their stay. Or at least that's what I told them. In truth, it was an opportunity to see if prospective guests possessed the physical attributes to which I'd now grown accustomed. Shallow? Maybe a little, but I was now getting so many booking enquiries that I could afford to pick and choose.
Anyway, there was obviously no need for that with Jessica so I completed the preliminaries over the phone. I asked her if there was anything in particular that she wanted to do during her stay and she filled me in on a fantasy she'd had that got my heart pumping with excitement. Once all that had been taken care of, we settled on exact times and I gave her the ZIP code for her GPS. Turns out she actually lives in New York, but she was in LA for filming and had a couple days off. And what better way to spend them than at my place? I signed off formally, biting my tongue to keep from calling her Miss Chastain, and told her I'd see her on Wednesday.
"I can't wait," she replied.
Neither could I.
The doorbell rang at 5.15. Jessica was a little late, but I'd gotten used to that with LA traffic. I switched off the TV and went to answer the door. Jessica said she would freshen up when she got here so I figured she'd be arriving in casual mode. I opted to match her with shorts, a t-shirt and a pair of flip flops.
I answered the door and there she was, my very first celebrity guest. She looked even more stunning in person than she did on screen, even in sweats, minimal makeup and her hair in a bun. My greeting was standard fare. Hug. Kiss on the cheek. How was the drive? Did she find the place OK? Once the pleasantries were done with, I took command of the suitcase she was wheeling and gave a quick tour of the house, allocating a room in which she could freshen up.
I went to my room and took a shower, sprayed on some cologne and styled my hair. I picked out some clothes- a pair of skinny fit suit pants, a freshly pressed white shirt and a neatly buffed pair of brogues. I was ready some time before Jessica, as I'd expected, and waited in my room as per our arrangement. Jessica was in her room for a while and I was dying to see the vision she was crafting in the ensuite mirror.
Finally the door opened and I heard her stilettos thud down the hallway as she headed for the front door. The door slammed shut and now I was in fantasy mode. She waited a minute or two then rang the doorbell. I took a quick look in the mirror then went to answer it.
"Tyler?" she said, making a show of taking off her wedding ring and slipping it into her handbag. Undoubtedly part of her fantasy.
"Jessica?" I replied, ushering her inside. "Great to finally meet you in person."
"Great to meet you too." We hugged again and I got a whiff of her perfume as she kissed my cheek. "You're even more handsome than your profile."
"Thank you," I said, playing along as best I could.
It was difficult to pretend that I was seeing her for the first time, considering we'd just met not more than an hour ago, but telling her how beautiful she looked didn't require much performance. She looked absolutely stunning in a long black dress that was split almost up to the pantyline, entirely barebacked and tight in all the right places. It was jaw dropping. As was the rest of her. Her makeup had been applied to devastating effect and that gorgeous red hair of hers had been lightly curled, hanging gracefully over one of her shoulders.
Her fantasy, as you've probably already guessed, was meeting a man on a dating app for a night of no strings passion. That might seem a little vanilla for us mere mortals, but this is the kind of thing that famous people just can't do. Especially ones with a husband and two children waiting for them at home. What's more, our 'first date' was at my house- a serious no-no for any woman, but for Jessica Chastain it was a surefire way to end up tied in a stalker's basement for days on end. For someone of her fame and beauty, the only way to engage in something like this was with a guy like me.
I took her to the bar and she picked out a bottle of wine. I poured us both a glass and she accompanied me to the kitchen while I got started on dinner. My famous chicken stir fry. I cooked, we drank, we chatted, both of us in character. Jessica had made it clear to me in advance that she wasn't going to be movie star Jessica Chastain in this little scenario, but had kept me in the dark about what her character was going to do for a living. Turns out this evening Jessica was going to be Hollywood talent agent Jessica Chastain. Which made a lot of sense. Right about what you know, and all that. She talked for a while about her 'job', about difficult clients and high-profile roles that she'd booked them in. I tried to workout if she was referring to anyone in particular, but quickly came to the conclusion that it was entirely fictional.
Another thing, Jessica hadn't told me what my 'job' was going to be either and I kind of assumed I'd get to pick my own. I was wrong.
"So you're a masseur, right?" she said, a tiny character-breaking smirk suggesting that she'd thought of that earlier when I gave her the tour of the house. Perhaps in hope of a free sample of my 'professional' talents. "How long have you been doing that? Not long I'm guessing," she added, a clear reference to my tender age. Something that I'm beginning to suspect might play quite a sizable part in this fantasy of hers.
"Five years. I started training right out of high school," I said playing up to the fantasy.
Jessica briefly broke character again, flashing me a second grin that told me I was right to do so. "I see. This is a lovely house by the way. How many people do you have to rubdown to afford a place like this?"
I laughed. "I get some good tips."
"I bet you do," Jessica quipped and I received a flirty smile from both the actress and talent agent alike.
Dinner was ready and I served us up a couple of plates. We took them through to the lounge and I refreshed our drinks. Our mealtime conversation continued in much the same vein- extremely flirtatious and you could cut the sexual tension with a knife. I was dying to get my hands on her and it was clear that the opposite was just as true, but there was something about having to wait which made it all the hotter. Most guests would be all over me before I'd even closed the front door, which of course I had no complaints about. But part of me actually preferred it this way. And there was little doubt that letting the tension build to such intolerable levels would result in some of the best sex that either of us had ever had.
We finished up dinner and I offered her dessert, but Jessica declined. I should have known that a woman with her figure wouldn't go in for sweets. I poured out the rest of the wine and we took our glasses to the couch where the conversation continued. Jessica might not have been a casual dater in real life but she played the part very well. Unsurprising for a woman of her talent. She had been flirtatious from minute one and only became more so as the evening progressed.
Soon, the playful dialogue was accompanied by light physical contact. A touch of my arm. A pat of my thigh. Draining the last of her wine, Jessica kicked off her stilettos and curled her legs up onto the sofa, draping an arm across my shoulders. Suddenly no more needed to be said. This was the moment and we both knew it. We both leaned in, slowly, until our lips touched. It should come as no surprise to learn that Jessica Chastain is a phenomenal kisser. Not overly aggressive, but forceful enough that I knew I was in for a hell of a time. Her lips were perfect- soft and full with expert application of her shiny pink lipstick. Not enough to smear but enough to leave a pleasant taste tingling on the edge of my mouth.
Tongue was applied as things heated up and a hand returned to my thigh, trailing along the seam of my pants. I reciprocated with a hand on her back, lightly stroking the exposed flesh. My cock was growing stiffer by the minute and soon the hand that was snaking along my thigh made contact with the tip. The kissing intensified, and Jessica started stroking me through my pants, traversing the length of my shaft with her palm. She got up onto her knees and her hands moved to my belt, unbuckling it smoothly as our lips stayed fastened together. Unzipping my pants, her lips moved down to my neck as she reached inside. Sliding her fingers through the hole in my boxers, she fed my dick through my open zipper and her lips formed a perfect O as she laid her eyes upon it.
"Wow!" she said, raising those neatly plucked brows.
Oh, yeah. Did I forget to mention that I'm hung like a Shire horse? Well, I am. Ten inches to be exact, and I could tell from the look on her face that I'm the biggest that Jessica had seen. I'm guessing my HBO regular informed her of my size, but I could tell from Jessica's reaction that picturing a ten inch dick and seeing one in person are two very different things.



"My God! Erica said you were big, but holy shit!"
And there it is. Looks like a certain HBO exec is getting a discount coming her way.
Jessica slid back a little on the couch, pushing up that gorgeous ass, hugged tightly by the fabric of her dress. Her head dipped down and those lovely soft lips pressed against the tip of my penis and slid down past the crown. I let out a soft moan as my head slid into the warmth of her mouth, her tongue against the base as she started sucking. She'd only just started, of course, but I could tell already that Jessica gave fantastic blowjobs. Spit was already sloshing around her mouth, drenching my crown, and each and every suck was performed with optimum pressure.
A hand rested on my thigh and the other crept beneath the hem of my shirt, getting a feel for my six pack abs. She bobbed her head slowly and her pretty pink lips started to glide up and down the shaft, sinking a little lower each time. I was fully hard now and throbbing a little against her tongue as it writhed and flicked at the underside. Not only that, but I was starting to leak and Jessica gave little muffled groans as my precum started to trickle across her tongue.
The pace quickened and soon those full lips were edging towards the base, saliva coating a good six inches at least. Not many women could handle my size but Jessica was taking it in stride, swallowing me down with effortless grace. Her ass was thrust up higher now and I couldn't help but reach and grab it, squeezing the firm muscle that made up each rounded cheek. Another pass or two and she reached the bottom, her nose disappearing into my open pants as her lips touched the cotton of my boxer briefs.
"Aww, fuck!" I groaned, feeling my crown twitch somewhere deep in her oral cavity.
She held me there for a few seconds before finally retracting, leaving a faint pink mark on my underwear.
"Damn!" I exclaimed, shocked by what I'd just witnessed.
Jessica grinned back at me and threw a leg over my thighs, kneeling on the leather as she straddled me. An arm draped across my shoulders and a hand found the back of my head, fingers combing through my hair as she leaned in to kiss me. Her mouth was wetter now after sucking my dick and her tongue writhed against mine with greater ferocity.
Her free hand reached back and gripped my cock, and it was only then that I realised she'd gone commando for our little date. I felt myself pulsing harder at the thought of that alone, and I could feel the heat radiating from her naked crotch. She rubbed the tip against her slit, and it twitched as I felt her wetness; she was absolutely sodden.
Our mouths separated and a breathy gasp escaped her lips as she eased down onto it, swallowing my swollen crown. The first thing that struck me was how tight it was, and it really was hard to believe that she'd spat two kids out of there. The snugness of her pussy and the width of my cock seemed like a mismatch on paper, but the moisture lining her inner walls allowed me to slip in with ease.
Her left arm joined her right, and now both were wrapped tightly around my shoulders as she started to ride me. It was slow to begin with but she quickly gathered momentum, working that hot pink pussy up and down my pole. Her lips returned to mine and we moaned softly into each other's mouths as she rode me harder. My hands migrated from her lower back and down to her ass, and I gripped two handfuls through the material of her dress. Soon that ass was bouncing off my thighs, generating clap sounds that were softened slightly by the twin layers of fabric. Each and every pass was executed to perfection, assisted by yours truly as I squeezed her ass, guiding her from bottom to top.
It was a great way to start and banging out here in the lounge like this felt very hot and spontaneous. But I was starting to find the limits of the couch a little restricting, and to give a woman like this the fucking she deserved I was going to need a lot more room. Without word, I pinned her body to mine, keeping a firm grip on her ass as I scooped her up into the air.
"Ahh!" she yelped, surprised by the sudden move.
I grinned and kissed her again as I walked us through the lounge and carried her to my bedroom, remaining inside her every step of the way. I crossed the threshold and finally pulled out of her, holding her bride and groom style for a moment before tossing her onto the bed.
"Oooh! You're a bad boy, huh?" she said, purring like a cat as she laid back across the mattress, propping herself up on her elbows.
I returned a simple nod, still grinning from ear to ear as I quickly unbuttoned my shirt, kicking off my shoes as I tossed it aside. My pants were already coming down and I pushed them the rest of the way, keeping my eyes on Jessica as she watched me undress. My dick was still protruding from the hole in my boxers, and I pulled the waistband past my rock hard shaft, making it flop and down like a diving board, much to Jessica's amusement. I pulled off my socks, eyes still fixed on my guest as she stared right back at me. Biting her lower lip, she enticed me towards the bed, beckoning me to join her with a manicured finger and one of the prettiest pairs of come-to-bed eyes I'd ever seen.
I climbed onto the bed and crawled on top of her, laying my naked form atop her fully clothed body. Well, not quite fully clothed, but you get what I mean. The kissing resumed and a hand returned to the back of my head, the other already going for my cock. She wanted me back inside her straight away but I made her wait, taking a moment to enjoy that body that I hadn't even seen in its entirety yet.
I moved to her neck, kissing her pale flesh as I undid the clasp on her dress, lowering it to her waist. I kissed past her collarbone and down her chest, taking a hard nipple between my lips and suckling like a famished babe. Gathering those perky mounds in my hands, I caressed them tenderly as I switched to the other, enjoying the light moans that I coaxed from between her lips.
The hand at the back of my head suddenly moved up to the top and a gentle push signalled that she wanted me lower. Clearly we were on the same wavelength, 'cause that's exactly where I was going next. I kissed slowly along her tummy, enjoying both her impressive muscle tone and the movements beneath me as I made her squirm. I hooked my fingers under her dress and tugged it past her hips. I knelt on the edge of the bed as I inched it down her legs, and soon that sexy dress had found a new home on my bedroom floor.
She spread her legs and I crawled up between them, getting my first look at the delicious pussy that I'd already been inside. And I've gotta say, it looked just as good as it felt- pink and puffy, and topped with a thin strip of fiery red pubes. The carpet matched the drapes, no doubt about that. Sliding a hand underneath her right knee, I lifted her thigh and kissed along it slowly- tortuously, even- finally settling at the gap in between.
My tongue came out and gave a long, deep, broad lick along the length of her slit, scooping up the nectar that had gathered there in copious volume. She tasted like heaven and the sweet, sweet flavour set my taste buds ablaze as I went back for seconds. Licking along her labia a few more times, I finally moved up to her clit, hooking my arms around her thighs and laying them on her stomach as I smothered her pinkest pleasure point.
I'll never forget the sound she made when my tongue touched her nub- a loud carnal hiss that she propelled towards the bedroom ceiling as her head tipped back, face lit up in the throes of passion. She collapsed back onto the bed and her head hit the pillows, red hair spilling all around her. A hand reached down and gripped the top of my head, fingers vanishing between locks of hair as she held me in place, exactly where she wanted me. My tongue was quick and nimble, gliding across her clit in long, wet, fluid strokes. I could feel it throbbing against my tongue, and warm, sticky residue started to seep from her molten snatch, smearing across my lips and chin.
"Oh, God!" she groaned, her voice so soft I could barely hear her. "Fuck, you're good at that."
This I already knew but I never tire of hearing it, especially from a woman as gorgeous as she. My tongue rolled smoothly across her clit, and I continued at the same pace with which I'd started, seeing no reason to change a winning formula. Jessica was clearly loving every second of it and the tightening grip on the back of my head was a clear indicator of that. Her abdominal muscles began to tighten and the chorus of moans and whines that fluttered from between her lips were music to my ears.
"Oh, yes! Keep going. You're gonna make me cum."
Again, of this I was well aware, and having given her a sample of my God-given talents, it was time to bring it home. Swirling my tongue around her pulsing bud, this sudden change in technique proved decisive and my efforts were rewarded with a hot gush of fluids that drenched me from the nose down. Fingers dug into my scalp and her thighs tightened around me, not relinquishing their grip until the violent tremors rumbling through her had finally begun to recede.
"Wow!" she panted, her body sprawled limply across the king size bed. "I owe Erica a drink or something!"
"So do I," I quipped, beginning the return journey across the expanse of her body.
I kissed along her torso, making a brief stop at one of her breasts before I reached my final destination. We kissed again and her tongue found mine, tussling with the instrument that had given her so much pleasure. I gripped my cock and pushed it up against her pussy, steering it inside her for the second time. She felt even wetter this time around and I slid right down to the balls with the slightest push. Our lips came apart and she uttered another soft moan as she felt me throb inside her. She wrapped an arm around my neck while the other went down to my ass, clutching my tight buns as I started thrusting.
I fucked her slowly, rolling my hips in a steady rhythm and delivering hard, unhurried thrusts into the woman beneath me, making sure I gave her evey inch. A hand clawed at my upper back, the other digging into my buttcheeks as they moved back and forth, propelling me deep inside her. Occasionally we'd kiss or she'd nuzzle into my neck or I into hers, every action accompanied by a pair of impassioned moans.
Her hand moved up from my ass, joining the other at my shoulders and we separated slightly as I propped myself up with my arms, starting fuck her at a quicker pace. Her head stayed buried in the pillows, allowing me to see the expressions on her face, those gorgeous features reacting to each and every thrust. I could feel her arms tremble as they locked around my neck and it was clear that she wasn't used to a dick of my size. But the actress took it with aplomb and there was nothing but pleasure plastered across her face as I rowed in deep, sheathing myself to the hilt.
Her pussy was warm and receptive, gleefully accepting each stroke and responding with an appreciative squeeze. She felt amazing and already I was starting to notice my crown twitching as it vanished inside her, my balls churning with a cumload that had started gathering from the first moment I saw her.
Laying down onto her once more, I wrapped my arms around her back, taking her with me as I rolled back onto mine. Now we were in the cowgirl position, just as we were on the couch, except this time I was in control. Keeping my arms folded tightly around her, I held her body against mine and our lips found each other once more as I drove my dick up inside her. The thrusts were harder now, coaxing sounds of greater volume and pitch to spew from between her lips.
"Oh, fuck!" she yelped, staring down at me with wide, unblinking eye contact as I bounced my ass off the mattress. "Yeah, yeah, yeah! That's it! That's how I fucking want it!"
My hands moved down to her ass, enjoying the flawless shape as I banged her from beneath. The tryst was altogether louder now. Not just the yelps from Jessica, but the smacking together of bodies, the squeak of the mattress and the rattling of the headboard had all kicked up another few decibels. It was raw now, sweaty and intense, and neither of us could hide the pure lust that we felt for the other person. Every so often our lips would engage, moans merging as one as our mouths locked together. Or I'd move a little lower to latch onto one of her tits, guzzling with greedy intent.
Her body was tensed all over, and nowhere was that more evident than inside her vagina, her inner walls seeming to grip me tighter each time I thrust inside. It drove me even wilder, and the harder her pussy clenched, the harder I fucked her. Every thrust sent my dick in deep, and I could tell from the pitch of her voice and the look of ecstasy etched across her face that I was hitting all the right spots.
"Oh, God!" she squealed, her sweaty face mere inches from mine. "Yeah! Keep going! I'm gonna cum!"
One more thrust and she delivered what she promised, screaming toward the heavens and squeezing my dick harder than ever as a powerful orgasm rocked her entire frame. I wasn't far behind and my dick was throbbing so violently now that putting my intentions into words was entirely unnecessary. Jessica knew exactly what was coming and her light and breathy tones enlightened me as to exactly where she wanted me to do it.
"Cum in me," she said softly, those three simple words a delight to the ears.
We hadn't discussed it prior but I guessed she was either set or at a stage in her life where protection was no longer required. It was hard to believe that a woman that stunning could be menopausal, but at 45 it was definitely possible.
Pinning her body against mine, I buried myself to the balls, finally giving into the sensations that had been building within me since minute one. I felt myself stiffen even harder and then I unloaded, dumping an impossibly thick load deep into her piping hot pussy. My eyes never left my guest's and the look of delight on her face when she milked my gonads dry was one I will never forget.
Her hands went to my face and we kissed several times as I remained inside her, cum starting to drip down my shaft. Recovery time was minimal and all it took was a quick polish of my cock from Jessica's mouth to instigate a second session that was just as passionate as the first. We fucked twice more before we finally ran out of energy, and we passed out together as I cradled her in my arms.
*
I awoke first the following day, my blurry morning vision slowly coming to focus on a mass of tangled red hair. I rolled over onto my back, eager to take care of my morning breath before the goddess beside me roused from her slumber. Morning sex was popular among my guests so I kept a bottle of mouthwash by the bed. I sloshed a refreshing mouthful around my stinking trap and spat it into an empty cup.
The sound of the bottle plonking down onto my nightstand woke Sleeping Beauty and she turned to me with a tired groan. She still looked as stunning as ever, even in the remnants of last night's makeup. Her eyes fell upon me and she gave me a lazy smile.
"Morning," I said.
Even an angel such as her wasn't immune to the scourge of morning breath, so I retrieved the bottle from the nightstand and offered her a minty gurgle. She rinsed her mouth, and I offered her the cup to spit into. She put her hand to her mouth and sniffed her breath, happy that the crisis had been averted.
"Good morning," she finally replied, laying a fat smacker on my lips. "Did you sleep well?"
"Like a baby."
"I should think so after the night we had. By the way, mouthwash by the bed." She did a chef's kiss. "Ingenious."
"Professional necessity," I said with a grin.
"Oh, yeah? I thought you were a masseur, not a dentist," Jessica replied, still committing to the fantasy, so many hours later.
"Oh...er...yeah. Sometimes clients like to have a rinse after a massage. Their mouths can get kinda dry, with all the candles and incense and stuff."
"I see," she said, returning a grin that was clear in its meaning. Good save. "Speaking of clients, are you working at all today?"
"Uh uh. All yours."
"All mine, huh," she said, tracing a finger across my chest. "So you're not in any hurry to...say, get out of bed then?"
"I've got all the time in the world."
And with that we got straight back to it. Our minty fresh mouths mingled as one and I rolled on top of her, pressing my body to hers. I was already sporting a semi from that good morning kiss, and my half-mast member slid into the gap between her thighs, rubbing up against the slit of her pussy. I retrieved my tongue from down her throat and set off on the same journey down the span of her body that I had taken the previous evening. Except this time I took the scenic route- down past her right breast, across her ribcage and over her hip.
Pushing her leg up, I licked along the bottom curve of her ass and up to her slit, gathering the morning dew with a long, slick swipe of my tongue. Her pussy was nice and fresh, having showered the night before, but all the action it had seen the previous evening had left it a little pungent. But I didn't mind one bit, and happily feasted on that little slice of heaven like it was the last thing I'd ever eat.
Her hands came down to my head, clearing a familiar path through my hair as she gripped me tight. My tongue settled on the nub of her clit, swirling around it in concentric circles. Jessica responded to this second bout of oral in much the same way as she did the first. Sharp, laboured breaths puffed out from between her lips, and it took just the briefest display of my oral prowess to coax drops of gooey arousal from beyond her labia.
My hands were rested on her toned little tummy, gently caressing her feminine abs. Yet there was another use for my upper extremities that I was sure would better suit the both of us. Popping my lips briefly from around her clit, I slid two fingers into my mouth, wetting them with saliva. Teasing her slit with the tips of both digits, I guided them in with a gentle push, sinking right down to the knuckle. Curling them upwards in a hook-like fashion, I returned my mouth to her clit, whirling it around her swollen nub with renewed and relentless vigour. This new move elicited quite a reaction, and Jessica's head jolted up from the stack of pillows, flinging auburn locks in every direction.
"OH!" she yelped, letting me know, in no uncertain terms, that her g-spot had been located.
I repeated the action on an endless loop, hooking my digits towards her navel and prodding at her hidden pleasure spot. She was leaking copiously now, and my fingers were glistening with her juicy arousal as I sunk them into her coochie. Moans and groans were pouring from her lips and her hands began to shake as she clawed at my thick locks of hair. I had her on the edge, teetering on the precipice of another mind-blowing orgasm.
I buried my fingers inside her one last time, massaging her g-spot with the tips as I tongued her aching clit. Moans turned to screams, and I didn't stop licking until she reached her crescendo, following it up with a pleasing encore of sharp, heavy breaths that gradually returned to their normal rhythm.
I emerged from between her thighs and kissed her panting mouth, my lips still sticky with arousal. Our mouths sealed shut and she tasted her sweet juices as our tongues did their familiar dance. I pried my lips from hers and she gave a cute little squeal as I rolled her up onto her side, making her the little spoon. A little fumble down below and I was all up inside her, filling her right from the off.
I wrapped my arms around her and held her against me, our arms entangled as I thrusted slowly, feeding her every inch I possessed. She turned her head and I leaned over her, kissing her ravenously. She held my hand to her chest and I could feel her heart beating harder, muffled groans getting louder as she directed them into my mouth. Her legs so close together made her pussy even tighter and I could feel her squeezing me each time I thrust inside.



I wasn't going to last five seconds in that position, so I lifted a leg and held it upwards, using her thigh for leverage as I pulled myself into her. I could go at her harder now and the thrusts started to quicken as I pointed her leg towards the ceiling, clawing at her inner thigh. Brushing away her hair, I nuzzled into Jessica's neck and sucked on her pale fresh, being careful not to leave a mark that would incur the wrath of her husband. She was mewling incessantly now, and I enjoyed the increase in volume that accompanied each thrust.
Soon I was giving her everything, slamming into her with the kind of tireless energy that only the morning horn can provide. The bed squeaked and rattled, and the soundtrack was completed by a series of deafening smacks as my thundering pelvis clapped against her ass. Jessica's face sunk into the pillow beneath her and she unleashed an animalistic scream that was muffled by the expensive stuffing. Her body was on fire and I could feel the inferno spreading through her body as I pinned it against my own. She was about to erupt and so was I, and I sought to squeeze in one last position before the quake of orgasm shook us both to the core.
Moving my hands to her waist, I held her tight and flipped up onto my knees, bringing her with me as I switched from spoons to doggystyle in a single, seamless motion. Gripping her hips, I drove into her with all I had, watching her asscheeks ripple with each thrust. The switch in stance delighted her, and matted red hair swished through the air theatrically as she looked back at me, lust burning in her bright blue eyes.
"Yes, come on! Fuck me! Gimme that good hard dick!"
I moved my hands down to her ass and dug my fingers into her cheeks, feeling them jiggle as I clattered against them. My hips were hammering now, balls swinging back and forth and cannoning against her clit. Those very same balls were crying out to be emptied, and I wanted nothing more than to bury myself to the root and explode into her womb. But I was providing a service here, and the customer's needs always came first. I wasn't gonna cum until she did.
My hands returned to her hips and I folded my arms around Jessica's torso, pulling her up until her body was flush against mine. I put one hand to her throat- not applying any pressure, just holding it lightly- while the other went to her clit, strumming it wildly as I continued to thrust. The extra stimulation had her screaming louder than ever and my motions slowed to a series of steady, hard thrusts that sent all ten inches rocketing into her vagina.
She was trembling in my arms now, her body going limp as I drove my dick into its furthest reaches. She threw her arms back and gripped the back of my head, holding on for dear life as her body took the brunt of each slam. The pleasure was spreading and I could almost feel the waves of euphoria coursing through her like electric jolts. Sweaty red hair whipped across my face and my mouth muffled the last few throaty squeals as she turned back to face me, locking her lips against my own.
Sinking to the base one final time, I kept it deep inside her as the pleasure took over, her body lost to the powerful sensations now engulfing her every inch. Squeezing me tighter than ever, I lost all semblance of self-control and Jessica was still in the midst of climax as I finally let loose, firing an ungodly volume of bubbling jism deep into her balmy insides. The squeals faded and my grip on her loosened, our tongues slowing from a fierce grapple to a soft embrace, accompanied by panting breaths and moans from myself and my guest alike.
Cradling her lightly in my quivering arms, I returned us to our previous position. We laid like that for a while and I remained inside her as I held her in my arms, our fingers gently entwined. Her tousled red mane hung over one of her shoulders and I left soft kisses on the back of her neck. Neither of us spoke, both happy to bask in the afterglow of breathtaking, passion-feuled sex. What a way to start the day!
After several minutes, our bodies began to regain function, and I suggested we take a shower to wash away the various residues. Jessica agreed and after one last tired kiss, I leapt up off the bed, thin drops of cum dripping from my still-hard cock as I headed for the en suite. I went inside and closed the door, emptying a bladder that was full to the point of bursting. I opened the door, signalling to Jessica that she could join me whenever she wanted, and fired up the electric toothbrush.
Moments later, hands were on my torso and my guest's lovely chest was pressed against my back, kisses delivered to the nape of my neck. I finished brushing and rinsed thoroughly, turning to face her and returning kisses with my now very mint-tasting mouth. I lent against the sink and she laid her arms across my shoulders. We kissed several more times then I got in the shower, leaving the toilet and sink at her disposal.
I closed the glass door and turned on the water, fiddling with dials until I found the right temperature. The water pummelled me, its soothing warmth reviving my aching frame. I soaked my sweaty hair, exchanging grins with Jessica as she brushed her teeth. She signalled for me to face the wall and I did, washing my hair as she perched on the toilet seat. Rinsing out the last of the suds, I heard the door squeak open behind me and in just a few seconds those dainty, toned arms were wrapped around my torso once more.
Kisses were left on my back and shoulders as I doused my body in shower gel. Jessica assisted, spreading the fragrant foam across my tummy and pecs, making sure my dick got a thorough going over. My morning wood had just begun to soften when she started stroking, lathering my member from bellend to base. I turned to face her and a hand glided through my slicked back hair as we started making out. The other found my cock and the jerking commenced, restoring my full rigidity in a matter of moments.
Our mouths stayed together as I gripped onto her ass, hoisting her into mid-air. I slid my hands to her thighs and held her against the glass, leaving a back and ass print in the condensation. Her right arm joined her left, linking securely around my neck, and I took hold of my cock, guiding it into her as I kept her suspended. No slow build up this time, and despite having cum not 15 minutes ago, I was giving it to her hard from the very beginning, every thrust going straight to the hilt. Her lips left mine and she moved to my ear, directing sharp breaths into my eardrum as she nibbled at the lobe.
She gripped me tight, both inside and out, and her pussy was as receptive as ever to the ten inch log being propelled into her darkest depths. My dick was throbbing and I didn't let the painful tingling of my latest climax stop me from giving this woman the fucking she deserved. Water beat down on my back, pounding the muscles already under siege by her manicured nails.
I took a few steps back, slacking my grip slightly and allowing Jessica to swing back, leaving some space between her body and mine. Her fingers interlocked around my neck and she clung to it precariously, leaning back so far that she was practically hanging from my shoulders. Now the water was raining down between us, soaking us both in equal measure. The thrusts continued and I watched those perky tits jiggle up and down as I slammed into her, driving into her gorgeous body with all the force I could muster.
I'd given her countless orgasms since she'd arrived at my place and was well on my way to claiming another when an idea struck me. Clutching the shower head, I removed it from the bracket on the wall and held it to her clit. Jessica clearly approved and she tipped her head back, staring at the ceiling as high velocity water was fired at her aching nub.
"Oh, WOW!" she yelped, squealing in delight as I turned the shower head into a makeshift sextoy.
My grip loosened and with just a single arm supporting her entire frame, I was unable to go in on her with my usual pace and power. But it mattered not, and the water jetting against her clit had whipped her into such a frenzy that she probably wouldn't have noticed if I'd slipped out altogether. She came in seconds, screaming at the top of her lungs and squeezing my rod so hard I thought it was going to break off at the stem. I gave her a few more thrusts just to remind her I was there, then lowered her to her feet.
I returned the shower head to the bracket and Jessica grabbed a bottle of shower gel, still panting heavily as she dropped to her knees. She looked up at me with a filthy grin, squeezing a thick dollop of gooey blue liquid into the palm of her hand. Rubbing her hands together, she worked it into a lather before winding her foamy fingers around the width of my rod. One hand clutched to my hip, the other slid smoothly along the length of my shaft, the slick coat of shower gel assisting in a handjob technique that I had no doubt was world class to begin with.
Jessica gazed at me with gleeful anticipation, eagerly awaiting the violent eruption that was destined to follow. She didn't have to wait long, and a few more wet, soapy jerks was all it took to drain my swollen gonads for the second time that morning.
"Uhh! Fuck!" I yelled, throwing my head back and getting a faceful of water as a long, thunderous orgasm hit me like a ton of bricks.
It wasn't as explosive as the first, but it was still more than enough to leave a hot streak of spunk plastered across Jessica's face.
"Mmm, yeah!" she purred, grinning at me as she stroked my rod. "That's what I wanted."
She put her lips to the tip of my prick and tongued at the slit, licking up the final few drops. Rising to her feet, she stepped under the shower head, letting the water wash away the cum from her lips and chin. I gave her a kiss and stepped out in search of a towel, leaving her to finish up in the shower. I dug out a couple of towels from the linen closet, wrapping one around my waist and leaving the other on the rack in the bathroom.
I stepped back into the bedroom and closed the door behind me, drying myself with the towel. I was nearly dry when the pitter patter of the shower came to a sudden halt. Jessica emerged from the steamy en suite, running the towel through her soaked red hair.
"Ah, that's better," she said, gathering her damp locks over one of her shoulders.
"Feeling refreshed?" I asked, returning the towel to my waist as if I rifled through my closet.
"Mmhmm," she replied, coming up behind me and pressing her still wet body against mine. "And re-energised."
Lips pressed against the nape of my neck and a soft pair of hands roamed across my torso. A slight tug at my towel and it hit the floor, landing in a heap at my ankles. She dropped slowly to her knees, kissing along the length of my spine as she took my cock in her hands, fingers curling around the shaft. It had just gone soft for the first time that morning, but Jessica soon took care of that. By the time her knees touched the carpet, my dick had been restored to its former glory and was jutting from my groin like a long steel girder.
Hands on my hips were my signal to turn, and my dick flopped about every which way as I spun around to face her. Gripping my cock at the base, she gazed up at me with those seductive blue eyes as she wrapped her lips around the head. She sucked me slowly, sensually- which was just as well given the tender state of my genitals. After two such powerful eruptions, I wasn't sure I'd be able to cope with much else, and every dose of pleasure came with a little side helping of pain as she slid those plump lips up and down my tender shaft.
A hand led the way, stroking and jerking with all the pressure I could handle, while her lips followed closely behind, soaking my shaft in saliva. Before I knew it, her hand was back at the root, the tip of my dick pushing deep into her oral cavity. She moved her hand to my hip and her lips went the rest of the way, sliding down smoothly until they puckered at the base of my shaft.
"Ugh! Shit!" I groaned, my tender helmet twitching against her tonsils.
Jessica held me there for as long as she could, sucking out what little precum my overtaxed balls were able to generate. I could feel the warm spit sloshing around her mouth, soaking my every inch as I throbbed against her tongue. Soon that throbbing was more than she could handle and her gag reflex finally got the better of her, just when I was starting to wonder if she had one at all. She pushed against my hips and her lips made a hasty retreat, sliding up the shaft until the crown popped out from between them.
Taking it in her hand, she gripped it tight and started stroking, showing little sympathy for my delicate state as her knuckles shuffled from bottom to top. Pointing it skyward, she turned her attention to my scrotum, slowly starting to inflate after being utterly voided two times over. Her pouty lips enveloped a testicle and she sucked it seductively, switching to the other and dousing both gonads in spittle.
A ball fell from between her lips and she rose to her feet, kissing me hard on the mouth. She threw her arms around my neck and practically leapt up onto me, wrapping her legs around the small of my back. Holding her up with a hand on her ass, the other went straight for my cock, steering inside her for the third time that morning. The grip of her pussy sent shudders down my spine, and it soon became abundantly clear that a hole that tight was no place for a dick as delicate as mine. But I didn't let that stop me, and honestly, I'd still have found a way to fuck her if it had been lopped off at the base.
Holding onto her asscheeks, I guided her along the length of my shaft, easing her down it slowly until there was nowhere left to go. Our mouths divided and I held her there, enjoying her change in expression as I bottomed out inside her. The intense snarl of passion she'd worn when she jumped up onto me had given way to a wide-eyed gasp of stunned disbelief, and it was clear that, even after five bouts of tempestuous sex, she still hadn't gotten used to my size.
The gasp turned to a smile and I kissed her once more, proceeding to fuck her the way she wanted, the way she desired. This time I let my arms do the work, gripping onto her peachy buttocks and sliding her along my pole. It started slow and our mouths stayed together as I pulled her up to the ridge of my crown, holding her there for a few agonising seconds before I lowered her back to the hilt. Her pussy remained snug and each embrace of her soft inner walls seemed tighter than the one before.
The pace quickened and soon my biceps were getting quite the workout as I lifted and dropped her repeatedly, impaling her on all ten inches. She threw her head back dramatically, damp red locks tumbling down towards the floor as an eardrum-rattling scream flew forth from the bowels of her throat.
"Oh, GOD! Yes! Like that!"
The reaction pleased me and I repeated the action for quite some time, eliciting a similar response with each deep plunge to the balls. My arms began to tire, but luckily for me she was almost there, closing in fast on yet another tumultuous orgasm. Fingers digging into her cheeks, I pulled her into me and held her there, practically dangling off my long flesh pole. Her face remained skyward, screaming in ecstasy as her body was overcome by violent convulsions. I held her tight as she came, allowing the gush of fluid to wash every inch of my junk.
The grip on my cock had tightened to intolerable levels and as the final notes of her deafening scream were propelled towards the ceiling, I turned her solo into a duet, unleashing a roar of my own as I detonated inside her. By this stage my ejaculate was pretty much nil, but the orgasm that accompanied it was no less intense, rumbling through my body like an earthquake.
Jessica sighed, wettish locks spilling about her shoulders as she brought her head up, a satisfied smile stretching from cheek to cheek. We kissed as I let her down and I returned to the closet, finally picking out something to wear. It was a warm day and I'd already worked up a sweat after my morning shower, so I went for a tank top and shorts.
Jessica dried her hair and hung the towel on the rack next to mine. She asked me if I had a t-shirt she could wear as she didn't have a change of clothes. Still in full on fantasy mode. Actually, it was a good job she brought it up 'cause the fantasy I was supposed to be fulfilling had completely slipped my mind. I dug her out a t-shirt and she pulled it on. She didn't even have any underwear to change into, so as far as her outfit went, that t-shirt was the full extent. She did her makeup quickly with the few cosmetics that she had in her handbag and we went to the kitchen to get some food.
Breakfast time had been and gone so we skipped straight to lunch. I fixed us a salad with the chicken I had leftover from the stir fry, and Jessica poured us both a glass of iced tea. We fooled around a little in the kitchen while I sliced up the veggies, and knowing she had nothing on under that t-shirt made the urge to pull her up onto the worktop and pound it out right there and then extremely hard to resist. But I managed it, just about, and we took our plates outside to eat in the afternoon sun. She still didn't have any panties on, but my home is extremely secluded so there was no danger of one of my neighbours spotting a glimpse of an Oscar winner's hoo-ha.
We ate and talked, and she asked me a few more questions about my fake job. I had no idea if the responses I gave gelled with the ones from the previous evening, but I answered them as best I could. We started talking about massages and Jessica informed me of a particularly relaxing one she'd had a few weeks before.
"Do you get massages often?" I asked, piercing a cherry tomato with the prongs of my fork.
"Occasionally," she replied. "My job's pretty stressful and they're a great way to unwind and relieve some tension. I'd like to get more but I don't really have the time."
"Well, like I said, my schedule is free today. Maybe we could relieve a little tension right now."
Jessica chuckled. "Isn't that what we did last night?" She took a swig of her drink. "And this morning."
"True," I said with a grin. "Then maybe we oughta give those muscles of yours a little TLC. Shift some of that lactic acid."
"Hmm, well I don't have any cash on me. Unless, of course, you accept types of payment," the actress declared, a bare foot running along the length of my shin.
"I'm sure we can work something out."
And with that we went back inside, returning our plates to the kitchen on our way to my massage room. I led her inside, lit a few candles and burned some incense, closing the window shutters to create the perfect atmosphere.
"OK," I said, patting the padded top of my massage table, "lose the t-shirt and climb aboard. Would you like a towel?"
Jessica laughed, pulling off her (my) t-shirt with an impish grin. "Don't really think that's necessary, do you?"
"Probably not."
I plucked a hair band from a drawer on my dresser and tossed it to her. Such items were essential for any good masseur. Even a pretend one like me. Jessica tied up her hair and climbed up onto the table. She laid on her front to start with, making use of the face hole that had been cut into the padded surface.
I fetched a bottle of oil from the dresser and poured out a palmful, warming it with a rub of my hands. I started at her feet, smearing oil across each of her soles and using my thumbs to apply some pressure. My hands worked wonders on her dainty feet, undoubtedly aching after years teetering up and down red carpets in all manner of perilous stilettos. The pressure clearly met her approval and a breathy coo of appreciation tumbled down to the massage room floor. A trained masseur I am not (despite what I've been telling Jessica for the past 20 or so hours), but I've given my fair share of rubdowns over the years and have learned a thing or two along the way. It's a service I provide at no extra cost, and my guests enjoy it greatly.



I left her feet behind and moved up to her calves, shining them thoroughly with the scented oil. The backs of both legs were perfectly toned and my hands enjoyed the layers of muscle as they glided across her silky smooth skin. After her calves came her thighs, which is where the things began to heat up. Literally. I ran my hands along the creamy insides, feeling the warmth start to radiate from the space in between. The tips of my fingers edged closer to the apex, stopping just short of the heat source and drawing a groan of frustration from my 'client'. I enjoyed teasing her and moved up to her ass, watching her squirm against the tabletop.
"I'm going to have to ask you to remain still, please, ma'am," I said with a grin, now playing the part of an on-duty masseur, within my part as an off-duty one. A role within a role. Real wheels within wheels shit.
Jessica raised her head and shot me a playful glare. I disarmed it within an even more playful smile, getting one in return as she sunk back into the face hole.
"And keep your head against the table, please. Thank you."
I was pushing it now and received a swat to the back of my thigh as I continued the massage.
Her ass was a delight. I'd gotten my hands on it numerous times by this stage, of course, but I gained a new appreciation of it in my role as masseur, being able to enjoy its feel and shape for prolonged periods of time. It caused a stir in my nether regions like never before and there was a noticeable lump in my shorts as I moved to the head of the table. I rounded out the first half with her shoulders and neck, then asked her to flip over.
Jessica rolled over onto her back and her lips curled up in a grin as she spotted the semi stretching the fabric of my shorts. I refilled my hands with oil and returned to her feet, moving up her shins to the tops of her thighs. Her legs were slightly parted and I teased her again, in much the same way as I did before. My hands slid along her inner thighs, inching tantalisingly close to her vagina but not quite touching it. I had no idea I could be so callous.
I returned to the head of the table and got to work on her shoulders, quickly moving down to the pert twin mounds of her breasts. I'd teased her long enough now, and honestly they looked too good to resist. They didn't feel too shabby either, and I spent more time there than any real massage client would have deemed appropriate. But I needn't have felt guilty, for as my hands continued to squeeze at her fabulous breasts, a dainty paw rose from the tabletop and responded in kind, grabbing at my dick through my shorts.
"Ma'am, please return your hand to the tabletop, or I'm afraid I'm going to have to ask you to leave."
She grinned at me, placing her hand back on the table, and I stifled one of my own, doing my best not to break my character within a character. Finally managing to pry myself from the lure of her chest, I moved down to her midriff, being sure to lean over her as far as I could as I ran my hands across her ribcage. Now my cock was mere inches from her face, covered only by two thin strips of fabric. Jessica's lips came open and I felt her tongue slide across the tip of my bulge.
"Ma'am, this is a professional establishment, and I do not think that kind of behaviour is appropriate."
I looked down at her and her smirk had turned into a giggle. This time I couldn't keep from grinning right back at her and I kept watching as she licked along the length of my shaft. I went around to the side of the table and she flashed me a cute little pout as my dick moved out of her reach. But she wasn't disappointed for long and as I felt and caressed her toned little tummy, a hand finally, finally inched down between her thighs and started rubbing her pussy.
Her mouth opened and a sharp hiss of satisfaction fluttered out into the ether. I slid my fingers along her slit, feeling the wetness, before settling on her clit, strumming it with two twin digits. She went for my cock again and this time I didn't stop her, happily allowing her to feel me up as I frigged her throbbing clit. My dick was fully hard now and properly recovered after our much needed break. Not content with merely feeling me up through my shorts, Jessica reached under the waistband, freeing it from the constrictive garments. Winding her fingers around the shaft, she jerked me steadily, cooing and groaning as I returned the favour.
I looked up at the clock on the wall. It had just gone 3pm; her time was almost up. But there was no way I was letting her go without tasting her one last time, and I climbed up onto the table so I could finish her properly. Kneeling on the edge of the massage table, I pushed her legs a little further apart and all but dove in between them. The long and teasing massage had worked her into a lather, and my third helping of pussy came with an extra dose of sweet and creamy sauce. My tongue slid along the length of her slit, mopping up the delicious goo that tingled each one of my taste buds. Then, I focused on her clit, smothering it with my lips and performing a deep tissue massage with the tip of my tongue.
I wrapped my arms around her thighs, a hand coming to rest on her midriff, feeling her muscles clench, a thumb trailing softly through her thin batch of pubes. I licked her studiously, with intent and purpose, determined to make my final bout of oral pleasure the most explosive of the lot. Jessica responded in the manner I'd come to expect, a steady refrain of soft, satisfied moans pouring out from between her lips. A hand clutched the edge of the table, manicured fingers scratching at the padded surface as the other took up its usual position at the back of my head. Fingers scoured my hair, grasping a palmful of locks to ensure my mouth remained right where it was.
My tongue was a tornado, twisting and twirling around her stiff nub of pleasure, and I could feel her arousal start to coat my lips and chin. Soon, the telltale sounds of impending orgasm were flooding my eardrums, a delightful cacophony that I could never grow tired of hearing. Her moans grew louder, increasing rapidly in both volume and pitch. Her breathing quickened, and I enjoyed the sight of her oily tits rising and falling as I tongued her towards the inevitable.
One final swirl of my tongue and the dam burst in spectacular fashion, a hot rush of fluid pouring across my tongue. It tasted delicious and I didn't stop licking until I'd extracted every drop. Her hand came free from the back of my head and her arms hung limply off the side of the table as she lay there in a state of bliss. She remained like that for close to a minute, whispering thankful exaltations to whichever higher power had brought her to my front door.
"Oh, my God! Sweet Jesus!"
I hopped down off the table, sporting a sticky grin as I emerged from between her legs. Jessica willed herself up from the surface and scooted along to the edge of the table, throwing her arms around me in a way that was now so familiar. Our mouths embraced and her legs curled around the small of my back, ankles locking just above my ass.
I unbuttoned my shorts and let them fall to my feet, kicking them aside as I hoisted her into the air. I took hold of my cock and lowered her onto it, entering her suspended frame for the third time that day. Standing was quickly becoming our position of choice and the two of us had all but mastered the art of aerial intercourse. Positioning my hands beneath the tops of her thighs, I gave my biceps a further sculpting as I worked her up and down my dick. Each ascent was immediately followed by a death-defying plunge to the hilt, and she screamed out in ecstasy as I packed her pink pussy to the brim.
I kept this up for as long as I could, sliding her along my shaft, almost jerking myself off with her pussy. But her walls were too tight, her insides too warm, and soon the urge to slam into her with everything I had was simply too great to ignore. Moving an arm to the small of her back, I proceeded to do just that, holding her up with the other as I started thrusting. Jessica swung back in my arms, just as she had in the shower, her hands around my neck as I drove up inside her.
We both knew this was our last fuck (probably) until she could come back, so both of us were giving it our all. Jessica was on top of her game, gleefully inviting each pelvic slam. Her eyes stayed glued on mine and each thrust was met with an appreciative squeal, letting me know just how good it felt when I was inside her. Her hair remained tied, robbing her of the angelic quality it provided when it tumbled about her shoulders. But she still looked stunning all the same, and I was able to focus solely on the lust in her eyes and the words on her lips, without the distraction of her flowing red mane.
"Yes! Come on, baby! Give it to me. Yes, baby! Just like that!"
Nails dug into my neck as her arms began to shake, a look on her face of pure, unadulterated bliss. Another orgasm was close at hand, the latest in a long line of earth-shattering climaxes, each more powerful than the last. I buried myself to the balls one final time, remaining there as I felt her cum. Previous orgasms in this position had resulted in her throwing her head back, directing loud screams towards the heavens. But this time she remained upright and her eyes never left my own, allowing us to share the moment when her climax hit her. Her body quaked in my arms, and her grip on my neck loosened, leaving herself at my mercy. I moved an arm towards her shoulders and held her against me, the last few tremors reverberating against my chest as the waves of orgasmic pleasure finally began to subside.
We took a moment to catch our breath then I walked us back to the massage table. Spinning us around, I parked my ass on the edge and scooted back, bringing the redhead with me. Her thighs rested against my own and I kept my arms around her to take her weight. Her legs stretched out and she crossed them together behind me, arms around my neck, dick still embedded inside her. Our mouths connected and her fingers combed through my hair as her writhing tongue explored the inner contours of my mouth.
We remained this way for several minutes, bodies entwined, kissing each other with untamed passion. Then, she hopped onto her feet and my hands went to her ass, offering assistance as she started to ride me. The kissing continued, now accompanied by a duet of amorous moans that were swapped back and forth from my mouth to hers. Our lips came apart as she rode me harder and my hands moved up to her hips, allowing her juicy ass cheeks to clap against my thighs.
Breasts jiggling, I caught a stiff nipple between my lips, suckling like a babe in arms. Switching to the other, I licked all across her chest and back to her mouth, kissing her deeply as she bounced up and down my dick. The massage table creaked and shook, wobbling so violently that I thought the legs might buckle. Our tongues untangled and she gazed into my eyes, cooing instruction as our bodies collided.
"Lay back."
I did as directed, happily relinquishing all control and permitting her to use me however she pleased. Returning her knees to the padded surface, she leaned back slightly, balling her hands into fists and planting them behind her feet. Now she could ride me even harder, those strong thigh muscles powering her up and down my shaft. The extra tension only tightened her further, and the pressure she applied as she sank to the base was almost too much for me to handle. My head wedged into the face hole and I had no choice but to stare at the ceiling, powerless to resist as this sexy older woman made my dick her personal property.
I was throbbing uncontrollably now, blood surging through my shaft at a mile a minute. Jessica noticed and her squats suddenly came to a halt, her ass sitting flush against my thighs so she could feel me pulsing inside her. I pried my head from the hole in the table and looked up at the woman above me, a truly glorious image awaiting me that will be burned into my memory forever. Her lips were puckered in a gorgeous, seductive pout. Real old school sex kitten stuff. The kind Marilyn Monroe would have been proud of. While her eyes gazed at me from beneath her fluttering lashes, informing me all on their own that she was going to milk my testes dry.
And she was going the right way about it. Hands rested on my thighs, she started to grind her pelvis against my own, her insides squeezing me like a soft, warm vice. My body tensed all over and my crown started twitching in her skinny pink passage, yearning to fire its goo into her darkest recesses. But when it came to orgasms, I adhered to a strict policy of ladies first. I didn't cum until she did. So with that in mind, I reached shakily for her furry red groin and started rubbing my thumb against her clit. That set her off almost immediately and her eyes clamped shut as yet another fiery orgasm ignited from deep inside her.
Her pussy clenched tighter and all it took was the slightest squeeze to tempt out the load that had been swirling around my balls since the start of the massage. My head fell back into the face hole and I held her tight, pinning against me as I filled her trembling body to the gills. An ear-splitting squeal flew forth from her pouting lips and I responded in kind, emitting a deep, savage roar that almost shredded my vocal chords. The break in play had restored my fire power, and I spewed into her insides for what felt like an eternity, filling her womb with every last drop.
Jessica slumped forward, and a simple 'ugh' was all she could bring herself to say as her worn out body collapsed on top of my own. Hardly Shakespeare, but it was more than I managed to get out. In fact, I'd gone off so hard I could barely think straight, and it took all the brain power I could muster just to wrap my arms around her back.
Jessica flopped down onto her side, laying an arm across my chest and we found it within ourselves to brave an occasional kiss. But mostly we just laid there, listening to each other breathe as we basked in our collective warmth. Nothing needed to be done. No words needed to be said. Which was just as well, 'cause I was in no position to do so. How long we stayed like that, I couldn't say for sure, but I knew it would be a while before either of us could even contemplate any kind of movement.
Eventually, we willed ourselves off the massage table and back to my room for a shower. Did we have sex in there again? I'm not at liberty to divulge, but suffice it to say there was a lot more than just massage oil that had to be washed from our bodies by the time we were done. We towelled ourselves dry, and in what was quite possibly Jessica's staunchest commitment to her sexual fantasy, she slipped back into the very same dress that she'd worn the night before. She gathered her stilettos and I led her across the hall, giving her a hug 'goodbye' (she'd be back in a minute for the rest of her things) as we stood in the doorway.
"Thank you for a great night," she said, her arms around my shoulders. "And a great day."
"Thank you for a great night and great day," I replied, my hands sliding slowly to her hips.
"Call me?" she asked, giving her eyelashes one last flutter. "That was too good for a one-and-done, right?"
"Just try and stop me," I said and my hands went to her cheeks, giving Hollywood agent Jessica Chastain a lingering farewell kiss.
I stayed in the doorway as she headed for her car, even opening the front door for show as she blew me a kiss and waved goodbye. I waved back and went back inside, waiting in the hallway as I closed the door. There was a knock a minute later and I opened back up.
"Hi!" said Jessica, finally returning to the world-famous movie star that she'd been when she first arrived. She took my face in her hands, landing a big, wet kiss upon my lips. "That was amazing. You were amazing."
"So were you."
"Oh, I know," she said, that familiar grin still tickling her lips. "Help me with my things?"
"Of course," I said, and we went to 'her' room (seems wrong calling it her room when she spent about an hour in there her entire stay) to collect her suitcase.
Jessica changed from her dress and into some casual attire while I gathered the few belongings that she'd dispersed around the room. In truth, her luggage had gone largely untouched. I wheeled her suitcase through the hall and out the front doorway, to her car. She popped the trunk and I stowed it inside. She gave me a goodbye hug (a real one this time) and we shared a final few kisses.
"Come back soon?" I asked, getting one last feel of her body against me.
"Just try and stop me."
Her grin grew wider and her lips touched mine for the final time. I opened her car door and she climbed inside. We said our goodbyes and she blew me a kiss through the open window as she pulled out of the driveway. I followed her out onto the road, watching as her luxury car disappeared into the suburban abyss. And there she went, my first celebrity guest. But if word of my establishment continued to spread, she certainly wouldn't be the last.
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The clock struck nine on the western seaboard of the United States, and men took to their armchairs from Alaska to Alabama, tissues and lube at the ready as they settled in for their favourite show. The theme tune's opening bars blasted from speakers up and down the country, accompanying a crudely drawn graphic of a veiny, swollen-headed penis, being vigorously jerked by a cartoon hand. The penis erupted, shooting its animated goo at TV screens of every size, colour and picture quality. The cartoon semen landed with a sound effect-enhanced splat, spelling out the name of the show in dripping, off-white bubble-style lettering.
CUM FACTOR.
The spunk-written title slopped to the bottom of the screen, and the camera swooped and glided across a poorly constructed TV set as a garishly-dressed, slicked back man with a pornstar moustache strolled across the stage. The overwhelmingly male audience whooped and applauded as the director counted down from five and flashed a thumbs up at the host.
"Good evening, ladies and gentleman, and welcome to a brand new episode of Cum Factor. I'm your host, Perv Griffin, and tonight I'll be joined by a very beautiful celebrity guest who will be gleefully debasing herself for the charity of her choice. Shall we meet our guest?"
A cheer went up from the studio audience, some already brandishing their cocks in anticipation.
"She's a redheaded knockout with a set of tits that could feed the five thousand. Please give a warm and sticky Cum Factor welcome to Christina Hendricks!"
The crowd went wild, many aggressively jerking themselves off as the show's celebrity guest emerged from the backstage area in all her buxom glory. Scantily clad in a skin tight purple dress that barely extended past the curves of her ass, the chesty actress bounced and jiggled every which way as she strutted across the stage. Perv greeted his guest with a warm embrace, and a cameraman zoomed in tight to the actress' cleavage, being sure to capture her mountainous assets as they squished against his chest.
"Wow! Doesn't she look stunning, folks?" he asked, already sporting a visible hardon as he turned to face the audience.
The crowd returned a chorus of whooping catcalls, and Christina blew them a kiss, nearly triggering a heart attack from a man in the front row.
"Great to have you here, Christina. Are you excited for tonight's show?"
"I'm very excited, Perv. Thank you for having me on."
"You are more than welcome. And I must say, that is quite the outfit you're wearing there."
"Yeah, I wore this to an awards show once, I seem to recall. I think it had a bit more fabric back then though."
Perv grinned. "Our wardrobe department have been working their magic again, I see."
The crowd laughed. The wardrobe department at Cum Factor were well known for their talents in dress modification. Once again they'd taken a classy gown fit for the red carpet and turned it into a frock so slutty it would make a pornstar blush.
"So as you folks are well aware, all money generated in today's will be donated to a charity of Miss Hendricks' choosing. Christina, what charity will you be supporting today?"
"Well, Perv, today I will be raising money for the Breast Cancer Research Foundation. It's a cause that I hold very dear to my heart and..."
"So I see," Perv interrupted, marvelling at the huge pair of boobs that were all but spilling out of her scanty attire.
The audience laughed.
"Sorry," Perv continued, stifling an impish smirk. "A very noble cause. I mean, if there's one part of the anatomy that needs more research it's the female breast. Ain't that right, guys?"
Whoops and cheers sounded loudly from all around the studio, some even coming from the cameramen and the producers backstage.
Perv grinned and looked at his guest. "Sounds like they approve. OK, let's make some money. Those tits ain't gonna research themselves. So, as you guys are well aware, round one is the Blowjob Round, and our lovely celebrity guest here will have just 30 minutes to bring as many men to orgasm as she can. But here's the kicker. She's only allowed to use her mouth, her hands and, of course, those lovely big breasts of hers. Now, there is a total of $100,000 up for grabs for your chosen charity in this first round, Christina. Do you think you can get it all?"
"I hope so, Perv. I'll certainly give it my best shot."
"That's what we like to hear. OK, let's get on with the first round." A timer showing 30:00 appeared on a giant screen above their heads as a group of four young black men strutted out onto the stage. "Fellas, take it away."
The timer started ticking down and Perv stepped aside as the four men approached, forming a circle around the celebrity guest. Hands grabbed at her from all four sides, squeezing her ass and groping her enormous tits. One man gripped her by the hair, pulling her towards him and pushing his big, thick lips against her own, his tongue plunging halfway to her tonsils.
"Hmm, looks like the guys are getting a feel for the merchandise," Perv declared, commentating for the folks back home. "Doesn't look like the best use of time, but, hey, can't really blame them, right?"
Christina was pulled towards another, and a second second sloppy kiss quickly and messily ensued. A light tug at the top of her dress and her huge tits popped out, drawing further cheers from the enraptured audience. Hands pawed at those big, freed breasts and two men latched onto her nipples, suckling with greedy intent.
"Damn!" said Perv. "Looks like these guys are feeling a little peckish, huh? Let's see if our guest has an appetite of her own."
Lips peeled from her nipples and a pair of dark hands rested on her shoulder blades, pushing her towards the studio floor. Christina settled at her knees, surrounded on all sides by hefty lumps, bulging beneath the fabric of their pants. Belts were unbuckled and drawstrings untied, unveiling for the longest, thickest black cocks that the actress had ever seen. She stared in disbelief from one fat prick to the next, eyes nearly springing from their sockets. Her mouth fell open and the orifice was quickly filled by the man in front as he steered his cock towards her lips.
"MMPF!" Christina exclaimed, her voice muffled as a hardy portion was stuffed into her mouth.
Her lips wrapped around his veiny shaft and a hand gripped the back of her head, guiding her down his length. Fingers wound around her spindly wrists, pulling them in different directions before a pulsing tube was slapped down into each of her palms. She gripped each member tight, jerking them in tandem as the man behind slapped his cock against her shoulders, eagerly awaiting his turn.
Veins throbbed against her tongue as her full lips slid along the shaft, saliva coating every inch. One last push and her lips touched base, her nose vanishing into his wiry pubes as she choked him down in the name of charity. Christina slurped and sucked, feeling him swell inside her mouth as a helpless groan flew forth from the young man's lips.
"Ooh! Hear that, fellas?" asked Perv. "Looks like we might have our first load."
His grip loosened at the back of her head and he retracted desperately from down her throat, jerking his dick at a mile a minute. Her lips stayed open as he jerked and pulled, his dick pointed at the drooling target. One last stroke and his bellend erupted, firing a spunky blast straight into her waiting mouth. A cameraman moved in for a close up, shoving his lens into the redhead's face.
"Damn! Look at all that goop!" Perv exclaimed, the image of her spunk-filled mouth now plastered across the giant screen. "Looks like you've got triplets in your mouth there, Christina!" Laughter rung around the studio. "Swallow it down for us, honey."
Christina closed her lips, wincing slightly as the strong-tasting fluid slid down her esophagus. Her lips parted and her mouth was dry as a bone, the first thick load now winging its way to her stomach. A giant number one flashed up on the screen, and the crowd cheered as the show's load count was officially initiated.
"There's a good girl," Perv grinned.
Fingers threaded through her vibrant red hair, and her head was turned to the left, a second dark rod steered past her gaping lips. He gripped her firmly and started thrusting, mining through her oral cavity. His huge brown bellend soared past her tonsils, drawing a harsh gag as it pushed down into her throat.
A hand grasped onto one of her boobs and Christina peered down to her chest as a hefty trunk was slapped down between them. Pale mounds of flesh enveloped his pulsing shaft, and soon the young man was thrusting in time with his buddy, slicing his dick between the actress' tits.
The thrusts quickened and soon a fat scrotum was slapping against her chin, balls swollen with her next thick wad of the evening. Spit rained down from her chin as her face was fucked, dripping down onto her jugs and lubing them thoroughly for the second huge cock that was buried between them.
Christina felt a stir in both men's genitals and within seconds, both her throat and cleavage were quickly evacuated. Two large rods were pointed at her face, tips winking in unison as both dark wonders were stroked towards completion. Her mouth stayed open as both dicks detonated mere fractions of a second apart, filling her mouth with so much goop that thick drops of the stuff started to leak from the sides of her mouths, trickling down her flushed red cheeks.
"Hmm, how about that, Christina? A two-for-one special!" Perv quipped, much to the amusement of his fans.
Christina closed her lips and swallowed, but it wasn't until she'd scooped up the escaping seed that the counter on the screen ticked up to load number three.
"Wow!" Perv exclaimed. "Our celebrity guest is making light work of these loads, huh, fellas? Just one man left."
Fisting two clumps of fiery red hair, the last man standing held the actress still as he guided his cock between her lips, driving to the hilt with a single thrust. Holding her hair like a set of handlebars, he kept her exactly where he wanted her, listening to her cough and gag around his fuckstick as her lips stayed glued to the base. A sharp tug of her hair and his dick was retrieved, popping from between her lips in a spray of spittle. Christina gasped, refilling her lungs before the dripping black cock was stuffed back down her throat and the fucking quickly resumed.
It was right around then that the enormous pictures of the sloppy interracial blowbang claimed their first victim. A man leapt up desperately from his seat in the audience, furiously pounding off as he scurried towards the aisle. An observant cameraman caught him in the act and the rampant facefucking was briefly interrupted as the man's wincing red face was broadcast to the entire studio.
"Oh!" said Perv. "I almost forgot. The audience here at Cum Factor have been known to get a little overexcited at times, so we've placed a few containers around the studio in which to do their filthy business. I fully expect every one of these receptacles to be filled to the brim by the end of the show, and if our celebrity guest would be so kind as to empty them for us then she will receive an additional $500,000 for her chosen charity."
The director cut back to the audience where three other men were now hunched over plastic containers, pulling at their pricks like their lives depended on it.
The camera returned to the host, a wicked grin now etched across his face. "And it looks like there could be a lot of it!"
Back on stage, the last of the four men was building to an explosion of his own. Pumping his pelvis at a furious pace, he drilled his dick into Christina's face, generating loud and nasty squelching sounds from the deepest parts of her throat. His balls were bloated and Christina could feel the thick cum swirling around inside them as they cannoned against her throat. Burying himself to the hilt one final time, those big, swollen orbs squished against her chin, deflating rapidly as he nutted straight down her throat.
"FUUUCCCKKK!!!" he yelled, rattling light fixtures as he tilted his head towards the ceiling.
Hands gripping tight to the back of her head, he pinned her face to his groin, keeping her there until his sack had been emptied.
"Damn!" Perv exclaimed. "That sounded like the biggest one yet!"
The man pried his dick from Christina's throat and the four men trudged off-stage, leaving the panting redhead with a stomachful of the hottest, gloopiest semen that any of them had ever produced.
"Four down, Christina. How you feeling?"
"I'm...doing...great...Perv!" the actress replied, punctuating each word with a sharp intake of breath.
The remaining time read 20:37.
"Twenty minutes left, honey," said Perv, ushering out the next six men. "Better pick up the pace."
Christina remained on her knees as a half-dozen white guys marched across the stage, forming a tight circle around her. Time was of the essence, so the starlet got right down to business. Reaching up to the man in front of her, she undid the clasp on his belt and whipped his shorts down, his long vanilla pole springing out before her very eyes. She took it in her hands and started stroking as a further five dongs flopped out all around her, pointing at her from every direction.
She grabbed hold of another, stroking them in tandem as her lips opened to accept a third. A hand gripped tight to the back of her head, pushing her down the shaft until her full set of lips were puckered at the base. Hands groped her tits and Christina kept jerking the two fat cocks that throbbed in the palms of her hands. Spit sloshed around her oral cavity, soaking the juicy rod now lodged in her gullet. Her cheeks hollowed inward, forming an airtight vacuum seal as she greedily sucked at the thick slab of meat. The crown twitched against her tonsils and the man cussed loudly as one particularly voracious suck nearly brought up the contents of his balls.
"FUCK!"
The hand came free from the back of her head and the man retrieved his dick from down her esophagus. Christina turned without missing a beat, swallowing up the next huge cock and taking it straight to the balls. Her left hand grabbed another, jerking it steadily as her right went back to the first, fingers curling around the thick shaft now drenched in her saliva. Her hair was gathered into a pair of bright red pigtails and the man in front of her started humping ferociously, powering his helmet deep into her oral canal. Spit slopped from the underside, dripping down from her chin and onto the tops of her titties.
The man pulled out and another took over, quickly picking up from where his friend left off. Slotting his crown between her dripping pink lips, he pumped his hips like a man possessed, driving his cock into her face with matching ferocity. Holding tight to her pretty red head, he used her mouth like a fleshlight, pumping into her gullet with very little self-control.
"Yeah! Take my dick!" he growled, baring his teeth as he kept on thrusting, beating her throat with his ballsack.
Christina coughed and spluttered, her large chest heaving as a thick, meaty sausage was crammed down her esophagus.
The others were growing restless, and having stood idly by for three long minutes while the busty actress sucked and stroked his buddies, one man in particular had grown tired of waiting. Gripping a fistful of tousled red hair, he gave a sharp yank, dislodging the cock from her windpipe as he pulled her head back. Now all she could see was the ceiling above her, and Christina stared helplessly at the studio lighting until four fat rods were steered into her field of vision. They hovered there for a fraction of a second, and Christina braced herself as the iron cross was beaten down onto her face. Spit and precum peppered her skin and she took the brunt of each smack as four swollen crowns bounced off her lips and cannoned against her cheeks and brow.
"Shit!" said Perv, now visibly stroking himself through the fabric of his pants. "Looks like our guest is getting quite the beat down, huh?"
The blows continued, helmets hammering her face until the guy in front stepped back, beating his rod against her tits before sliding it between them. Her face remained skyward as the man behind her took a step forward, pushing his cock into her mouth. Balls squished against her nose and his shaft pounded against her tongue as he thrust down into her face.Grabbing her wrists, the two on either side gave her a handful of meat, palms filled with pulsating girth. She gripped them firmly and started jerking, synching each stroke with the fucking of her face and tits.
Her breasts hugged tight around the cock in between them, enveloping it entirely as it bore through her chestal chasm. One more thrust and her tits were vacated, the gorge quickly filled by a second fat cock that was smothered by her weighty melons. Boobs moulded in the palms of his hands, doughy flesh bulged through the gaps in his fingers as he bucked his hips, driving his cock through her tight, wet tit tunnel.
Christina felt a throb in her gullet and in the dick in her mouth was hastily withdrawn. Another man stepped up, dragging his balls across her face and the actress opened wide as he slotted his scrotum between her lips. Her face was smothered, nose pressed against the man's hairy taint as she sucked on his sack, feeling the cum churn in both of his oversized orbs.
Balls were pulled from between her lips, and Christina licked across the young man's taint and right up to his asscrack. His crevice was just as hairy as the rest of him and Christina burrowed into the dense brown forest, fighting through foliage until she found his asshole. Poking out her tongue, she pushed it deep into his anal cavity, attempting a prostate exam with the slick red flesh. And if that wasn't enough, she gripped hold of his twitching cock and promptly started jerking, tooting the trombone like she was first chair in the school band.
"Wow!" said Perv. "Looks like our guest today is a true professional! Not many women can multitask like that!"
The clock ticked down to the thirteen minute mark and with ten men still to come, Christina was keen to move things along.
"Come on, boys," she said, gripping two pairs of balls. "I haven't got all day here. Empty these things already!"
The men were happy to oblige and a couple of them got in one last titjob or facefuck before they unleashed hell. Meaty cock held tight in her rack, Christina could feel the hot surge of impending eruption soaring through the shaft as it sliced through the gap in her tits. Parting her lips, she sucked at the head each time it emerged, releasing it with an audible *POP*. The man kept pumping, terminating in her mouth each time until his ballsack was fit to burst. The thrusting stopped and the man remained buried in her cleavage as he started spewing, voiding his sack between the actress' lips. She sucked at the head, feeling the cum pumping through his tit-wrapped shaft as countless thick volleys were sprayed into her oral cavity.
A hand gripped her head and the cock fell from between her lips as she turned to the right, where another was ready and waiting. Slotting his dick between her lips, the man exploded almost immediately, filling her mouth with a second thick wad that bulged her cheeks like a puffer fish. A big swallow and the first two loads were down in her tummy, swimming about amongst the others. The man retracted and Christina kept her mouth agape as another replaced him. A couple of thrusts and he too erupted, splashing her tonsils and the insides of her cheeks.
The dick slid out from between her lips as a pair of others were pushed into her face, their owners jerking them ferociously. Her mouth stayed open and she poked out her tongue, offering it up as a writhing pink spunk target. Both men hit it with unerring accuracy, splashing her tongue with two hot wads that set her taste buds ablaze. Now there was just one left, and as the two men stepped aside, another fat cock was thrust between her lips. Gripping the back of her head, he pushed her down to the hilt and blasted straight down her throat, filling her stomach with load number ten.



"Damn!" said Perv. "Ten loads and counting. Well done, Christina. You're halfway there with ten minutes left. Let's see if we can hit that high score!"
The men pulled up their jeans, passing the final ten as they strode out onto the stage. Encircling the celebrity guest, they formed a ring around her two men deep, almost blocking her from the cameras entirely. Pants were lowered and a vast array of wildly differing dicks were flopped out before her eyes. Some were hooded and some were uncut. Some hairy, some trimmed. Some veiny, some smooth. Some white, some black, some brown. But regardless of the colour and whatever it looked like, all ten cocks had one thing in common. They were all huge. Ten inches at least and girthy beyond belief.
Christina could scarcely comprehend the sheer volume of meat on display all around her. And before she knew it, all ten cocks were being propelled in her direction, slotted and shoved into hole or gap that they'd fit into. Her mouth opened and a big black one was steered towards it, sinking to the hilt with the very first thrust. Her hands went up and grabbed two more, stroking them in unison while the black man fucked her throat. Another was slapped down onto the top of her head, while two thick helmets were beaten against her shoulders.
Hands gripped her head and the black guy's ass was a blur as he drove his dick into her face, pumping with little restraint. Spit dripped from the underside, making a mess of the studio floor. Balls rebounded off her chin, swinging back and forth until the man pulled out and her face was angled toward another.
Her mouth gaped open as a well-hung white guy filled it with his cock, taking over from his dark-skinned buddy. His technique was different but equally ferocious, and he used her red hair like a set of reins to pull her in on his dick. The guys were getting impatient, and as her full lips slid up and down that long white pole, her wrists were grabbed and pulled towards a pair of others. Her fingers coiled around a black one and a brown one, and she stroked them smoothly as her face was impaled.
And so it continued, from one man to the next. One after another they stepped up to the plate, sticking their dicks into every slot and crevice. Some chose her mouth, some chose her tits. Some went a different route altogether, backing up before her and pulling her face into their asscracks, jerking themselves off she rimmed them into a coma. Then, once every man on stage had taken a turn in her mouth or cleavage, a couple of nervous looking production assistants skulked out onto the stage, a camera following as they rolled a leather ottoman across the crowded platform.
"Well, well," said Perv, watching with everyone else as the new piece of furniture was wheeled into position. "What do we have here? Make way for the furniture, fellas. Think y'all will have some fun with this!"
The men moved in around the ottoman, forming a ring around it as the PAs scurried off stage. Christina was helped to her knees and laid on her back across the leather surface with her head hanging over the edge. One man stepped up before her, gripping his dick at the base and shoving into her open socket. Another climbed up onto the ottoman, kneeling over the redheaded beauty and dropping his dick between her full set of tits. Gathering them in his big, strong hands, he pushed those big puppies around his shaft and thrusted with all he had. Two more appeared at her left and right, waiting with stiff knobs as she took them in her hands and started stroking.
The guys were under strict instructions from the show's producer not to stick their dick in the redhead's pussy. But he hadn't said anything about fingers. With this in mind, a man knelt at the edge of the ottoman and spread her legs apart, ramming two fingers up her burning cooch. Frigging her wildly with his invading digits, her pussy squelched at considerable volume as he stuffed them into her depths. Two more men took hold of her legs, holding them steady, lest the writhing and thrashing disrupt the meaty schlong that was tunnelling through her oral canal.
One final jab at the actress' g-spot and a loud squeal flew forth from her lips, muffled considerably by the juicy cock that was lodged inside it. Her clit throbbed and the man pulled his fingers out at the last possible second as a powerful jet of crystalline fluids squirted forth from her quivering cunt. A roar went up from the audience and a cameraman moved in close, both he and his lens getting a thorough dousing as the dam burst open in spectacular fashion.
"Fuck!" yelled Perv, a few drops of liquid even splattering across his suit. "Look at that fluid fly! No extra cash for that I'm afraid, Christina, but our audience seemed to enjoy it. Isn't that right, fellas?"
The cheers grew louder and as the director cut briefly to a shot of the crowd, it seemed like the squirting had sparked further eruptions throughout the TV studio. Men were queuing up and down the aisles, ready to make a deposit into the various spunk receptacles that were rapidly filling towards the brim.
The fingering continued and Christina squirted several more times, puddles of lady liquid starting to form on the studio floor. At the other end, it was business as usual, and great volumes of spit were slopping down the redhead's face as a big, buff black guy went to town on her upturned face. Violently jackhammering his strong and sturdy dark hips, his long black cock was propelled through her oral tunnel at a blistering speed, loud splat sounds pouring into the various boom mics as his huge set of balls rebounded off her spit-drenched brow.
Another dick was lodged between her tits, slicing through her cleavage like a knife through butter, while two more were in her mits, enjoying the best pair of handjobs that either had ever received. But time was ticking down, and the amount of guys she could pleasure at once and the length of dick she could fit down her throat meant nothing without the resulting cumshots.
"Three minutes left, Christina," said Perv from the side of the stage.
Christina pushed against the black guy's thighs and pried his dick from down her throat, a thick mess of saliva dripping down onto the studio floor.
"OK," she gasped, sucking in lungfuls of air, "I'm gonna need you boys to cum for me now."
The men pulled her up from the ottoman and set her down onto her knees. Gathering in close, dicks of every length, width and colour were thrust in her direction, pointing at her face, her tits or the back of her head. A plucky cameraman stood front row centre, ready to capture the ensuing bukkake in crystal clear UHD.
Each and every cock was being violently jerked, knuckles shuffling in every direction until a pair of thick cumshots were fired at the actress' face. One from her left and one from her right, the first two loads were seconds apart, splashing across her cheeks and messing the sides of her hair. Then came another as someone behind her left two warm clumps of thick clotted semen wobbling on top of her head. The next two loads were aimed at her chest, leaving long, gooey strands of piping hot jism to run down her oversized breasts.
The cameraman stayed in close, capturing every detail and paying little mind to the stray drops of semen now peppering his expensive lens. Men stepped aside and others replaced them, gifting the star of the show with one thick wad after another. One hit her full in the face, spraying across her lips and nose and covering one of her eyes. Another hit the side of her head, leaving off-white streaks in the strands of her hair. Two more loads were fired at her tits, coating her snow-white flesh.
Nine down, one to go, and with three trios of well-hung men already on their way backstage, the one that remained was the biggest of the lot. Dick clasped firmly in a strong black hand, the man gripped onto the back of her head, careful to avoid the countless streaks of semen as he held her in place. Christina stared in disbelief at the tool in his hand, the tip winking with every stroke.
The clock ticked down to the final seconds and the crowd chanted out the numbers as they descended towards zero.
"Ten! Nine! Eight!"
"Come on. Gimme that cum," Christina begged, looking up at the dark-skinned stud and batting her baby blues.
"Seven! Six! Five!"
A hand reached up and she cupped his balls, giving them a gentle squeeze.
"Four! Three!"
He tipped his head back, closing his eyes as a deafening roar ripped forth from the bowels of his throat.
"Two! One!"
Cum struck her face as the sound of the buzzer carried through the expanse of the studio. The man recalibrated and fired again, spewing further ropes of seed over her big, milky tits.
"Damn!" said Perv. "Talk about a buzzer beater!"
Christina opened her mouth and the men squeezed at the swell of his crown, pushing out the last few drops. She closed her lips and swallowed them down and the camera moved in for a close up. Panning up slowly from the actress' midriff, he followed the streaks of cum that trailed from her scalp right down to her belly. Cum clung to her nose and lashes, streaked her lips and dripped down the strands of her hair.
"Phew!" Perv whistled from across the stage. "Well, wasn't that something! How you feeling, Christina?"
"Covered," the redhead replied, wiping cum from out of her eyes.
Perv laughed. "Those guys made a mess of you, huh? Don't worry, honey. We'll clean you up. Well, there you have it, folks. Our celebrity guest scored no fewer than twenty thick, hot cumshots, netting her chosen charity a grand total of $100,000 for the opening round."
A loud 'ooo' went up from the audience, followed by a lengthy round of rapturous applause.
"Just think of all the tits that they'll save with that!" the host quipped, pausing for the laughter that inevitably followed. "Well, guys, that's about it for part one, but don't go anywhere 'cause in just a few moments four legends of adult entertainment will be joining our guest as she tackles round two. We'll be right back after this commercial message."
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High powered spotlights came roaring to life, beaming harsh rays across the studio and casting the stage in a radiant glow. A camera took a sweep of the stage, panning smoothly across the long row of ladies that were lined up across it. An eclectic mix of heights and shapes, skin tones and hair colours, every one of the assembled women was more gorgeous than the last. Dressed in tiny bikinis of varying design and colour, the brightly lit studio was a veritable ocean of long, slender legs, flat toned tummies, big, bulging racks and fabric-chewing camel toes.
The camera pulled back slowly, finally settling on the tall, handsome man that was stood centre stage. Clad in one of his trademark garish suits, his dark brown hair had been slicked into place, his familiar pushbroom moustache clinging to his upper lip.
"Gooood evening, ladies and gentleman," he said, addressing the camera in his usual vivacious style, "and welcome to The World Cup of Ass, a special, one-time only event, devised and hosted by myself, Perv Griffin. Tonight we have sixteen contestants from all four corners of the globe, each of them battling it out for the right to lift this prestigious trophy."
A loud 'ooo' went up from the studio audience as Candy, Perv's trusty (and busty) assistant, waltzed out onto the stage, a golden cup-shaped trophy gleaming in her manicured hands.
"Yeah, quite something, eh, fellas?" the host remarked, looking past the cup and straight at his assistant's tits. "The trophy's not bad either!"
The spectators laughed and Perv flashed a wink at the camera.
"Thank you, Candy. We'll be seeing you later."
Candy placed the trophy atop a tall stone plinth, drawing a barrage of wolf-whistles as she blew a kiss to the crowd. She turned on her spindly heels and sauntered back in the direction she came from, Perv staring at her ass as she left the stage.
"OK, let's get to it, shall we? Who's ready for the first matchup?" The audience cheered. "Thought you might be. Please welcome our first contestants, Karen Gillian and Lea Seydoux."
Two women, a blonde and a redhead, emerged from the lineup, making their way to the front of the stage. They flanked the host from either side, striking a pose for the cameras.
"Phew! Looking good, ladies," the host exclaimed.
He turned towards Lea. The Paris-born beauty sported a neatly-styled pixie cut, her bikini bearing the blue, white and red of her nation's flag.
"So, Lea, we'll be kicking things off with The Kissing Challenge. How do you think you'll fair?"
"Tres bien," the actress replied. "After all, the French are the best kissers in the world."
"Hmm, is that a fact?"
"Oui, bien sûr. Why do you think it's called French kissing?"
"Well, I can't argue with that," the host declared.
He turned to her opponent, the St Andrew's Cross emblazoned across her pussy and breasts.
"How about you, Karen? Is there such thing as a Scottish kiss?"
"Aye," she replied, "it's called a headbutt."
A hush fell over the studio, so quiet you could hear a pin drop.
"Yeesh!" said Perv, turning towards the nearest camera. "Sorry I asked."
The crowd fell into hysterics but the contestant's face was as stony as ever.
"Now," Perv continued, "in the regular World Cup, Scotland has a long tradition of getting knocked out in the first round. What will you be doing to buck that trend?"
Karen glared at him, staring a hole through the host like only a true Scotsperson can. "What d'you have to bring that up for? Fuckin' Yankee cunt."
Perv gulped nervously. "Erm...OK. Moving on. Now, as you know, determining someone's kissing ability is entirely subjective. So you know that means, folks. We're gonna need some judges. From England, Cuba and the good old US of A, please welcome Nathalie Emmanuel, Ana De Armas and Alison Brie."
The audience clapped as the three women entered the stage, sitting in a row at the judges' desk.
"And of course," Perv continued, "every contest needs a referee. Star of Aladdin and that shitty Charlie's Angels movie- whoops, wasn't supposed to say that- put your hands together for Naomi Scott."
Dressed in a skimpy black and white striped referee's uniform, Naomi crossed the stage to rapturous applause.
"Hi, Naomi," said Perv, looking her up and down. "Welcome to the show. Could you explain to us for the folks at home, what your duties will be as our guest referee?"
"Certainly, Perv. I will be ensuring that there's no foul play- no inappropriate touching to win favour with the judges. Our two contestants are gonna have to let their mouths do the talking and if there are any roving hands, these birds will be shown the yellow card." She brandished a card from her back pocket and held it up to the camera. "Any repeat offences and they'll be taking an early bath. Possibly with me. We'll see how it goes."
"Well, that doesn't sound too bad," Perv quipped. "OK, thanks, Naomi. Now let's meet our judges." He crossed the stage to the judges' desk. "Hi, Alison. Great to have you here."
"I'm excited, Perv," Alison replied. "Thank you for having me."
"Give us a little insight, if you will, into your role as a judge. What criteria will you be scoring these ladies on today?"
"Well, tongue use is vital, along with saliva production. You need a little moisture in there, but nobody wants to be drowning in someone's spit. And of course, the feel of a person's lips is probably the most important thing when it comes to a good kiss."
"OK, moving on. Ana. Stunning as always. Tell us, what qualifies you to judge this round for us this evening? Are they good kissers down in Cuba?"
"Si, claro," the actress replied. "Best in the Caribbean."
"Hmm, quite a claim. Now, one of our players is a co-star of yours. So I hope you'll remain impartial."
"Oh, si. I'm a professional, Perv. You know that."
"Don't I just," he said with a grin. "And last but not least, Nathalie. Joining us from across the pond. One of our contestants is from Scotland. I trust there won't be any bias towards your neighbours to the north?"
Nathalie laughed. "Fat chance of that, mate. The Scots and the English bloody hate each other!"
"Fuckin' right we do," Karen agreed, her lips curled in their familiar snarl.
"Mind you," said the Englishwoman, "we don't like the French much either."
"Jeez!" Perv exclaimed. "Is there anyone you do like?"
"Erm...no, not really."
"OK. I think we better get down to it before a fight breaks out! Karen won the coin toss before the show, so she'll be going first. Karen, whenever you're ready."
Karen nodded and crossed the stage, steely-faced as ever as she approached the judge's desk. Gripping the lapels of her jacket, she practically hauled Alison over the top of the table as she pulled her in for a kiss. Naomi moved in close, inspecting the action for signs of foul play. Alison yelped, her voice quickly muffled by the plump pair of lips pushing sharply against her own, a tongue probing aggressively into the deepest parts of her mouth. A hand came up to cup her face, fingers pressing against her cheeks as the fiery-haired actress nearly chewed her lips off.
"OK, that's enough," said Naomi. "Break it up, you two."
Their lips came apart and Karen pushed against Alison's chest, shoving her back into her seat. Her ass hit the leather and she slumped back into her chair, sitting in stunned disbelief.
"Wow!" said Perv, addressing a nearby camera. "Looks like our Brit means business, huh?"
Karen moved onto judge number two, embracing her in a similar fashion. She gripped onto Ana's designer dress, the thin straps snapping in her hands as she pulled the Cuban actress to her feet.
"Mierda!" she shrieked. "This dress wasn't cheap, you know!"
"Shut up!" Karen snapped, silencing her with her lips and tongue.
The second kiss was just as forceful and Ana was powerless to resist as the smileless Scot almost ate her alive. Their mouths pried apart and Karen sunk her teeth into Ana's lower lip, nearly ripping it straight from her face.
"Ay! Puta loca!" the brunette gasped, checking for blood as she returned to her seat.
But Karen showed little concern, moving quickly onto judge number three. Nathalie rose to meet her and the pair embraced, lips locking tightly together. Karen's style was as aggressive as ever, but Nathalie gave it as good as she got. Their tongues entangled, grappling with force and intensity. It was fierce and it was feisty; a battle for supremacy, and it appeared that both women would sooner die than relinquish control to the other. Most people are familiar with the concept of a hate-fuck, but if there is such thing as hate-kissing then this was most certainly it. Finally, and with the entire studio watching in awe, the two Brits separated, exchanging looks of begrudging respect. It pained them to do so, but such talent and skill simply had to be acknowledged.
"Wow!" Perv exclaimed, a smarmy grin ruffling the hairs of his moustache. "Well, that was eventful to say the least. OK, judges, let's see those scores."
Alison pushed a button on the desk and a digital monitor revealed her score: 5.0 from a possible 10.
"Oh, come on!" Karen groaned, making zero attempt to hide her displeasure.
"Right, well, I think it's safe to say our contestant disagrees with that," Perv declared. "Alison, care to explain your score?"
"Well, I loved the passion and intensity, but jeez, honey, tone it down a little. No-one wants their friggin' face chewed off!"
Karen crossed her arms, muttering to herself in her heavy accent. But the worst was yet to come. Ana de Armas: 2.5.
"Oh, for fuck's sake!" Karen spat, her blood boiling to intolerable levels.
"Woah! It gets worse!" said Perv. "That score wouldn't have anything to do with a certain dress, would it, Miss de Armas?"
"Damn right, it would!" the Cuban replied. "Good thing she's not coming home with me tonight. I'd need to buy a whole new wardrobe!"
"Well, I don't think there's much chance of that now," Perv declared, drawing laughs from the studio audience. "OK, Nathalie, your score, please."
Nathalie Emmanuel: 10.0.
"Fuckin' finally!" said Karen, still fuming at the previous scores.
"Damn!" said Perv. "I don't think any of us expected that. So, you liked the aggressive approach, huh?"
"I bloody loved it, Perv!" the Brit exclaimed. "I hate to admit it, but...fuck! That was one hell of a snog, love!"
"Cheers, hen. Now tell that to these cunts!" Karen spat, glaring at the other two judges.
"Hey!" yelled Alison, leaping up from her seat. "Who you calling a 'cunt', you red-haired bitch?"
Ana followed, screaming something in Spanish. Karen retaliated, tossing back a verbal hand grenade that was laden with expletives. Naomi rushed in, physically holding the redhead back before she gave the judges a taste of Scottish hospitality.
"OK, OK, ladies. That's enough," said Perv, diffusing the situation as best he could. "Boy, did this get off on the wrong foot. Let's see if our next contestant can calm things down a little. Lea, over to you."
Lea smiled, locking eyes with Alison as she approached the desk. Placing a finger beneath her chin, she leaned in slowly, smothering the judge's lips with her own. There was a world of difference between this kiss and the last, and Lea exuded all the passion and sensuality that her country was known for. Her lips were full and squishy, pressing against Alison's with a delicate touch that sparked a tingle in the brunette's groin. Her tongue eased into Alison's mouth, finding her own and encircling it tenderly. Their lips came apart, but the judge wasn't done quite yet. She put her hands to Lea's face and pulled her in for more, earning her a reprimand from the celebrity ref.
Ana was next, and no-one in the studio appreciated the contrast in style more than Miss de Armas. Her mouth still bore the marks of the previous contestant, and Lea's soft lips provided a soothing touch. Her tongue was smooth and nimble, deftly exploring the Cuban's mouth and dancing a mambo with her own. It was a welcome change and it left the Latina pining for more.
But the change in technique didn't please everyone and to say that the lovey-dovey approach wasn't to Nathalie's liking would be putting it mildly. She attempted to heat things up, by kissing back with force and aggression, but Lea had a way of slowing things down, returning it to the steady tempo that bored the judge rigid. The tongue work was shoddy, her saliva-production was pretty much nil, and the way those puny lips pecked against her own was downright pitiful! It all came down to personal taste, of course. Which for Lea appeared to be a hint of garlic; another red mark on her scorecard. The kiss finally came to an end and Nathalie pushed the contestant away, practically chugging down a bottle of mouthwash.
"OK, well that was a little different, wasn't it, folks?" said Perv. "Let's see what our judges thought of it. Nathalie, we'll start with you."
Nathalie Emmaneul: 3.0.
"Sacre bleu!" Lea exclaimed, looking visibly offended.
"Wow!" said Perv. "Quite the range of scores we're getting today, huh? So, Nathalie, what didn't you like about that?"
"Oh, I don't know...everything? Too dry. To meek. Too gentle. And most of all? Too. Fuckin'. French!"
Lea muttered something in her native tongue, and Perv moved on quickly before the entire studio were at each other's throats again.
"Well, you can't please everyone, right? Maybe your style is more popular in Cuba. Ana, your score?"
Ana de Armas: 9.5.
"Damn!" the host exclaimed. "Well, that's more like it, huh, Lea? So you liked that then, Ana?"
"Si! Me gusta! It took me back to that threesome with Daniel Craig," said Ana, her lips curled up in a grin.
"Lucky guy. And you, Alison?"
Alison Brie: 10.0.
"Shit! Even better! And what did you like about it so much, Alison?"
"I liked everything about it, Perv! The softness, the passion, the feel of her lips and tongue. Do all French people kiss like that?"
"Oui!" said Lea, a broad grin tickling her lips.
"Then I need to get to Paris ASAP!" said Alison, coaxing laughter from the studio audience.
"Well, there you have it, folks," the host announced. "With her average score of 7.5, Lea Seydoux has emerged victorious and advances to the next round."
The crowd went wild and Lea basked in their applause, blowing kisses to her adoring fans.
"And commiserations to Karen Gillan, who..."
"Fuckin' loada shite!" the redhead snapped, stopping the host in his tracks, perky tits bouncing as she stormed off stage.
"Jeez! Remind me never to piss off a Scottish woman," Perv quipped and the audience fell about laughing. "And, please give it up for our judges and guest referee, Miss Naomi Scott."
Applause ensued and the judges stepped out from behind their desk, waving to the audience as they left the stage. Lea rejoined her fellow contestants and Perv turned to address the camera.
"OK, one down, seven to go. Let's get on with our second matchup. Put your hands together for our next contestants, from England and Israel, Milly Bobby Brown and Gal Gadot."
The audience clapped and cheered as two beautiful women stepped out from the line up, joining Perv at the front of the stage. Millie's dyed blonde locks hung down over her shoulders, partially obscuring the St George's Crosses that were stretched across her bikini top. Gal's hair spilled down her back in a long, glossy ponytail, both of her nipples ringed by the Star of David.
"Ladies," he said. "Looking lovely this evening. Millie, we'll start with you. Our second challenge this evening is all about handjobs. Is that something you're good at?"
"Oh, yes," the actress replied. "I love wanking blokes off. It's a special skill that only the very best can master."
Perv was intrigued. "Is that so?"
"Yep. Think about it. Any girl can make a man cum with her fanny. All she's gotta do is lie there and take it. But getting him off with your hand alone? Now there's a challenge!"
"OK," said Perv. "I like the confidence." He turned to contestant number two. "Hate to bring this up, Gal, but your opponent today is half your age. Do you think that your experience will give you that competitive edge?"
"Oh, absolutely," the actress replied. "I was crowned Miss Israel while she was still in diapers. And I jerked off a few guys for that, I can tell you! Young girls like her are full of enthusiasm and energy, but they haven't had the practice of a woman my age. Youthful exuberance can only take you so far, and when it comes down to it, practical experience will beat it every time."
"Wow!" Perv exclaimed. "Looks like these ladies have a real battle on their hands. No pun intended. And to watch over this battle and ensure that it's fought cleanly, is our guest referee. Please give a warm World Cup of Ass welcome to America's own, Kiernan Shipka."
The crowd whooped and hollered as the beautiful blonde actress stepped out onto the stage, a man on both her arms. One white; one black, both young men were laden with muscle, towering over her 5' 2" inch frame. Clad only in contrasting pairs of skin tight boxer briefs, both of them boasted a hefty lump in the crotch that really had to be seen to be believed.
"Hi, Kiernan," said Perv, greeting her warmly as she crossed the stage. "Thanks for joining us. And you've brought a couple of friends with you, I see."
"Uh huh, this is Jason and this is Chris," she said, looking first at the black guy and then at the white. "Or was it the other way around?" She shrugged. "Who cares? Look at those cocks!"
"I see them," said Perv. "Our contestants are gonna have fun with those tonight, huh?"
"Mmhmm. And luckily for me they're only getting jerked off. So they'll still have plenty of energy at the end of the show," Kiernan grinned, winking at the nearest camera.
"So, Kiernan, give us the lowdown on our second matchup. What can we expect from this particular challenge?"
"Well, Perv, as you said earlier, this challenge is all about the handjobs. Both these girls will be jerking these studs to climax, and whoever makes their man cum the furthest wins."
"So no points for style and finesse here then?"
"Uh uh. So we won't be needing any judges for this one. Just me and my trusty tape," said Kiernan, tapping the measuring tape that was clipped to the waistband of her shorts.
"I see," said Perv. "And are there any rules we should know about?"
"The rules are simple, Perv. These girls have gotta get these guys off with their hands ONLY. So no mouths, ladies," Kiernan warned, pointing a finger at the two contestants. "They can spit on them as much as they like, but if their mouths touch dick they'll be immediately disqualified."
"Well, it doesn't get much clearer than that. Now let's get this show on the road. Kiernan, over to you."
"OK," said Keirnan. "Ladies, into position."
The girls knelt before the two men and Kiernan blew her whistle. The boxers came down and a huge pair of light and dark dongs came springing out, nearly hitting the contestants in the face. Millie's hands came up in a flash, going straight for Jason's dick. One went to the base while the other gripped tight to the middle of the shaft. Her hands were too small to envelop it fully, but she wound her fingers around that jet black shaft as best she could, enjoying the arousal already flowing through it as it pulsed in her dainty paws.
Gal, on the other hand, had chosen a different approach. A few seconds in and Chris' dick had gone completely untouched, the former beauty queen focusing her attention on the large pair of shaven gonads that were swinging underneath it. Taking them in the palm of her hand, her painted nails grazed the young man's taint as she curled her fingers around them, squeezing his swollen orbs.



"An interesting approach from Miss Gadot," said Perv, commentating from the sidelines. "Can you talk us through what you're doing there, Gal?"
"Well, Perv, in my experience, the more you tease a guy, the harder he goes off," the Israeli explained. "Look. I haven't even touched his dick yet and already it's pounding like a drum!"
"Yes, I can see that. Almost like someone was prepping him backstage," said Perv, looking accusingly at the celebrity ref.
"Me?" asked Kiernan, feigning innocence. "Wouldn't dream of it, Perv," the actress declared, a telltale grin tickling the sides of her mouth.
Gal's hands slid up to Chris' shaft and she spat a thick glob of spit onto the tip of his penis, lubing it thoroughly for the handjob to come. Kiernan moved in to observe, ensuring that all saliva application was within the bounds of the law. Gal linked her fingers as she wrapped them around Chris' rod, stroking him tenderly as she worked them along the shaft.
And while Gal's handjob was just beginning, Millie's was coming to an end, every stroke drawing nearer to the inevitable conclusion. Jason's shaft was drenched in spittle, smeared across all ten inches and a steady * SCHLICK * SCHLOCK * SCHLICK * sounded loudly as she jerked him off. His dick was throbbing, and the tip winked with each jerk and stroke, precum oozing from the wide open slit. Her lips came apart and she poked her tongue out instinctively, dying to taste the sticky goo as it dripped from the hole in his dick.
"Watch that tongue, Millie," Kiernan warned, her whistle held up to her lips, ready to blow at the slightest infraction.
Millie groaned in frustration, and she jerked off Jason with greater ferocity, taking out her anger on his big black dick. Jason began to tremble, shaking from head to foot as the teenage beauty pulled his prong like her life depended on it.
"Ooh, yeah," she grinned, gazing up at him with her dark brown eyes. "You gonna cum for me, big boy?"
"Uh huh," he replied, deep voice rumbling from his throat.
"Mmm, good. Make it a good one, OK?"
She jacked him harder, fist pumping furiously as she jerked from his crown to his balls. One more stroke and his bellend exploded, semen spewing from the tip of his prick. A thick jet of viscous fluid shot across the studio, members of the crew ducking for cover as it soared to the edge of the stage, hitting the floor with an audible squelch.
"Damn!" said Perv. "That had some distance to it, huh? Happy with that, Millie?"
"Very happy, Perv," said Millie, returning a smug grin. "Let's see if Miss Israel can beat that!"
"Hear that, Gal?" asked Perv. "The marker's been set. Think you can beat it?"
"Piece of cake, Perv," the Israeli replied, jerking off Chris with dogged determination.
She wrapped her fingers around the base of his shaft and jerked him with a single hand, ensuring that the imminent eruption was as explosive as possible. Her arm was a blur and all it took was a few more strokes to detonate his dick like a nuclear bomb. A proud smirk stretched across the contestant's face as a hot, spunky rocket was fired into the stratosphere. Coming back down to Earth with a resounding splat, the semen missile nearly cleared the stage entirely, leaving a big, sticky mark on the studio floor.
"Phew!" Perv whistled, his eyebrows raised in awe. "That wasn't too bad either! Kiernan, do we have a winner?"
Kiernan peered at the pair of cumshots, giving both a thorough inspection.
"Hmm, inconclusive," the actress declared. "Gonna need the tape for this one I think."
She unhooked the tape from her shorts, measuring from Chris' foot to the rounded crest of his cumshot. "2.18 metres."
Gal's grin grew wider, knowing a distance like that would be difficult to beat. Kiernan measured the second load, reading the distance slowly as she unravelled the tape. "2...point...1...9!"
"YESSS!!!" Millie shrieked, and she leaped into the air in triumph, perky breasts jiggling beneath her English flag bikini.
"Hmmph!" Gal sulked, folding her arms across her chest as she cussed in her native Hebrew.
"Well, that was a tight one, huh?" the host exclaimed. "With just a single solitary centimetre separating each load, it couldn't have been much closer. But with her impressive score of 2.19 metres, the second spot in our quarter finals goes to Millie Bobby Brown!"
Millie yelped in delight then went to hug her opponent, Gal plastering on her best gracious smile as she congratulated the worthy winner.
"Let's hear it once more for our two contestants and, of course, our guest referee, Kiernan Shipka!"
All three ladies bowed to the audience then went their separate ways. Gal and Millie returned to the line up, while Kiernan took the two men by the arm and led them both off stage. What they got up to when they returned to the green room, one can only begin to imagine.
"Wow!" said Perv. "What a great pair of matchups to start off the show. Let's hope game three is just as enthralling. For this one we'll be taking the handjobs from the previous game and kicking them up a notch with the Blowjob Challenge! And taking part in this contest will be two women of wildly different appearance, but equal dick-sucking ability. Believe me, I know! From Australia and Germany, please welcome Samara Weaving and Zazie Beetz!"
The crowd cheered as two more women stepped out from the line up, strutting to the front of the stage. Samara's long blonde hair shone brightly in the studio lights, her bikini bearing the Union Jack and the distinctive white star's of her country's flag. Zazie, on the other hand, was sporting an enormous 70's style afro, her cute ass and lovely milk chocolate tits hugged tightly by her German flag bikini.
"OK," said Perv, "let's meet our contestants. Samara, g'day."
"G'day, Perv."
"I'd like to start, if I may, with a question about your native Australia."
"Sure," said the Aussie. "Lay it on me, mate."
"Great, here goes. Samara, how often do you return to your homeland?"
"From time to time. I have a busy schedule here in the States, but I'm a proud Aussie and I like to go back whenever I can. Why's that, Perv?"
"'Cause you look like you might enjoy a trip down under!"
The audience fell about laughing but the contestant was far from amused.
"Never heard that one before, mate," she replied, her face unmoved.
"But, seriously," the host went on, "are you guys good at giving head in Australia, or do the corks on your hats keep getting in the way?"
Laughter continued from across the studio, but the contestant herself was growing increasingly annoyed. Fearing another walkout so early in the show, Perv thought it wise to end the interview early and move on to her opponent.
"So, Zazie, as you can see, we don't like to adhere to stereotypes on this show," he said with a grin. "But as a German, I assume there's nothing you like more than having a big, fat sausage in your mouth?"
The Germans aren't known for their sense of humour, but this time his joke was warmly received.
"Well, I grew up in the States, Perv," the actress explained, "but yes, when it comes to a big piece of meat, a German woman never loses her appetite." She winked at the camera, miming oral sex with her tongue and her cheek. "Plus, y'know...I'm black, and we all know black girls give the best head."
"Well, I'm not gonna argue with that," said Perv, sounding like he was speaking from experience. "So, the format's a simple one- whoever makes their guy cum first will advance to the next round. But there are a number of rules that these girls will have to follow, so let's hear them from the horse's mouth. Please welcome our guest referee, singing sensation Dua Lipa!"
Like Kiernan before her, the Kosovan-Brit emerged from the backstage area with a man on each arm, bulges bouncing in their boxers as they strolled across the stage.
"Hi, Dua," said Perv. "Ready for game number three?"
"Sure am, Perv," the signer replied. "Got my two assistants here."
"So I see. Are you going to introduce us?"
"Uh huh." To her left was a big, muscular Latino man with oily, slicked back hair and extensive body ink. "This is Luis." And to her right was a sun kissed surfer type, with deep blue eyes and long and thick blonde hair. "And this is Tyler."
"I see. Well, they look like they've got the right equipment for our contest today," said Perv, noting the two thick lumps swelling in the crotch of their undies.
"Oh, they do, Perv," the guest ref smirked. "Believe me, they do."
"So, Dua, you'll be officiating this matchup. Why don't you start by giving us a rundown of the rules?"
"Certainly. So this challenge is blowjob only. That means our contestants can use their hands and mouths, and nothing else. So no tits. You got that, ladies?" The contestants nodded. "Hands can stimulate the dick and balls only. So nothing above the belt. And no fingers in the arse. No matter how much they might enjoy it. And, most importantly of all, both of these ladies must take a cumshot to the face. We need to see that cum spraying in case it comes down to a photo finish. So anyone who takes the load in their mouth will be shown the red card."
"OK," said Perv, "sounds pretty clear to me. Well, with that all taken care of, I'll leave this matchup in your capable hands. Dua, take it away."
"Thanks, Perv. You ready, ladies?"
Both women nodded.
"Then let's get to it. On your marks."
The ladies got into position, dropping to their knees at the young men's feet. Zazie before Tyler, and Samara before Luis.
"Set."
The girls gripped onto the guys' tight boxers, hooking their fingers under the waistbands.
"Go!"
Whipping them down in one fell swoop, both pairs of undies were pooled at the young men's feet, baring the two thick cocks that they'd been keeping captive. Zazie lunged forward without a moment's delay, mouth open wide as she threw herself into Tyler's groin, swallowing his uncaged beast.
"Aw, fuck!" Tyler groaned, her lips traversing all ten inches until she kissed the base of his shaft.
"Shit!" said Perv, watching intently from the side of the stage. "Girl ain't messin' around!"
Her lips slid up to the crown and she popped it from between her lips, spitting a hot mess of drool across his shaft before going back for seconds.
Samara, meanwhile, had started slower. Angling Luis' cock up towards the studio ceiling, the Australian beauty dipped down between his thighs, adopting the same approach as Gal before her as she zeroed in on his big brown ballsack. It hadn't worked out too well for the Israeli, but the fair-haired actress was far from deterred. Enveloping a swollen testicle, she suckled upon it with greedy intent, dousing it in spittle before switching to the other. A hand gripped his pole and she jerked him steadily as she sucked on his balls, basting them liberally with her sticky saliva.
A ball fell from between her lips and she licked along the length of his shaft, probing his slit with the tip of her tongue. His dick was throbbing in the palms of her hands, and Samara teased him for close to a minute, swirling her tongue around his helmet. She was against the clock of course, but the Aussie was not to be rushed and she took the time to worship that dick as devoutly as possible.
"Fuck!" said Perv. "She's making love to that dick, huh? While Zazie looks like she's about to declare war! We'll see which approach pays off."
Finally, and with her opponent's blowjob already some three minutes old, her shiny pink lips eased slowly apart and she wrapped them tightly around Luis' crown. Her hands found his hips and she gripped them tightly, head bobbing steadily as she sucked him off. Her lips glided up and down his shaft, leaving behind long trails of spit that dripped down steadily onto the studio floor.
Baby blue eyes gazed up into his and locks of golden hair brushed across her shoulders as she worked his member, swallowing inch after inch. The pace quickened and her cheeks hollowed inward as she blew him with greater gusto, lips edging nearer to the base. One more pass and the task was complete. Her full lips puckered at the root of his trunk and she kept him there for as long as she could, precum leaking into the depths of her throat.
Though by this stage, deepthroating was par for the course, and Zazie had performed the feat a million times over already. Hands clasping tight to Tyler's asscheeks, she threw herself into him with wild abandon, impaling herself repeatedly on his long white pole. Her blowjob style was fast and aggressive, and Tyler's rod had been drenched in her saliva from the very beginning. But for all her force and ferocity, Zazie lacked the finesse of her light-skinned opponent and the throbbing down Samara's throat was far more vigorous than it was in her own.
Her fingers dug deeper into Tyler's ass, nearly piercing his suntanned skin as she sucked him harder, her afro-topped head jerking back and forth at an alarming rate of knots. But variety is the spice of life and no matter how hard she sucked his dick, there was no denying that Zazie Beetz was a one trick pony. Samara, on the other hand, had a seemingly endless bag of tricks from which to draw from and while her opponent tried to eat young Tyler alive, the Aussie treated Luis to her entire repertoire.
A short spell of deepthroating was followed by a return to his balls and the blonde actress sucked each bloated orb with equal fervour, bathing them in spittle as she went. She moved back up to his shaft, smothering it with kisses as her lips travellend up to the head. Then, as a big, wet smooch was left upon his helmet, she made a request that was unexpected.
"Fuck my face."
Tucking her arms behind her back, she opened her mouth as wide as it would go, offering up her oral cavity to do with as he pleased. Gripping two handfuls of glossy blonde hair, Luis slotted his big brown beast between her parted lips and promptly started thrusting. The action went to 0 to 60 in a fraction of a second, and Luis showed little restraint as he drove his dick into Samara's face. Every pass took him straight to the hilt, and thick ropes of spit started to drip down her chin as his balls slapped against it.
An impressive feat, for sure, and Zazie responded the only way she knew how. Grasping his ass as hard as she could, Tyler's steel buns parted like the Red Sea, the German-American using them for leverage as she pulled herself in on his dick.
"Keep your fingers from his arse crack," Dua warned, watching Zazie like a hawk as she showed the surfer's butthole to the world.
Zazie heard a groan from across the stage, and glanced over to see Luis' pumping like a piston into the depths of her opponent's throat. His face was screwed in all kinds of unflattering ways, and it was clear to anyone watching that an eruption was close at hand. Zazie knew she had to up her game and she threw herself into Tyler's groin with everything she had, vanishing his member with the greatest of ease. She may have only had one move, but damn was she good at it, and it didn't take long for her gripping gullet to siphon his testes dry. Samara's mouth was having a similar effect and as Luis thrusted into her darkest depths, he and Tyler signalled their impending eruptions at the exact same time.
"Dios mio!" said Luis.
"Fuck!" said Tyler.
Then both together, "Gonna cum!"
Both men pried themselves loose, jerking themselves off with furious strokes. Zazie and Samara grabbed hold of their plums, spouting some last minute dirty talk as they attempted to milk them of every last drop.
"Yes, come on, mate," said Samara, batting her big, blue eyes. "Empty these balls for me!"
"Mmm, do it, baby," Zazie encouraged. "Shoot that load. All over my fucking face!"
The effect was immediate and both men went off in explosive fashion, firing thick ropes of cum onto faces both light and dark. Tyler's ejaculate was aimed to perfection, landing in a stripe that stretched from Zazie's chin right up to her afro hair. Luis' was more erratic and it shot from his dick in hot spurts that peppered every inch of Samara's face.
"Wow!" Perv exclaimed. "Two big loads. But which was first. Dua, any ideas?"
"Can't say for sure, Perv," the singer replied. "I'm gonna have to consult the screen."
Dua paid a visit to the big ref's monitor at the side of the stage, watching carefully as the footage replayed in super slo mo and from every camera angle imaginable.
"Hear that, folks? It's come down to a photo finish. Our ref will review the footage to determine which of those cumshots struck skin first. Dua, how's it looking over there?" Perv waited but received no reply. "Dua?"
The camera cut back to the celebrity ref, who appeared to be finding the footage more than a little distracting. Leaning against a wall with her eyeballs glued to the screen, a hand had found its way beneath the waistband of her shorts and was rummaging around in there with tremendous relish as two thick wads of spunk struck the contestant's faces on an endless loop.
Perv rolled his eyes, yelling across the stage at the top of his voice. "DUA!"
Finally he got her attention and the singer froze mid-thrum like a rabbit in the headlights.
"Oh, sorry about that, Perv," she said casually, retrieving her hand from her shorts. "This footage is fucking hot! Anyway, yeah...Samara's the winner."
The audience cheered and the director cut to a close up of Samara's cum-drenched face as she shrieked in celebration.
"Well, how about that, folks?" said Perv. "Samara wins by the tightest of margins and joins Lea and Millie in the second round. Tough luck, Zazie. A valiant effort, but I guess it's true what they say. Slow and steady really does win the race. Put your hands together for our two contestants and our guest ref, Dua Lipa!"
Applause rang around the studio and the camera returned to the celebrity ref, still 'reviewing' the cumshot footage with the utmost diligence.
"Oh, for fuck's sake," Perv snapped. "Will someone turn this fucking screen off?!"
Someone in the crew finally did their job and Dua groaned as the glorious images vanished from before her eyes.
"Aww, Peeerv! I was watching that!" She grabbed hold of Tyler and Luis, and escorted them both backstage. "Guess I'll have to make some of my own!"
A production assistant rushed out onto the stage, offering wet wipes to Zazie and Samara, and they cleaned the cum from their faces as they rejoined their fellow contestants.
"OK," said Perv, "there's just enough time for one more matchup before we take a short break. A big hand, please, for our next contestants. From the balmy climes of Cuba and Colombia, Camila Cabello and Sofia Vergara!"
Two gorgeous women stepped forward from the back of the stage, moving in tandem with sexy Spanish rhythm. A quick thinking cameraman moved in behind them, filling his lens with ass as he followed them across the stage.
"Ola, senoritas!" said Perv, watching every jiggle and bounce. "So, we've had a great start to the show this evening, and what better way to round out part one than with a good old-fashioned twerk off?"
The crowd whooped and applauded as the women turned, sticking out their booties and clapping their cheeks right back at them.
"Woah! Save it for the game, ladies!" the host quipped, receiving rare boos from the audience as the ass shaking came to a halt. "But this is no ordinary twerking contest, and to advance to the next round, these ladies are gonna have to make a man cum using just those big, round buttcheeks of theirs. Camila, is that something you think you can do?"
"Hmm, I don't know, Perv," Camila replied. "Why don't you tell me?"
Then, before he had a chance to react, the Cuban songstress backed her ass up into the host's groin and started grinding her cheeks against his dick. For the first time in his career, Perv Griffin was lost for words and he stood there like a statue as that big, blue and white striped booty slid up and down his slacks. Camila peered back at him from over her shoulder, swishing locks of shiny, dark hair across his face.



"What do you think, Perv? Think I can do it?"
"Hmm, I'm still not sure," the host replied, his dick swelling beneath his pants. "Maybe you oughta keep going for just a little while longer."
"No, I think you're right," the singer grinned. "I should save it for the game."
And with that, those huge, brown asscheeks were peeled from around his rod, leaving the host with a tube-shaped lump that stretched the fabric of his pants.
"Phew!" he whistled, puffing his bright red cheeks. "Well, I don't think Camila's gonna have any trouble with this game. Just look what she did to my dick! Thank God there's an ad break coming up!" he quipped, drawing fits of laughter from across the studio.
He turned to her opponent, but kept a safe distance, knowing full well that further physical contact would result in a stain on his trousers.
"Sofia, you're twice the age of your opponent today, so I think it would be fair to say that experience is on your side."
"Si, claro," the actress replied. She thrust out her ass and smacked it hard, sending ripples through both her cheeks. "I've been shaking this fat ass since her parents were in high school!"
"So you think your experience will be the deciding factor today?"
"Si. Plus I have these big titties too," said Sofia, jiggling her large DDs. "You have to know how to use your assets."
"OK, sounds like it's gonna be one hell of a contest today. And who better to preside over it than the woman who brought twerking into the mainstream? Give it up for our celebrity ref, Miley Cyrus!"
Miley strutted out onto the stage in her skimpy ref's attire, accompanied as standard by two very handsome men; a white guy named Logan and a black guy named Isaiah. Reaching the front of the stage, the singer turned and stuck out her ass, baring the number 69 on the back of her jersey as she gave it a wiggle for the cameras.
"Hi, Miley," said Perv. "Thanks for joining us. Are you excited to ref our twerk off today?"
"Sure am, Perv," she replied, in her familiar husky voice. "I'd rather be competing, but hey, should still be fun, right?"
"Looks like these guys wish you were competing too," the host observed, Miley's two companions watching closely as she shook her ass.
The singer laughed. "Well, I might not have a big butt like these two," she said, pointing at the contestants, "but I sure know how to work it. Ain't that right, boys?"
"Fuck yeah, it is!" said Logan.
"Mmm," Isaiah agreed. "White gurl got some moves!"
"Damn!" said Perv. "These guys really like your ass, huh?"
"Uh huh. And they'll like it even more by the end of the show," said Miley, a suggestive wink aimed at the nearest camera.
"I'm sure they will. Right, it's about time we read out those rules. Miley, could you do the honours?"
"Sure." The twerking stopped, drawing groans from the audience as she turned to face them. "OK, y'all, listen up. These bitches gotta get these guys with their ass cheeks only. That means no stroking, no sucking, and most importantly, no penetration." She looked at Isaiah and Logan. "Hear that, fellas? Those buttholes might be tempting, but stick your dick in one and your partner will forfeit the game. And I know you don't want that, huh, guys?" The men shook their heads and a grin stretched across Miley's face. "Good boys."
"Thanks, Miley," said Perv. "Now a game like this is all about technique, and to determine whose is best, we're gonna need some judges. From the US and Australia, three of the best butts in the business, please welcome Jennifer Lopez, Iggy Azalea and Becky G!"
The crowd cheered as the curvaceous trio marched out onto the stage, stopping for a threeway ass shake on their way to the judge's desk.
"Wow!" Perv grinned. "That's a lotta booty, huh? All you ass-guys must be in heaven."
The judges filed in behind the desk, parking their three large bottoms on the leather chairs.
"OK, let's get to know our judges. And where better to start than the Ass Queen herself, Miss Jennifer Lopez. Jenny, thirty years in the biz and looking better than ever. Hard to believe that ass is over fifty years old!"
"Right? Still in pretty good shape, huh?" said J.Lo, rising from her seat to give her big butt another enticing jiggle.
"I'll say!" said Perv. "And of course you have judging experience from your time on American Idol. What's your main criteria for a good ass shake?"
"For me, Perv, as a professional dancer and chart-topping artist, tempo and rhythm are key. You can have a great butt and all the hottest moves, but if you got no flow, then I'm afraid it's a 'no'!"
"I see. Iggy, how about you?"
"Well, rhythm and flow are important, of course, but you gotta have them moves to a T. I wanna see those asses shake. I wanna see those cheeks clap. And if you're shaking it for a bloke, then eye contact is very important too."
"OK. And lastly, Miss Becky G."
"For me, it's all about la pasión. My ass isn't as big as these two ladies, but what I lack in volume, I more than make up for with energy and enthusiasm. And that's what I want to see from our girls. I wanna see them shaking what their mama gave 'em like it's the last thing they'll ever do. A little spunk goes a hell of a long way!"
"Bit like in our handjob round!" Perv quipped, pausing for the laughter that inevitably followed. "Well, thank you, ladies. We'll be back to check in with you later, but I think it's time we saw some twerking. Miley, over to you."
"Thanks, Perv. OK, first things first, we're gonna need some chairs. Boys."
She signalled to two PAs at the side of the stage who brought on a pair of wooden dining chairs, placing them side by side.
"Thank you, boys. OK, guys, take a seat."
The PAs scurried off the stage as Logan and Isaiah made use of the new furniture.
"Ladies, into position."
The contestants squatted before the two men, booties hovering just inches from their groins. Miley blew her whistle and rap music blared through the studio speakers as the game got underway. Camila leapt into action, parking her ass on Logan's crotch as quickly as her reactions would allow. Sofia, meanwhile, had taken a more measured approach. Ass still poised over Isaiah's groin, she rolled her hips with sensual rhythm, gyrating her booty to the hip hop beats. There was a noticeable stir in the black man's groin and his fingers twitched as they rested on his thighs, dying to latch onto the thick, tanned butt that was moving so majestically before him.
"Oh, shit! I almost forgot," Miley grinned, peering over Isaiah's shoulders, "these lapdances are full contact, so these guys can touch as much as they like. But no stroking yourselves. You hear that, buddy? You lay as much as a finger on that big black dick and your partner will be disqualified, OK?"
Isaiah nodded and put his hands to Sofia's ass, caressing her cheeks as they shimmied and shook.
"Smack it," said Sofia, peering back at him from over her shoulder.
Isaiah didn't need a second invitation, and his fingers cut through the air as he delivered a sharp blow that carried through the entire studio.
"Ay! Si, papi!" the actress whined, and a cameraman zoomed in close on the big red paw print left behind on her jiggling ass.
The hands on approach was proving popular with the guys and stretches of smooth, bronzed flesh bulged through the gaps in Logan's fingers as he grabbed two palmfuls of big Cuban ass. His dick began to grow as Camila's twin cheeks ground firmly against it, pulling at his tighty whities and stretching them to the point of bursting. His crown popped out from the hem and his skimpy smalls snapped back into place, pinning his dick to his thigh.
"Oh, damn!" said Miley, practically drooling as she gazed down at his swollen appendage. "Look who's come to say hello!"
Camila straddled Logan's thigh and guided her ass along the length of his shaft; a veiny tube stretching halfway to his kneecap. Her huge, round buttcheeks sheathed his girth to perfection, and he could feel the heat radiating from her pussy as she ground it against him. Precum dripped from his crown, leaving a sticky puddle on his tattooed thigh. He was fit to burst already, and Camila knew that a few more strokes of her ass on his dick would set it off like a stick of dynamite. But it wasn't a race and the Cuban songstress wished to showcase some more of her moves before she brought her man to climax.
Peeling her asscheeks from around his shaft, she left it twitching against his inked up thigh. Tugging at the ties on her bottoms, she loosened the garments with practised ease, tossing them onto the studio floor. Digging her fingers into both huge globes, she gripped them firmly and pulled them apart. Bending at the waist, she spread her cheeks as wide as they'd go, showing off her puckered butthole.
"Fuck my ass," she said, peering back at Logan with a wink of an eye.
Logan stood and Miley watched closely, ensuring that the demand wasn't taken literally. But Logan understood and he slapped his dick into the singer's asscrack, wrapping her cheeks around his thick, throbbing pipe.
Isaiah, meanwhile, remained glued to his chair, his dick now freed from its restrictive garments. Sofia's backside was thrust out before him, a hand gripped lightly to the tip of his penis as she ground her thick ass cheeks against it. She dipped and squatted to the beat of the music, feeling his black cock pulse in her ass crack as she worked his shaft like a stripper on the pole. Every pass took her straight to the hilt and her ass globes rippled as they clapped on the tops of his thighs.
"Si, papi!" came a voice to her left. "Fuck that big ass!"
Sofia looked over as Logan sawed his dick between her opponent's buttcheeks, noting the intense throbbing in the veins of his shaft as it sliced through the mountainous flesh. His cock was about to explode in spectacular fashion, and the Colombian knew she had to up the ante if Isaiah's emission was going to match it. Backing up into his lap, Sofia pushed his dick back until it touched his abs, trapping it between his midriff and her own curvaceous behind. Leaning forward at the waist, she slid her ass up and down his dick, feeling it twitch between her thick, brown cheeks. Her pussy was soaking wet, and every bump and grind left a trail of sticky arousal smeared along his underside.
Both men were on cloud nine, especially Logan, who was hotdogging Camila's big booty like it was going out of style. Hips pumping at a mile a minute, he gripped on tight to her plump, round cheeks, slicing through her crack like a knife through butter. Logan gazed down at her peach-shaped tushy as he fucked her cheeks, her asshole winking at him with each pass he took. It was beyond tempting, and there was nothing he wanted more than to push his crown into that puckered starfish and pound it into next July. But he managed to resist, knowing full well that getting his partner disqualified would greatly reduce his chances of getting in that ass at the end of the show.
Besides, fucking her buttcheeks was great on its own, and the feeling of those meaty orbs wrapped around his rod was like nothing he'd experienced before. His balls were bulging, churning incessantly as they slapped against the singer's coochie. They were crying out to be emptied and Logan answered the call, sawing his dick through her buttcheeks with very little self-control.
"Oh, fuck!" he yelped and Camila felt his dick stiffen further as it wedged in the depths of her crack.
Suddenly his balls were flush against her snatch and his dick pointed up like a cannon as a thick torrent of off-white goop burst forth from his swollen crown. It soared through the air like a bullet, and Camila's lips curled up in a satisfied grin as it splattered between her shoulder blades, messing her long, dark hair.
Isaiah was quick to follow, and his shaft twitched between Sofia's buttcheeks, before a long stripe of cum was fired across his muscular torso.
"Aw, shit! Goddamn!" he panted, a final few globs of semen leaking out from his helmet as she ground on his pulsing shaft.
Rising slowly from his lap, she gave her booty one last shake as she left him to recover.
"Phew!" Perv exclaimed, whistling sharply as he returned to centre stage. "What a game that was! Some great moves from all 'round, but let's see what our judges thought of it. Jenny, your score for Sofia, please."
Jennifer Lopez: 10.0.
"Wow!" said Perv. "A high score for your fellow MILF!"
"Uh huh," said J.Lo. "Us mamas gotta stick together!"
"So what did you like about her performance today?"
"I loved how she moved to the music. She has a real natural rhythm, and it's great to see a woman of her age working her body with so much confidence. Magnifica!"
"High praise indeed. Iggy?"
Iggy Azalea: 7.5.
"OK, not bad, not bad. What did you enjoy, and what do you think she could've improved on?"
"Well, Perv," Iggy explained, "like my mate here says, she moved her body very well and she clearly has those moves on lock. But it was all a bit bumpy and grindy, and I'd have liked to have seen her mix it up a bit more. Variety is the spice of life."
"Ain't that the truth. Becky, how about you?"
Becky G: 6.0.
"A little on the low side there, Becky. Could you explain your score for us, please?"
"Well, it was very slow and sensual. Which is fine; sometimes you've gotta tease your guy a bit, and I know she's kinda old, but energy is very important, and there was a clear lack of it in her performance today."
"Maldita cabrona!" Sofia muttered. The low score she could handle, but the 'old' remark was a step too far.
"OK, so that gives Sofia an average score of 7.8. Not too shabby at all. Now onto Miss Cabello. Jenny, back to you."
Jennifer Lopez: 4.5.
"Yikes!" said Perv. "That's gotta hurt, huh, Camila? Jenny, why the low score?"
"Well, it was a very vibrant performance, but..."
"Don't tell me," Perv interrupted. "Rhythm?"
"Got it in one, Perv! You can shake your ass as hard as you like, but it ain't nothin' without that flow! And from a dancer of her talents, I expected a lot better."
"Damn! Girl ain't holdin' back! Let's see what our Aussie thought of it. Iggy."
Iggy Azalea: 9.5.
"Well, that's a bit better, huh? What did you like about that, Iggy?"
"Everything, mate! Loved the moves. Loved the energy. Loved seeing that big cock between those arse cheeks. And I loved seeing it fucking explode!"
"Strewth!" said Perv, adopting his best Australian accent. "Well, how about that, cobbers? I think a score like that deserves another shrimp on the barbie!" he quipped, to the amusement of everyone but the Aussie herself. "And finally Miss Becky G."
Becky G: 10.0.
"Vamos!" screamed Camila, punching the air in celebration.
"Dios mio!" Perv exclaimed. "You liked that then, Becky?"
"I loved it, Perv! It was so fiery and raw. So many great moves, and you could see the passion flowing through her as she shook her butt. What more can you ask for? Diez perfecto!"
"Well, there you have it, guys. Great performances from both our contestants, but who came out on top? The points have been tallied and I can officially reveal that, with her average score of 8.0, Camila Cabello has seen off the competition and earned herself a spot in the quarter finals!"
The crowd cheered, hollering loudly as the victor broke into a vigorous bout of celebratory twerking.
"Bravo, Camila, and commiserations to her opponent, Miss Sofia Vergara."
The audience applauded and the contestants gathered their discarded bikini bottoms as they returned to the back of the stage.
"And thanks again to our magnificent judges, and our guest referee, Miley Cyrus!"
The judges filed out from behind the desk, giving their asses one last wiggle before exiting the stage. Miley grabbed hold of her two assistants and a cameraman followed her across the stage as she led both men to her dressing room.
"Well, that's it for part one," Perv announced. "We're gonna take a short break, but we'll be right back with the conclusion of our first round. Don't go away."
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It had been a whirlwind few weeks at my little suburban hotel. Less than a month had passed since Jessica Chastain's first visit and already she'd returned on three separate occasions. She came for two nights the following week, then for three the week after that, followed by the piece de resistance- a week-long stay that had finally concluded just five short days ago. Quite what she was telling her husband when she embarked on these trips I assure you I do not know. She didn't tell me and I didn't ask. Frankly, I didn't much care. I was having the time of my life, and no amount of guilt as to what these visits might be doing to her marriage was going to put a stop to that.
Needless to say, her four night stay had left me a little worse for wear and I gave serious thought to cancelling my booking that weekend. But I couldn't bring myself to do it. The woman had booked her stay three months in advance, so calling it off at the last minute would have been a serious dick move on my part. Anyway, now it was Monday and the woman had been and gone. I'd expected another booking from a certain redhead at some point that weekend but nothing came. She texted me Sunday night suggesting it would be wise to skip a week so her hubby didn't get suspicious. How he wasn't suspicious already was a mystery to me, but honestly, I was a little relieved. I must have had sex 20-odd times over the last seven days and my energy had all but vanished.
I never thought there'd come a day when I'd be glad not to be getting laid but it appeared that day had arrived. There was a lot of week left of course and plenty of time for bookings to be made. But any potential reservations would have to be seriously tempting to interrupt my week of rest. Seriously tempting. Hayley Atwell-kind of tempting.
I got the call that afternoon. I gave serious thought to ignoring it but curiosity got the better of me. You never know who it might have been.
"Hello," I said, holding the phone to my ear.
"Hi. Is that Tyler?"
"Yep, this is he."
"Oh, hello, love. I was wondering if I could make a reservation. For this week?"
Immediately the voice had me hooked. I'd never been with a Brit before and that sexy posh accent just drove me wild.
"Erm...we're a little busy this week, but I'll see if I can fit you in." Which was my way of saying 'tell me who you are and I'll decide if I want to fuck you'. "What's your name, please?"
She told me her name, and well...I did want to fuck her. I really, really did.
"Ah, pleasure to meet you, Miss Atwell. And what day were you hoping to visit?"
"Hayley. Please. And I was hoping for Wednesday?"
I pretended to look at my calendar and then answered.
"OK, yep, I can do that for you, Hayley," I said, knowing full well that I would have been given the same response no matter what day she requested. "Any special requests for your visit? Anything in particular that you'd like to do?"
"Oh...no, not really, love. I have a few days off from filming, and really, I'm just looking for a good time. I heard you're the man to call."
My reputation precedes me again.
"You heard right," I replied.
I saw no need to be self-effacing and wondered who had been singing my praises this time. Whoever it was I was eternally grateful. We worked out the finer details and she gave me a typically chipper British goodbye. 'Cheerio', I believe she said.
I was excited and had two days to prepare for my guest. Which basically meant getting my energy back and refraining from ejaculation. I actually had a couple more calls that day, but the resulting booking requests were politely declined. After all, a creature like Hayley deserved nothing less than a re-energised body and a fully loaded scrotum.
The next 48 hours or so passed without incident. I slept in nice and late on Tuesday, had a light workout (emphasis on the light), then called in a cleaning crew to give the place a once over while I chilled by the pool. I got an early night and woke up refreshed the following day, ready and raring to go. My guests wasn't arriving until 3pm so I had another light workout (even lighter this time), took a shower and fixed myself some lunch. I ate and watched some TV and, after the customary fifteen minute traffic delay, the doorbell rang.
I answered the door and there she stood, Celebrity Guest #2. She was dressed casually, as guests often are upon arrival. Which for her was a loose-fitting pink blouse, a pair of skinny blue jeans and some open-toed sandals. We shared a hug and kissed each other on the cheek. I commandeered her suitcase and wheeled it to her room, then gave her a tour of the house. I started upstairs, showing her the second floor bedrooms, then continued downstairs with the remaining guests rooms, my room, the massage room, the gym, the lounges, etc. Then we went outside and I showed her the yard and pool. She seemed impressed.
"Very nice," she said, taking in her surroundings. "Quite the gaff you've got here."
"Thanks," I replied. I didn't know what the hell a 'gaff' was but I assumed it was a compliment.
"Phew! Warm, isn't it?" she said, tugging at the collar of her blouse. "I'll never get used to LA weather. Think it's raining in London right now."
I laughed. "Well, if you need to cool off I know just the place for it."
She looked at the pool and grinned. "I like the way you think. I'm gonna slip into my cossie. Fix us some drinks?"
"Absolutely."
We went back inside and Hayley took off to her room. There had been a vital component of her previous sentence that I hadn't understood, but I assumed it meant swimming attire, so I changed into mine as well. I opted for a Speedo, sporting a hefty bulge that I was sure my guest would enjoy. I grabbed two towels and a bottle of sunblock, and returned to the lounge. Hayley was still in her room so I went to the bar and mixed us some drinks. Watermelon margaritas- a specialty of mine. I grabbed both glasses and headed for the yard when her bedroom door swung open.
I stopped to watch, my jaw almost hitting the floor as she sauntered out in a vintage-style polka dot two piece. And well...she looked phenomenal. The brawn she'd cultivated for M:I 7 and 8 had robbed her of some of her curves, but thankfully it hadn't taken away from that lovely big rack of hers, and it looked as great as ever, wedged into a little strapless number that was tied in a knot at the front.
"Wow!" I said, almost drooling into her drink as I handed it over.
"I could say the same," she grinned, taking a scan of my body as she sipped her margarita.
Seeing her in that outfit had only increased the size of my bulge and I could tell from the twinkle in her eyes that she liked what she saw.
"After you," I said, ushering her in the direction of the open glass doors.
"Why, thank you," she replied and I followed her across the room, getting a great view of her ass (or her 'arse', as she'd call it) in the skimpy little tie-up bottoms she was wearing. Her tits get most of the plaudits and rightly so, but damn...this arse is not to be slept on.
We headed back out into the yard and settled into a pair of recliners, putting our drinks down on a table in the middle. We lotioned thoroughly, getting ourselves acquainted as we basked in the afternoon sun. I tan pretty well and use a pretty low factor sunblock. I wasn't sure it would suit Hayley's pale complexion so I was glad to learn that she'd brought her own. Though, I'd be lying if I said that watching her apply it wasn't more than a little distracting. Her boobs jiggled and shook as she rubbed it into her arms and I found myself losing track of the conversation as I watched those delicious mounds wobble like Jell-O on a plate.
With sunblock applied, she sprawled out lazily across her recliner and I was glad I'd now get to know this woman properly without just staring at her tits. She asked me some questions about my establishment and I answered them as honestly as possible, without going into details about my other guests. How long had I been running the place? How many guests did I get? Anyone she'd know? Which I think was her way of saying 'were any of them celebrities?'. But like I said, I didn't go into details.
Then we flipped the script and I asked her some things about herself, focusing mainly on her latest role. How did she like the shoot? What was it like working with Tom? Where did she stand on his infamous COVID outburst? She answered my questions affably, and I felt like I got the real scoops, rather than the carefully rehearsed, generic responses that she might have given to a journalist or reporter.
We finished our drinks and she suggested taking a dip. Grabbing our towels, we set them down at the edge of the pool. I went in first and offered her my hand, helping her down the steps and into the shallows. She bobbed in the water, allowing it to wet her chestnut brown hair, and I enjoyed the sight of it splashing against her chest. Even with the heat climbing into the high 80s, the water was a little chilly and her nipples poked teasingly through her sodden bikini top. Both of us were feeling the bite so we swam a few lengths to warm ourselves up. I freestyled it while Hayley went for backstroke, giving a spectacular view of her breasts as she glided through the water.
Once we'd fought off the cold, our time in the pool was a lot more casual. Frolicking, as I believe it's known. We talked, we laughed, even splashed each other a little. It was fun and it was flirty. Physical contact was inevitable and as we bobbed in the shallow waters, Hayley threw her arms around my shoulders. I leaned in and our lips embraced, that very first kiss sending shivers down my spine, her lips so soft and succulent. My hands went to her ass and I hoisted her into the air, squeezing her buns as I kept her suspended. She curled her legs around my waist and some tongue was added to the equation as I walked us to the edge of the pool.
I set her down on the coping and her legs stayed locked around me, hands running through my slicked back hair as the kissing continued. My hands moved up those fantastic tits and I mawled them thoroughly, drawing moans from my guest as I kneaded the ample flesh. I was dying to see them and my fingers went straight for the knot in the middle, untying it without further ado. How such a flimsy tie had ever contained such a large pair of breasts, I was truly none the wiser, and the slightest fiddle was all that was required to free those puppies from captivity.
I laid her bikini top across the floor, leaving it dry in the sun as I returned to her boobs. Fuck, they were incredible. I think everyone knows that Hayley Atwell has spectacular tits, but believe me when I tell you, they are even better in person. Big and soft, yet they hang so pertly from her chest, defying gravity in all their perky fullness. Taking them in my hands, my mouth went straight for a nipple, suckling with ravenous greed. It stiffened between my lips and I popped it free, licking water from her chest as I switched to the other. I didn't go for the full on motorboat, but I think it would be fair to say that every inch of her chest had been thoroughly inspected by the time I was done.
Returning to her mouth, I grabbed a towel from the side of the pool, laying it out behind her as our tongues re-tangled. Prying my lips from hers, I guided her down onto the towel, setting up shop between her thighs as she spread them readily. Her ass hung over the coping and she let her legs dangle as she laid across the floor, her feet dipped into the water. She propped herself up on her elbows, watching with a grin as I removed her bottoms. A slight tug at the knots on her hips and away they came, joining her bikini top at the side of the pool.
The water at the edge was only a few feet deep and I was submerged to around mid-chest as I knelt on the bottom. I hooked my arms around her thighs and my tongue shot out as I buried my head in between them. The water trickling across her labia made it glisten in the sun and I licked her slowly from bottom to top, lapping up the excess water and any other moisture that may have accumulated. The cool of the water had her clit already standing to attention and my tongue homed in on it with razor-sharp focus. A breathy whine escaped her lips and she tipped her head back, wet brown locks falling towards the paving stones as my tongue made contact.
Fetching the second towel, she rolled it into a makeshift pillow and stuffed it under her head. Now her hands were free to do as they pleased and one quickly found the top of my head, fingers sliding through my slicked back locks. The other went straight to her chest, pawing at a giant breast for increased stimulation. My lips wrapped snugly around her clit and I licked her softly, slowly, my tongue tracing rings around the swell of her nub. She tasted divine and I savoured each drop of creamy, warm juice that trickled across my tongue.
She balled her hand into a fist, clutching harder at my half-dry hair. I looked up from between her legs as I continued to lick her, enjoying the look of ecstasy now plastered across her face. Our eyes met, gazing deeply into one another as my tongue worked its magic. Her lips shook, spouting soft moans into the afternoon air. She was close now, teetering on the edge both literally and figuratively as her feet hung down into the water. My tongue swirled faster, spiralling around her clit like a whirlwind.
"Oh, God, yes!" she purred, fingers tightening in my thick nest of hair. "That's it, love. Just like that."
Her moans grew louder and I could feel her body tensing as I showcased my talents, licking her towards the kind of orgasm she clearly hadn't experienced in quite some time. A final swirl of my tongue and she surrendered to the growing sensation, granting me the payoff that I'd worked so hard for. Hot fluid gushed forth from between her labia, coating my lips and tongue as her thighs began to quiver in my arms. My tongue wound slowly around her throbbing clit and I didn't stop licking her until every drop of fluid had been extracted. Her grip loosened and I surfaced from between her thighs, lips shining with the fruits of my labour.
"Blimey!" she panted, puffing her flushed red cheeks. "How'd you get so bloody good at that?!"
"I've had a lot of practice," I declared, returning a sticky-mouthed grin.
"I can tell," she said, willing herself off the floor.
I rose from the water, now submerged to just below my ass. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her in for a kiss, sharing the delicious taste still lingering on my tongue. I pulled down my trunks, kicking them down my legs and letting them float back up to the surface. I gripped my cock as our tongues entwined, water dripping from the rock hard shaft. I rubbed the tip against her slit and steered it forward, entering her with a delicate push. Our mouths came apart and she gasped softly at the point of penetration. Her inner walls clamped me firmly as I pushed in deep, her toned muscle and lack of children gracing her with a tightness rarely felt in a woman of 40.
I slid my hands beneath her thighs and her arms went to my shoulders as I lifted her up. Hands gripped tight to the back of my head and her mouth returned to mine, kissing with renewed passion. My fingers dug into her thighs and my biceps popped as I guided her along the shaft, pulling her up to the edge of my crown. I held her there for a few seconds then dropped her down again, and I savoured the sight of those brown eyes bulging as I filled her to the brim.
I repeated the action, slowly at first and I relished each appreciative squeeze as I pulled her pelvis into mine. The pace quickened and soon those pink pussy lips were soaring along my shaft, thighs splashing in the water as she plummeted to the base. She tipped her head back, wet brown locks spilling down towards the paving stones as she cried out in ecstasy, that posh sexy accent filling the clear blue sky.
"Oh, GOD! Fuck, that cock is bloody HUGE!"
Hearing her scream like that only made me want to fuck her harder and my biceps were flexing like mad as I powered her up and down my pole. Those lovely big boobs of hers started flopping up and down, and I opened my mouth to catch one, sucking on them as best I could as they bounced all around her chest.
Her ass hit the water with increasing force, sending little waves coursing through the surface of the pool. Hayley was so pent up that I had her on the brink already, and one last plunge was all it took to ignite the orgasm she'd so desperately needed. She clenched me tighter as I felt her cum and I held her at the base, feeling the muscles contract around every inch I possessed.
Her head shot up and she stared into my eyes, rewarding my efforts with one of the prettiest O-faces I'd seen in a very long time. I watched intently, enjoying the throes of climax and making sure it had ran its course before unleashing one of my own. My grip on her tightened and my fingers burrowed deep into her ass as I held her against me, succumbing to the sensations now surging through my entire body. Roaring up into the clear blue sky, I gave it to my guest with both fully loaded barrels, firing copiously into an aging womb that had yet to serve its intended purpose.
"Uh, fuck!" I panted. "Goddamn!"
A giddy smile stretched lazily across her face and her lips returned to mine, the last few drops of cum oozing into her molten snatch. I held her like that for several seconds, feeling her grip on me slowly start to loosen as our tongues entwined.
"Wow! You were definitely the right man to call," she said with a grin, returning to the line that she'd fed me over the phone.
It had been a few days since that call but you better believe I remembered her saying it. When Hayley Atwell regales you with a line like that you don't forget it in a hurry.
I flopped back into the water and the two of us separated, our bodies drifting slowly apart. Such rigorous activity in the afternoon sun had raised my temperature considerably, so the cool water was a godsend as it immersed my melting torso. We swam for a bit to cool off and I tried my hand at Hayley's backstroke. She made a joke about my dick looking like a snorkel as I cut through the water, and I replied with a gag of my own about her natural flotation devices.
We made out in the pool some more then returned to the loungers to soak up the last of the sun. Hayley went to refresh our drinks, and I towelled myself dry, applying a new layer of sunblock. My trunks were still in the pool so I opted to go without. Not like there were any neighbours around to see my junk. Hayley returned with a towel around her body and set our drinks down on the table. She ditched the towel and perched on the edge of her recliner, fetching her sunblock from beside her glass.
"Could you do my back?" she asked, peering back at me with a bat of her lashes.
"I'll do the rest of you too if you like." It had sounded dirtier than I had intended but Hayley didn't leap on the obvious gag. What can I say? She's a classy lady. Snorkel-dick joke aside.
"Well, I'm not going to say no to that."
I hopped down from my recliner and knelt on the floor at her feet. She handed me the sunblock and then sat back in her chair, sipping her drink as I got down to business. I started at her ankles, smearing the lotion into her skin and delighting in the muscletone as I moved past her calves and up to her thighs. I perched on the edge of the recliner and Hayley rested her feet on my lap, the sole of her right foot sliding smoothly along my shaft. I'd finally gone soft after the sex in the pool but the foot on my member awoke it with a start. I slid my hands up her thighs as her foot jerked me off, stopping just short of her pussy.



I skipped straight past her groin, drawing a playfully shocked gasp from my guest as I moved up to her tummy. Her foot slid off my shaft and the grin she gave me wasn't hard to interpret. Two can play that game. I was asking for it, truth be told, and I'm probably lucky she didn't use said foot to kick me square in the balls!
I stood up from the chair and motioned for her to lift her back. She sat up straight and I slotted in behind her, pouring out a fresh dollop of sunblock and smoothing it across her back. I slid my hands around and cupped her breasts, giving those hefty mounds a thorough going over. A soft whine fluttered from her lips and she turned her head, kissing me ravenously as I groped her chest. My dick was fully hard now and the crown started to poke into the crack of her ass. Hayley reached back and started jerking me off, applying perfect pressure with every delicate stroke.
"Put it between my tits," she said softly, eyes smouldering as our lips came apart.
I didn't need a second invitation. I leapt up from the recliner and hurried to the opposite end, Hayley laying back across the padding as I got into position. I parked my knees either side of her tummy, wedging them in beside the arms of the chair and slapped my dick down between her tits. Gathering them in my hands, I kneaded them gleefully as I pushed them together, wrapping them around my shaft. Hayley's breasts were the perfect size for sticking your dick between (provided, or course, that your dick is as big as mine). Big enough to fully enclose it, but not so large that it finished completely.
Keeping them squished firmly around the width of my shaft, I held them tight and started thrusting. Sunblock actually made for a surprisingly good lubricant, and my dick slid through her chestal chasm with minimal resistance. I looked down at the woman beneath me, watching as her eyelids fluttered, soft coos pouring from her full red lips. Arousal was surging through my shaft and she clearly relished the feeling of my member throbbing as it cut through her chest.
The head poked out from between her tits, precum leaking from the open slit. My dick was now coated with sunblock, so understably Hayley didn't want it in her mouth. But she was happy to let my helmet prod against her chin, sticky smears of precum left behind with each pelvic thrust. I hadn't fucked a good pair of tits in a while and I forgot how good it felt being ballsdeep in such a gorgeous rack. I was close to cumming already but I managed to fight the urge, and no matter how great her titties might have felt, I was dying to get back in that pussy.
Her boobs spilled from my grasp and Hayley took hold of them as I grabbed my rod. She was expecting me to spray her tits, so my guest was a little surprised when I moved down to the foot of the chair, giving off a little excited eek sound as I gripped her legs, spreading them far and wide. I nudged my crown against her puffy pink slit, the extra lubricant making entry even easier than before.
I slid straight down to the balls and held onto her thighs, gripping them firmly as the thrusting resumed. I was far too pent up for any kind of slow buildup and I was giving it to her hard from the very beginning. Her coos turned to moans and she fondled her tits with greater ferocity, even sucking on her own hard nipples as I went to town on her glorious snatch. It was fast and it was fiery; the true definition of a quickie. Hayley knew I was going to last long, so she was doing all she could to get herself off. Angling a tit up to her mouth with one hand, the other reached down and started strumming her clit, fingers a blur as they prodded her pleasure point.
"Oh, yes! That's it, love," Hayley purred, between sucks on her titty. "Come on. Give it to me!"
Her pussy was tight to begin with and only grew more so as the thrumming continued. Both of us were giving as good as we got, and it was difficult to tell which was harder- the grip of her pussy or the force of my thrusts. I lifted her legs and rested them against my chest, keeping them spread so she could play with her clit. Now my pelvis was clattering against the backs of her thighs, loud smacks carrying through my yard and beyond.
The sun was beating down on us and my chest was glistening with sweat as I threw myself into her, unperturbed by the stifling heat. Hayley felt incredible, looked even better too, and I would happily have given her my all if we were fucking on the surface of the sun. She frigged herself harder and her pussy responded, squeezing me tighter than words can describe.
"Oh, fuck! I'm gonna cum!" she squealed, her voice rising in both pitch and volume.
The look on her face during her previous climax had been sweet and serene, all fluttering flashes and puckered red lips. But this time it was nothing of the sort, and those usually stunning facial features were violently contorted as the quake of orgasm rocked her buxom frame. I remained inside her, thrusting in earnest until the tremors subsided. Now it was my turn, and while cumming inside her earlier had felt nothing short of spectacular, those lovely big tits of hers were just begging to be finished on.
Wrenching myself from the grip of her snatch, I scurried desperately across the recliner, jerking it wildly as I knelt above her chest. My balls were fit to burst and all it took was the slightest stroke to empty my scrotum complemetly. Hot spurts of cum shot forth from the hole in my dick, leaving thick ropes streaked across her giant cans.
"Ooh, yeah!" Hayley purred, grinning as the cum struck her chest. "How's that for some lotion?"
I laughed, carefully palming my tender rod.
"Better wash this off before it gives me tan marks."
I hopped down from the recliner and offered Hayley a hand to help her up. We took a quick skinny dip then went back inside as the sun began to set, taking a shower to wash off the chlorine smell. It started off innocently enough, but when Hayley started to soap up her titties I couldn't fight the urge to shove my dick in between them. After an extended stay beneath the shower head, we returned to my room to towel ourselves dry and Hayley suggested dressing up for a sit down dinner.
I gave her a kiss goodbye and she went to her room to get herself ready. I picked out my best pair of pants, my crispest shirt and my buffest pair of brogues, selected my finest cologne and ran some pomade through my hair. I was ready first, as was often the case, and headed to the kitchen to get started on dinner. I diced some chicken and chopped up some veggies for a stir fry, my standard first date special. I fried up the chicken and was just about to add in the veggies when Hayley came and found me, distracting me from the contents of my wok.
She'd squeezed her busty frame into a beautiful sparkly silver dress that hugged her curves and put her famous assets on full display. Her makeup had been done to perfection and her silky brown locks dangled elegantly over one of her sculpted shoulders.
"Jeez!" I said, nearly ruining dinner entirely as I gawped at her gorgeous figure.
Hayley smiled and sidled up close, planting a soft kiss upon my lips. I wrapped an arm around her, relishing in the feel of her body against mine. I went in for another kiss but was quickly rebuffed, and a hand on my face turned it back towards the stove.
"Eyes on the prize, big boy," Hayley warned. "I don't want to be eating charcoal for dinner."
"Then you shouldn't have worn that dress," I quipped, eliciting a giggle from my celebrity guest.
"Maybe I oughta go and fetch us some wine. Before this kitchen goes up in flames."
"I think you better."
Hayley laughed again and gave me another little kiss. I dumped in some soy sauce and gave the pan a stir, though the sight of her ass swinging back and forth as she left the room did little to aid my concentration. She returned shortly after with a bottle of Italian white and poured us a couple of glasses. We fooled around a little while I finished up dinner, Hayley doing her best not to distract me too much, which again was difficult with her choice of attire.
By some miracle, my stir fry ended up edible and I fixed us a couple of plates that we took through to the dining table. Mealtime conversation progressed from the getting-to-know-you stuff from the backyard and onto the subject of cuisine, with Hayley listing her favourite foods from across the globe. This segued into travel and my guest regaled me with her globetrotting exploits before quizzing me on my own. Had I been here? Had I been there? How about here? What about there? I replied with a polite string of 'no''s, admitting shamefully that I'd never left the States.
Hayley found this amusing. "Oh, you Yanks and your travel habits. Well, I think we're going to have to fix that, aren't we?"
"Absolutely," I replied, almost as a reflex. Travelling had never been too high on my agenda, especially since opening this place. Everything I needed was right on my doorstep. But honestly I'd make a pilgrimage to Timbuktu if this woman was gonna be there.
We finished up dinner and I offered her dessert.
"Hmm, don't think my trainer would like that much. I've already had too much booze," she admitted, taking a swig of her wine.
"Well, at least you're burning off the calories."
Hayley laughed. "True. I've got a half a bottle to burn off now," she said with a suggestive smirk.
"Then maybe we oughta get to it."
Her grin grew wider. "May-be." She drained the rest of her glass. "My room or yours?"
"Yours has a bathtub."
"Well, mine it is then. We could open that bubbly?" That's what Brits call champagne. She'd brought a bottle with her and stashed in the fridge upon arrival.
"More calories, huh?"
"More to burn off."
I took our plates back to the kitchen, swapping them for the champagne and a pair of flutes. Hayley was waiting by the bar and she took my hand, leading me across to her room. She went straight for the ensuite and I heard the running of water as I popped the champagne. I poured a couple of glasses and handed one to Hayley.
"Why, thank you," she said, moving in close, her body mere inches from mine.
"Bottoms up," I said.
"Cin cin," my guest replied, clinking my glass with her own.
We each took a sip, the sharp bubbles stinging my taste buds.
"Mmm," I said, attempting to sound refined. "A fine choice."
"I've made a few good choices lately," Hayley said. Her brown eyes twinkled and if looks could fuck I'd be adding another notch to my bedpost. "Back in a mo." Short for moment. I was really getting a handle on this British slang.
She handed me her glass and hurried off to the bathroom to turn off the faucets. Good job she remembered. If it were up to me (distracted yet again) the place would have looked like Atlantis. Hayley returned and retrieved her glass.
"Water's a little warm," she declared, taking a sip of her drink.
"Then maybe we oughta let it cool a little," I suggested.
"Hmm," she grinned, cocking a manicured brow. "And how are we gonna do that?"
"I've got a few ideas."
I put a finger to her chin, angling her face towards mine. I leaned in slowly and my lips touched hers, tongue pushing softly into her mouth. Hayley reciprocated, and soon our tongues were tied in a knot. We were both still holding our drinks, but our other hands were free to explore. And explore they very much did. Mine began at her hip, sliding around slowly until it cupped her ass, fingers enjoying the unyielding muscle. Hayley's started at my chest and migrated downwards, stopping at the lump in my pants.
Our lips came apart and Hayley did something with our drinks. Not sure what; she could have tossed them on the floor for all I cared. She returned with both hands free and her lips had found a new target. Undoing my shirt a button at a time, she left light kisses along my neck, moving past my collarbone and down to my chest. She continued south, kissing to my abs as she lowered herself slowly, freeing buttons as she went. Her knees hit the carpet and I slipped off my shirt as her hands went to my belt, unbuckling in one smooth motion. Unhooking the clasp, she slid her fingers under the waistband of my boxers, the pressure from my hardon unzipping the fly all by itself.
"Wow! Magic!" she said with a laugh.
My pants fell and I grinned back at her as she kissed my groin, just above my trimmed batch of pubes. She lowered my waistband slowly, her lips leaving kisses along the shaft as she revealed it inch by inch. She tugged it past the crown and her lips came open, catching it in her mouth as my dick sprung free. Her hands went to my hips and her eyes found mine, gazing up at me as she bobbed her head. Her mouth was warm and wet, and she was drooling copiously as she started blowing me, bathing my crown in spittle. Her lips pushed past the head and I could feel her tongue against the underside, writhing gently as she took me deeper.
I tilted my head back, unleashing a moan towards the second floor as she started sucking, coaxing out precum from the open tip. Her cheeks hollowed inward, forming a vacuum seal around my shaft as the spit kept swirling, soaking my member in copious volume. Her mouth felt incredible and my dick was throbbing already. Blood was flooding my shaft, drawn by the powerful suction that the orifice provided. Her lips went deeper, my dick blocking the moans now trying to escape as I pulsed against her tongue.
She clearly loved giving head, the enjoyment of a man's arousal a clear sign of an accomplished cocksucker. And the more I throbbed, the harder she sucked me, her efforts rewarded with a fresh flow of precum that leaked from my tip like a sieve. Her head bobbed faster, lips puckering delightfully as they bore down on the base of my shaft. One more pass and they were glued to the hilt, hands gripping my thighs as she held me inside her.
"Oh, Jesus!" I groaned, my knees nearly buckling as the tip touched her tonsils.
She held me there for as long as she could, only expelling when her gag reflex told her to. Pushing against my thighs, her lips slid along the length of my shaft, leaving a thick coat of spittle in their wake as they slipped past the twitching crown.
"Goodness!" Hayley gasped, sucking in lungfuls of air. "I've never sucked one that big before."
"Coulda fooled me," I said with a grin, drawing a chuckle from my red-faced guest.
She rose to her feet and kissed me, spit still smeared around her lips.
"Aren't you gonna finish me off?" I asked, my balls already turning blue.
She shook her head. "Mm-mm. We don't want that water getting cold now, do we?" She turned on her heels, brushing hair from her neck as she peered back over her shoulder. "Now, unzip me."
I removed my remaining clothing then did as instructed, unclipping the clasp at her neck and letting her dress fall down to her ass. I dropped to my knees and lowered it the rest of the way, leaving her in her sheer black panties. Those came down too and I grabbed her meaty butt cheeks, shoving my face in between them.
"OH!" she yelped, and though I couldn't see anything, I could picture the shocked expression etched across her face as I burrowed into her ass crack.
I pushed those thick cheeks up around my face, that cooling bath water naught but a distant memory as my tongue worked wonders on her clit. A hand gripped tight to the back of my head, holding me deep in her crevice. I was buried to the ears and my oxygen supply was pretty much nil. But did I let that stop me? Fuck no, and I licked her with a zeal and fervour that I could tell she hadn't experienced in a very long time.
"Mmm, fuck!" she squealed. "Yes, love! That's it. Right there. Don't stop!"
Heat was radiating from between her cheeks and I could feel her moisture oozing across my nose and lip as I tongued her furiously. Her legs began to shake and I curled my arms around her to keep her steady, licking without mercy. I had her on the verge in a matter of minutes, and tempting thought it was to leave her hanging there like she did to me, my thirst for those sweet, sweet juices just could not be ignored. She gripped a handful of hair, tugging at it roughly as pleasure overcame her.
"Oh, God! Yes, keep going. You're gonna make me cum!"
I dug in deep, tonguing at her clit with fierce determination, not stopping until I achieved my goal. A shriek flew forth and moments later my taste buds were ignited as a warm gush of fluid poured across my tongue. Her grip weakened and I fought my way out from between her butt cheeks, rising to my feet before her climax had even ceased. Keeping her ass spread, I pressed my dick up against her slit, steering it in with an assertive push.
"Oh, JESUS!" she yelped, flinging locks of chestnut hair across my face as she threw her head back, mewling towards the ceiling.
I held her against me and started slamming into her, those juicy ass cheeks cushioning each blow. My hands reached up and grabbed her tits, mauling them vigorously as she turned to face me, devouring my mouth with her own. The earlier blowjob had left me throbbing, so if I was going to get her off before I did, I was going to have to resort to some pretty drastic measures. Keeping a hand clutched firmly to her chest, the other slid along her tight, toned midriff until it found her clit, thrumming aggressively as I continued to thrust.
A deep groan passed from her mouth to mine and her pussy tightened, squeezing my dick like a ligature. Her body went limp and she threw her arms back around my neck to steady herself as I kept on thrusting, driving myself into her with increasing force. Soon I was going full pelt and the already loud smacks rose in volume as my pelvis beat down on her ass. Ripples were coursing through body and I felt those huge boobs jiggle as I held her tight, punishing her pussy with merciless thrusts. The moans grew louder and muffling those sounds with my mouth was no longer going to cut it. I wanted to hear her and I pried my lips from her own, allowing her to make as much noise as her libido required. Which, it turned out, was a heck of a freakin' lot!
"Oh, fuck yes! Fuck me!" she squealed, her face just inches from mine. "Gimme that big fucking dick!"
Her words delighted me, and hearing such filth spouted in such a posh and refined-sounding voice only made it that bit hotter. I had her on the ropes now and I pummelled her pussy with little restraint before delivering the finishing blow. Driving to the hilt one final time, I remained inside her as I rubbed her clit, drawing a loud scream from my bested opponent.
"Oh, God! Fuck! I'm fucking cumming! I'm cumming on your COOOCCCKKK!!!"
I clung to my load for dear life as she tightened further, her inner walls clenching harder by the second. I held off for as long as I could but I was fighting a losing battle, those powerful muscles breaking down my walls of resistance. Moving my hands to her hips, I gripped the actress tight as I admitted defeat, blasting rope after rope of piping hot jism deep into innards.
"FUUUCCCKKK!" I yelled, holding her against me until my sack had been emptied. I think we'll call that a tie.
We remained like that for a minute or so, sharing deep breaths until her arms slid down from my shoulders and she turned to face me, my dick popping free from her pussy. She pressed her body against me and a hand went to the back of my head, guiding me down for a kiss.
"Think it's cooled down by now?" she quipped and I laughed as I refilled our glasses.
Hayley took me by the hand and opened the bathroom door, revealing a tub that was brimming with bubbles. The water had cooled considerably, but it was nothing the hot faucet couldn't sort out. Hayley tied up her hair and climbed in first. I handed her our drinks then followed her in, slotting in behind with her back up against my torso. We sipped our drinks and she turned to kiss me, our hands clutched tight beneath the surface.



We made out for a few minutes then I took both our drinks, setting them down on a nearby table. I shifted back a little and rested against the edge of the tub, Hayley laying back against my chest, water up to her chin. We stayed like that for a while, enjoying the warmth of the tub until I gathered a bottle of body wash from the edge of the bath and offered to wash her. Of course Hayley accepted and she moved back a little in the water until her shoulders were above the surface. I started there, squeezing out a palmful of fragrant liquid and rubbing it into her shoulders and neck. Hayley loved it and let out a series of little satisfied coos as she enjoyed the finesse of my touch.
We both knew what was coming next and Hayley shifted back a bit more, raising her chest from the water. I squeezed out a fresh dose of body wash and got straight down to work, massaging her huge breasts and coating them in scented foam. I still couldn't get over how great they felt and I gave those lovely big boobs a thorough going over; squeezing and groping and enjoying their flawless shape. Hayley liked it too and her moans grew louder as I kneaded her tits like two lumps of dough, teasing her nipples with my fingers. Turning her head to the side, our eyes met for a moment before I leaned in closer, ravaging her mouth once more.
Hayley broke the kiss and turned to face me, planting her knees on the bottom of the tub. I did the same and she took my face in her hands, kissing me with renewed intensity. My hands went straight for her breasts, caressing them tenderly until our lips came apart.
"Up," she said simply, patting the edge of the tub.
I needed no further instruction and parked my ass exactly where she indicated, water dripping from my cock as I emerged from the water. The tub had a wide edge and I was able to sit there comfortably with my back against the wall tiles. Hayley knelt before me in the water, half her ass submerged as she took command of the bottle of body wash. Holding my dick at the base, she gave the bottle a hearty squeeze, extracting a generous portion that trickled down onto my tip. The liquid dripped down the length of my shaft, lubing it thoroughly for whatever was to come.
She wrapped her tits around my goo-soaked wang and started working them along the shaft, water splashing up the walls of the tub as she bobbed in the foamy depths. Body wash made for a more than effective lubricant and the goo turned to foam as her titties caressed my pole. She started slowly, squeezing them tightly and jiggling them along my shaft, spreading the foam across every inch. But the pace soon quickened and it wasn't long before my buxom guest was jerking me off like her life depended on it.
Hopping and bouncing in the water, she slid her tits up and down my pole, loud *PLAP* sounds ringing around the room as the soapy undersides smacked against my pelvis. My head fell back against the tiles and I gazed down at the woman beneath me, groaning softly as she beat me off. Those boobs around my dick felt truly phenomenal, and the soapy coat of makeshift lube allowed her to work them along my shaft with consummate ease.
Hayley grinned at me, staring a hole through me with those big brown eyes as she kicked things up a notch, bouncing her tits off my groin with greater ferocity. A tempest was raging and every pass she took sent torrents of bubbly water pouring over the edge of the tub. My cock was throbbing more violently than ever and beads of precum started to leak from the slit, merging with the foam now smeared across my entire helmet.
Hayley squeezed tighter, the wet, squelchy titfuck sounds growing louder by the second. It was more than I could handle and I gripped the sides of the tub, nearly denting the porcelain as her huge sets of tits nearly spanked me into a coma. Resistance was futile, and as those huge, weighty tits kept slapping my groin, I gave into the sensations now surging through my every inch. One last blow and the volcano erupted, a geyser of creamy, hot magma firing up into the air and raining back down onto the tops of her titties. The jerking slowed and a contented smile spread across her face as I continued to spew, cum pumping from the tip and gushing down into her cleavage. Her grip eased and my dick came free, flinging thin strings of spunk down into the water as it sprung from between her tits.
"Fuck," I panted.
My muscles had turned to jelly and I allowed myself to slide off the edge of the tub. I hit the surface with a loud splash, sending another foamy waterfall spilling over the sides and onto the bathroom floor. Hayley chuckled, looking mightily pleased with herself as she peered at her chest, thick dollops of spunk now slopping down towards her midriff. She fell back into the bubbles, allowing the water to wash all the cum from her chest as her boobs sank beneath the surface.
Hayley replenished the tub with a fresh burst of hot water and then sat back against my chest. We stayed like that for a while, sharing the occasional kiss as we finished our now quite flat champagne. Not much was said and both of us were happy just to enjoy the feel each other and the heat of the bathtub.
Once we'd finished our drinks, the kissing became more regular and it wasn't long before the two of us were connected at the mouth once more. Hayley yanked the plug from its hole using just a foot- a clear indicator that she was done with the constraints of the tub. We climbed out of the bath and grabbed a pair of towels, drying ourselves quickly as we returned to the room.
We went straight to the bed and my oral talents got a further airing as I tongued her to climax in a matter of minutes. We fucked in missionary and she came again before we rolled over into spoons, finishing up with doggystyle and a particularly verile cumshot that was fired across her sculpted back. We took a short break then did it a couple more times, finally passing out when our collective energy levels dropped down into the negative digits.
*
I slept in late the following morning, finally waking at close to 11am. I turned slowly in my king size bed, expecting my bleary eyes to fall upon locks of chestnut hair. Or better yet, a world class cleavage, poking out from the top of the sheet. But instead there was...nothing. Just an empty pillow, the groove of her head still sunk into the expensive filling. Curious. Morning sex was very popular at my establishment (as was just about any other kind of sex), and it was rare for a woman to emerge from the sheets without cumming a couple of times first. I was rock hard, as I often was first thing in the morning (and throughout most of the day, to be honest), and to wake up in an empty bed was more than a little disappointing. That said, I had a pretty good idea where Hayley might be and was quietly confident that AM intercourse may still be on the cards.
I hopped out of bed, took a leak and went off to find my guest. Emerging from the guest room, I could hear Carly Rae Jepsen's Emotion album playing somewhere down the hall. I knew Hayley was a CRJ fan from a certain leaked video that I definitely didn't watch- ahem- and suspected my instincts may have been right. I went to my room to brush my teeth and throw on some clothes, then headed in the direction of the music. Just as I'd thought, it was coming from the gym, so I poked my head around the doorframe and there she was, completing a set on the pec deck.
"Ah, there you are, sleepyhead," she panted, clocking me in the doorway as she did her reps.
"Morning," I replied as I entered the room. "Making use of the facilities, I see."
"Mmhmm. Hope you don't mind. PT's got me on a pretty strict programme."
She was kitted out in ultra-tight fitting spandex, her skin was shining with sweat, and every rep she completed thrust out those fantastic tits in the most enticing way possible. So, no, I didn't mind. I didn't mind at all.
"So I see. Need a spotter?"
"Sure."
She finished up her set on the pec deck, and I observed her exemplary gym etiquette (and a couple of other things too) as she wiped her sweat from the handles. Next she hit the bench press and I stood over her as she pumped her iron. Just to examine her form, of course, and definitely not so I could stare at her tits from above.
Then she went on the treadmill and I took up position beside it so I could work the controls. She started slowly, what roughly equated to a hike in the hills, and I enjoyed the sight of her asscheeks moving as she climbed the imaginary slope. Then she kicked things up a notch, progressing to a brisk jog and saying 'higher' when she wanted me to up the ante. Her tits began to flop up and down, and I'll admit a few of her directions might have passed me by as I gawked at her bouncing chest. Eventually she began to tire and singalled for me to stop. I pushed the button and the treadmill slowed to a standstill.
"Whew!" she whistled, panting heavily as she fetched her towel.
"Good workout?" I asked, handing her some water to hydrate herself.
"Uh huh. Nice little setup you've got here. Was that a sauna I saw next door?"
A grin stretched across my face. I liked where this was going. "It was. Want me to show you how it works?"
"Pfft!" she scoffed. "Fuck that. You're coming in too!"
Her sweaty body pressed against mine and she pulled me in for a kiss. A hand reached down and grabbed her ass, glutes still flexing from her workout. She pried her lips from mine and took me by the hand, leading me through to the room next door. We stripped off our clothes and went inside. Hayley took a seat on the bench as I adjusted the settings and the stones began to heat up. I joined her on the bench as the room began to fill with steam, the heat soaring to a balmy 150.
Hayley straddled me and she took my face in her hands as the kissing resumed. I ran my hands down her back, fingers gliding smoothly across her pale, wet flesh. Sweat started to bead on my skin and soon my body was as shiny as hers. The kissing intensified as she ground against me, the temperature rising in more ways than one. I lifted her slightly as I rose from the bench, lips still locked together as I set her down on the wood. I leaned over her as I left her lips behind, moving down to her neck and chest.
Collecting them in my hands, I immersed myself deeply in her glorious tits, licking sweat from the valley between. As you can probably imagine, I stayed there for a while, moulding her boobs with my hands and licking and sucking at both of her nipples. Continuing south, I kissed along her midriff, her body getting warmer as I edged towards the epicentre. Settling on my knees, I pushed her thighs up onto my shoulders and curled my arms around them, holding her tight as I dove into her molten core.
I started at the slit, sliding my tongue along it slowly and lapping up a cocktail of sweat and arousal. Moving upwards, I set up camp at the nub of her clit, remaining there for the entire duration. I felt her button stiffen as my tongue spun a spiral around it, heat emitting from the hole underneath. She wasn't as fresh as the night before, but I still enjoyed the flavour- every drop of clammy arousal a delight to the senses.
Hayley was loving it, her features changing as a thick fog of steam began to engulf us. A hand reached down and grabbed at my head, holding me right where she wanted me. Fingers combed through my hair, locks that had dampened from the humid conditions. I felt her thighs start to shake and her core tightened as my tongue did its thing, swishing and swirling around her sensitive clit.
She was close now, that much was clear, and I decided to add a little something to push her over the edge. Wetting two fingers, I rubbed them against her slit, lubing them further before I pushed them inside. I curled them towards her belly button, finding her g-spot in record-quick time. Her hidden pleasure point was wildly engorged and I jabbed at it repeatedly as I buried my fingers to the knuckle, tongue still tending to her clit. It worked like a charm and a few sharp prods were all that was needed to spark the inevitable climax.
"Oh, fuck!" Hayley shrieked. "Yes, yes, yes!"
Her pussy tightened, clamping so firmly around my probing digits that I wondered if I'd ever get them back. Clawing a fistful of wet, sweaty locks, she tugged them sharply as my tongue kept swirling, licking her through the throes of climax. Fluid gushed from deep within her, soaking my fingers as they massaged her g-spot. A string of squeals sailed forth from her lips, with a final high-pitched scream signalling that she'd reached her peak.
Her walls began to loosen and I slowly retrieved the two long digits that were drenched in her stickly arousal. I returned to the bench and Hayley mounted me, resting her knees on the expensive wood. She reached back and gripped my cock, then rubbed the tip against her slit, grinning as she felt it twitch. She held it at the base and eased herself onto it, lips sliding past the swell of my crown.
My hands went up and grabbed her tits, pushing them together as I pushed my face in between them. I licked along the curve of her breast, lapping up sweat until my tongue touched a nipple. Hayley sunk to the base of my cock and remained there as I sucked her, worshipping those gorgeous tits. Switching back and forth from one large breast to the next, I felt each nipple grow between my lips, her pussy reacting with a tightening grip around my shaft.
My hands moved down to her ass and a tit spilled from my lips, falling back into place as my mouth returned to hers. I kissed her passionately as she started riding me, fingers digging into her asscheeks as I helped her along my length. Her thighs began to crash against my own, meaty ass globes jiggling in the palms of my hands. She was riding me hard, impaling herself on all eight inches and she started to moan into my mouth as my tip touched her cervix.
Her lips left mine and she hopped onto her feet, performing textbook squats as she worked her pussy along the span of my shaft. Her back straightened and her arms curled around my shoulders, keeping herself steady as she bounced on my lap. My face was now level with her chest and I stared at those huge, heavy tits, occasionally catching one between my lips as they flopped around before me.
"Oh, God," she groaned. "Fuck, you're so big!"
Gazing ahead at those lovely, full breasts, I could have said the exact same thing. But it was no time for jokes and I simply tongued at a nipple as her tits flew past my face, moving my hands to her hips as her ass beat down on my thighs. Deep, heavy breaths started to pour out from above me as she rode me harder, using my dick like a sextoy to get herself off. Each and every pass sent her right to the hilt and her insides seemed to grip me harder with every passing second.
Sinking to the base one final time, Hayley remained there as her orgasm overtook her and she squeezed my dick so tightly that I almost joined her. I held her tight against me, utilising every ounce of willpower I possessed to keep from firing straight up her snatch. But Hayley wasn't making it easy, and the intense look of pleasure etched across her features and the heavenly sounds spewing from between her lips only added to my torment. Finally, and to my great relief, the sensations began to subside and Hayley relinquished her vice-like grip. Her euphoric expression gave way to a sweet smile of satisfaction and those lovely breathy coos became fewer and further between.
She took a moment to compose herself then rose from my lap, giving my dick one final squeeze as the head popped free from her pussy. Setting her feet down on the steam room floor, she leaned forward at the waist, resting her hands on the bench as she stuck her ass out behind her. She dipped her head towards my groin and wrapped her lips around my helmet. Finding the slit with the tip of her tongue, she lapped at the puddle of precum, extracting every last drop. She slid her lips down the length of my shaft, slurping up the fluids that were smeared across every inch.
"Ugh, fuck!" I groaned, resting my head against the wall as she went down deeper, lips edging closer to the base of my cock.
The sound of sucking soon filled the room and all I could see was her ponytail rising and falling as she showed my dick who's boss. A hand went wandering and I cupped a swinging breast, caressing it gently as she worked me over. A few more bobs of that pretty brunette head and her lips were puckered at the hilt, my crown twitching at the back of her throat. She kept me there for close to a minute, then withdrew to the tip, spit dripping to the root of my shaft.
She caught her breath then went back for more, sinking to the base in a single motion. I couldn't believe what I was seeing. I'd encountered some formidable cocksuckers in my time, but nobody quite like her. A talent like this comes around once in a lifetime and I relished every moment that I spent between her lips. Every slurp and suck, delivered with gusto and at optimum pressure. Every swirl of her tongue around my bulging pink helmet. Every lap at the veiny underside. Every plunge to the base, each more effortless than the last. Her final descent was met with a violent spasm and Hayley pried me from the depths of her gullet before I lost my load inside it.
"Uh huh," she said, lightly stroking my tender schlong. "Not yet, love."
Rising to her feet, she turned to face the sauna door, backing up that heart-shaped booty. Gripping my dick at the base, I pointed in the direction of her pussy as that beautiful backside slowly descended upon it. The crown touched her lips and both of us groaned as it slipped inside, the warmth and width of our respective parts pleasing one another to the highest degree. I put my hands down at my sides, gripping onto the edge of the bench as Hayley lowered herself down my pole, her tight pussy swallowing inch after inch.
She placed her hands on her thighs, bending her knees slightly as she worked her body back and forth, sliding her pussy up and down my dick. The buildup was gradual but it wasn't long before my buxom guest was riding me like a rodeo, slamming those juicy buttcheeks into my groin as she took my dick to the hilt. Hayley was in complete control and I had no choice but to sit back and take it, watching those ass globes rise and fall above me at an ever-increasing pace.
"Mmm! Yeah! Yeah! Yeah! Yeah!" Hayley gasped, punctuating each word with a hard smack upon my burning crotch.
Her asscheeks rippled as they struck my pelvis and the urge to latch my hands onto those peachy spheres was simply too great to resist. Fingers dug into her thick twin orbs and before I knew it I was guiding her motions, steering her ass from bellend to base. Her taut inner walls contracted further and her pussy squeezed tighter with every descent. Moving my hands to her thighs, I gripped them hard and pulled her into me, allowing those asscheeks to pummel my groin.
My balls were bulging and I sought to fit in one more position before another satisfied customer was sent on her merry way. My hands migrated to her hips and I rose to my feet, standing my guest up straight as I slotted in behind her, still deeply embedded in her balmy insides. Curling my arms around her trembling frame, I held her steady as I started thrusting, driving into her with all my remaining energy. One hand grabbed a titty, groping it eagerly while the other went down to her clit, thrumming with little restraint. It drove the actress wild and she turned her head to the side as I dicked her senseless, my mouth finding hers and muting the loud screams that had filled the expanse of the sauna.
Now she was putty in my hands and our tongues tousled aggressively as I threw myself into her, giving her all I had. I strummed her clit with expert precision, and it was clear from the moans and groans that both of her two main pleasure points were being vigorously stimulated. Her lips broke free from my own and she stared back at me with wide, unblinking eyes.



"Don't stop," she instructed sternly. "Don't stop until you make me cum."
I gave a simple nod and Hayley turned to face the door, wanting no distractions from the body-quaking pleasure that was soon to come. Throwing her arms back around my neck, she braced herself for impact as I delivered a sharp burst of intensely violent slams deep into Haley's pussy. My fingers worked their magic on her throbbing pink clit and a high-pitched scream flew forth from the bowels of her throat, echoing around the sauna from one wooden wall to the next.
"OH, FUUUCCCKKK!!! YYYEEESSS!!!"
Sheathing myself to the hilt for the very last time, I concentrated fully on the actress' clit, thrumming it wildly and prolonging the ecstasy for as long as was humanly possible. The contractions that squeezed me through the duration of her orgasm were almost unbearable, and how I managed to retain my load during such an onslaught I honestly do not know. It took her a while to recover but when she did my buxom guest was as ravenous as ever, and she dropped to her knees before me as I palmed my rod, jerking like a man possessed.
Cupping her boobs in her still very shaky hands, she held them up as I pulled my prong, inviting- no, ordering- me to glaze them with the contents of my balls.
"Mmm, yes," she purred, giving her titties an enticing jiggle. "Do it, love. Shoot that load for me. All over my tits, baby. Come on. Give it to me."
No further encouragement was needed. Jerking furiously, I trained my dick on that incredible set of breasts and unloaded all over them, drenching both cans with countless streaks of burning jism. But I wasn't done yet and as the stroking continued, I recalibrated my aim and fired again, shooting the last of my load over her lips and chin.
"Oh, wow!" she said simply, licking the cum from around her mouth.
She took my cock in her hands and put her lips to the tip, sucking out the final few drops. Her eyes gazed upwards and she grinned, giving my tender prick a few last torturous strokes. I retrieved my rod then sat down beside her, exchanging tired smiles as we basked in the heat and humidity.
Finally dragging ourselves from the warmth of the sauna, we went back to my room to take a shower. Hayley washed the cum from her tits and since they were all nice and soapy, it would have been remiss of me not to stick my dick in between them one last time. And not fucking her again before she left? Well that would have been just plain rude.
We left the shower, drying and dressing ourselves, then I went to Hayley's room with her and helped her with her things. I wheeled her suitcase out to her car and we kissed each other goodbye. She was in the States for a few more weeks and said she'd love to pay me another visit before she headed home. I said she was welcome anytime and she gave me a hug, saying that she'd recommend me to all of her friends. And given her involvement with Marvel Studios, that was a very exciting prospect.
She climbed into her car, blowing me a kiss as I waved her off. I went back inside and had just settled in front of the TV when my phone started ringing. I went to answer it and a familiar voice greeted me with a warm "hello".
"Miss Chastain," I said with a grin, "I've been expecting you."
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"Mmm, yes! That's it, Lizzie!" Madison purrs, her voice light and breathy. "Lick that pussy, girl!"
I look up from between her thighs. Her eyes are closed, unspeakable pleasure etched across her gorgeous face. She paws at her bust, perky breasts heaving with each new breath. I'm lying flat on my stomach, arms wrapped around my cousin's thighs as I munch on her coochie. Beyond me is her sister, Lauren. Sat on the floor at the foot of the bed, her head is rested on the mattress, that skilled, wet tongue lapping at my hard little clit.
Thin beams of morning sunlight are pouring in through the gaps in the curtains. Clothes are strewn across the floor; practically torn from our bodies the night before as we flooded into our bedroom. Turns out I was wrong in my prediction of the previous evening. I did get some sleep, after all. Some, but not a lot. What time it was when we eventually passed out, I honestly couldn't say. But it had to be close to sunup.
We were all over each other as we piled into the room, ripping skimpy clothing from each other's bodies. Madison pulled down my panties and pushed me down on the bed, burrowing between my thighs. Lauren quickly whipped off her undies and sat down on my face, smothering me with her wet pink pussy. That was how it started and before the night was up my two cousins had introduced me to all kinds of weird and wonderful things. Sexual acts and positions that I hadn't even known existed.
At one point, I was laid on my back and Lauren slid up between my legs, pressed her snatch against mine and started grinding against it! This is called tribbing apparently. Or scissoring. Lauren called it one thing, Madison called it the other. Well, whatever it was called, I've gotta say it was freakin' hot! I came from that. Twice actually. And we switched straight from that to a 69, Lauren licking my pussy, while Madison stuck her face between my buttcheeks and started licking my ass! I came from that too. Three times.
In fact, I barely stopped cumming. And by the time we'd finally fallen asleep, my orgasm tally must have hit the double digits! So yeah, I did get some sleep but only a little, and just a couple of short hours later I was awoken by Madison, screaming loudly as her sister ate her sweet pussy beside me. And what did I do? Why, I joined in, of course! And in a matter of minutes I was screaming too, as I sat atop my cousin's face like a queen on her throne.
There. Now you're all caught up. Happy? I certainly am. In fact, being sandwiched between my two twin cousins is causing me more joy than I could have possibly imagined. Every guy at my school would have literally killed to be in my position. I know because I used to hear them say that almost every day. Sometimes they'd add that me, Katy and Sam could join in too if we liked. Well maybe I'll get to experience that before the weekend's up. Only without some asshole jock and his stupid dick ruining it for everyone.
Anyway, both Madison and myself are on the verge of yet another pair of orgasms when we are suddenly and rudely interrupted. The door swings open and a familiar voice addresses us from the entryway.
"OK, girls, you can stop fucking now. It's breakfast time."
"Oh, morning, Kate," says Lauren, looking back at my sister, her sticky lips curled up in a grin. "Care to join us?"
Katy thinks for a moment and then declines. "No, come on, girls. Nana will be mad if you miss breakfast."
She turns on her heels and marches off down the hall. Me and the twins finish each other off and pull on our PJs, heading down the stairs hand-in-hand-in-hand.
We go on through to the lounge where everyone is waiting for us, a breakfast of pancakes, fruit and cereals laid out across the dining table.
"Ah, morning, girls," says Nana. "Glad you could join us."
Nana was the only one who slept alone last night and boy, does it show. In fact, other than the twins' and my two to three hours, she looks like she's the only one who's slept at all, and is as warm and bubbly as ever as she pours syrup over a fat stack of pancakes. My mom, my aunt, my sister and Sam, on the other hand, look like death warmed over, an unsightly mess of knotted hair, smeared makeup and bleary red eyes. Sam and Katy were definitely fucking all night. I know 'cause I heard them through the wall. And by the looks of things, my mom and her sister were too.
Me and the twins join the others at the table and I fix myself a bowl of Fruit Loops.
"So," says Nana, taking a sip of her coffee, "who had fun last night?"
"I did," Sam declares, looking across at me and winking a mascara-smudged eye.
"Well yeah, we know that, Sam," says Aunt Lori. "I've never seen you cum like that before. Even that time I licked your asshole while the twins shared your pussy!"
"Well, what can I say?" Sam grins. "The newbie's a natural."
There's that nickname again. I've gotta say, I don't mind it. Actually, I think it's pretty hot! And it's accurate too, 'cause that's exactly what I am. The fresh meat, here to serve the women of the family. And damn, am I gonna!
"She sure is," my mom adds, smiling with pride. It's like my first A+ all over again.
"So what are we doing today, Nana?" Lauren enquiries, ladling up some fresh sliced fruit and dumping it into her bowl.
"Well, the first thing you girls are doing is showering and getting yourselves looking nice."
Aunt Lori gasps. "Mom! Are you telling me you don't like me like this?!" she exclaims, tossing her tousled hair over shoulder and fluttering her skewed false lashes.
"Well I don't like your breath like that, Lori, that's for sure!" my grandmother quips, drawing hoots of laughter from all around the table.
"Now, now, mother," Aunt Lori returns. "What kind of way is that to talk about your daughter's pussy?!" she adds, leaning across to my mom and squeezing one of her tits.
We all laugh again.
"Anyway, once you girls are ready we'll have lunch. Then we'll play a few rounds of The Game."
Everyone coos in excitement. Everyone except me, of course. 'Cause I don't have a clue what game they're talking about.
"The Game?" I ask.
"You'll see," Madison grins.
That figures. Not sure why I expected any other answer.
We remain at the breakfast table from one hour and into the next, regaling one another with tales of the night before. And the morning after. Unlike Katy and the twins who are mostly straight outside of my grandmother's home, Sam is a full on lesbian. A 'gold star', as she puts it. Not really sure what that means but it sounds pretty cool. Anyway, she has a girlfriend at college and Katy is taking much delight in telling us about a particularly eventful Zoom call between the two of them earlier this morning.
"So there she is, chatting away to this Abi chick, and I'm getting super bored and I'm still really horny, so what do I do? Climb under the desk and start eating her pussy!"
"Oh my God!" laughs Aunt Lori.
"That's my girl!" my mother adds with a grin.
"So, this Abi girl's all, 'I love you, babe,' right when Sam's about to cum."
"And what did you do, Sam?" I ask.
"I'll tell you what she did, sis," Katy replies. "She goes, 'oh, GOD! I love you too, babe. FUCK! God, I love you so FREAKIN' much'. Sounding like she's about to scream the freakin' walls down. And honestly, ladies, I don't know if she was talking to her girlfriend or me."
Everyone fell about in hysterics, nearly choking on pieces of fruit.
"Oh, Katy," my grandmother sighs, wiping a tear from her eye. "You never fail to make us laugh, dear."
"I make you bitches do a lot of things," my sister quips, making everyone laugh once more.
"OK, ladies, OK," says Nana. "Go get showered up and I'll see you in the sitting room in an hour."
Aunt Lori leans in close to my mom and kisses her on the shoulder. "Can't we make it two?" she asks, looking at my nana with a naughty and suggestive grin.
Nana rolls her eyes. "Fiiine. Two hours it is. But not a second longer, OK?"
"Yes, Mom," Aunt Lori and my mother recite in unison, exchanging girlish giggles.
"OK, off you go."
Nana starts clearing the table and the rest of us head upstairs. Me and the twins go straight for the bathroom but Aunt Lori stops us, calling out from down the hall.
"Uh uh. Mommies first, ladies."
"Yeah, we've got seniority," my mother declares. "You girls gonna have to wait your turn."
"Unless someone wants to join us," says Aunt Lori. "There's room for three."
"I will," says Sam.
"Sure thing, honey," says my aunt, taking Sam by the arm. "Don't worry, ladies. We won't be too long." She pauses, looking her daughter up and down. "Actually, maybe we will."
The three women disappear into the bathroom and the moaning starts almost immediately. Katy joins me and the twins in our room and we do a little moaning of our own. An hour or so later, Aunt Lori comes in and tells us that the bathroom is free. I think at this point I was going down on my sister and the twins were sucking on her tits. We made her cum then got in the shower together and fucked some more in there. Then a little more when we got back out.
It's closer to three hours than two by the time we finally make it back downstairs. Nana is sat on the couch, meeting us with a deathly stare as we join her in the lounge.
"You're late," she says sternly. "Did you think I couldn't hear you up there? Who were the instigators? Come on, tell me."
My mom points at her sister, tossing her under the bus without a second's thought. "It was Lori, Mom. She told me to go down on Sam when we got out of the shower, and she watched and frigged herself off. Then she went down on her too."
"Tut tut," says Nana. "You've been a bad girl, haven't you, Lori?" She looks at the rest of us. "And how about you girls?"
"Lauren," Katy and Madison reply. "We made her cum over and over, Nana, but she just kept on asking for more!"
"Is that true, Lauren?"
"Yes, Nana," she responds, doing her best to stifle a grin as she hangs her pretty head in shame.
"I see. Well, you better get up here then," says Nana, patting her thigh. "You need to be taught a lesson."
Lauren climbs up onto the couch and lays out across Nana's lap. Nana lifts up the hem of her light summer dress, baring her naked ass.
"And no panties. Why, you are being bad this weekend, aren't you, Lauren?"
"Yes, Nana. I'm being very bad."
"Yes you are," says Nana, raising a hand and bringing it down hard onto Lauren's buns.
It draws a loud *SMACK* that almost throws me out of my skin.
"Very...very...bad," she adds, punctuating each word with an additional strike.
She gives her ten of the best, hitting her hard and turning her asscheeks red. Then it's my aunt's turn. She gets it even harder. And for even longer. I think it was 20, but honestly I have no idea. I lost count at 12. The incestuous spanking is making me way too horny!
"OK," says Nana, once the spanking has finally ceased, "have you girls learned your lessons now?"
"Yes, Nana."
"Yes, Mom," they reply, mother and daughter alike nursing sore and burning red bottoms.
"Good. OK, on with The Game. Who wants to go first? Katherine, how about you?"
"Sure, Nana," my sister replies.
"Great. OK then, hon. Take a seat."
She pats the couch, affixing a black satin sleeping mask over Lauren's big blue eyes as she sits down beside her.
"Right, Elizabeth hasn't played before so she needs to hear the rules." She turns and looks at me. "So, honey, we each take turns to blindfold ourselves, then we taste the sweet little pussy of every woman in this room- except me, I'm the referee- and try to guess who it belongs to. Whoever guesses the most pussies correctly wins The Game. Get it?"
"Yes, Nana," I reply. "And what's the prize for winning?"
"Hmm," she grins. "Confident one, huh? Well, honey, you'll have to wait and see." I'm getting used to hearing that. "Now, you haven't tasted everyone's pussies yet. As far as I'm aware," Nana continues. "So since you're a newbie, as Samantha puts it, there'll be no forfeit for losing. OK, sweetie?"
"Well, that's boring," Madison complains.
Aunt Lori laughs. "You should be glad about that, Madi. If I remember correctly, you didn't get a single point the first time you played this!"
"'That's Mom. Wait, no. Aunt Rachel. No. Katy.'" Sam jokes, imitating her befuddled sister and drawing laughs from the entire room. Even me and I wasn't even there.
"Shut up, Sam!" Madison snaps. "I'll definitely get you this year with that shag carpet on your snatch! I'll feel that friggin' thing from a mile off!"
"Now, now, girls," Nana steps in. "Play nice. And to clarify, only Elizabeth is exempt from the forfeit. If anyone else loses, they'll be doing it, no question." She grins and points at my mom. "OK, you first."
My mom turns and backs up in front of her daughter, pulling up her skirt and lowering her panties.
"OK, Katherine," my nana prompts. "Whenever you're ready."
Katy sticks out her tongue and licks slowly along her mother's pussy, from the clit, along the labia and right up to her taint and beyond, until the wriggling tip is tickling her asshole.
"Hey! No licking the ass!" Lauren complains.
"Yes, stick to the pussy, honey," says Nana. "Any more of that will result in a forfeit."
Katy moves back down to the correct hole and pushes her tongue inside, bobbing her head as she slides it in deep.
"OK, sweetie, that's enough," says Nana. "So who's pussy was that?"
Katy's tongue pops back out of her mother's cooch and she smacks her lips together, rolling her tongue around her mouth, the sweet flavours tickling her taste buds.
"I think that was my mom," she finally answers.
A few of the ladies look at one another but remain silent. They don't want to give anything away.
"OK. One down, five to go." Nana points at me. "You next."
I take my mom's place and push down my shorts and panties. Katy's tongue comes out and presses against my clit, licking softly and wetly along my slick and dripping pussy.
"Mmm, I like that one," she declares. "I think I licked that this morning. That's my sister."
"OK, four left," says Nana. "You next."
The four remaining women back up in front of Katy and she licks their pussies one by one, using every second permitted before taking a guess. Some correct, some not.
"Well done, Katherine. You scored four," Nana declares. "Not too shabby at all. Who wants to go next?"
My mom goes next, matching her daughters score of four. She got the two twins mixed up, which has been known to happen. Her sister follows her and gets a perfect six, rubbing it in my mom's face in true sibling fashion. Then it's Sam's turn and she scores four also. She got me confused with my mom, if you can believe it! The twins are up next. Lauren scores four and Madi gets two. Clearly she hasn't improved since her first attempt. Though she did guess me correctly, I'm happy to say.
Then it's my turn. I'm nervous as I sit beside Nana. I've only licked some of these pussies a couple of times. Some just once. Some not at all. Forfeits or not, I hope I don't get zero. God, that would be so embarrassing! Nana puts on the blindfold and calls up the first woman. I stick out my tongue and lick at her pussy. It's definitely one I've tasted before. One of the twins, I believe. They taste very similar, as one can probably imagine, so it's going to be tough. I think it might be Madi. Her pussy got just that little bit wetter while I was eating her out, and this one is leaking like a sieve!
"Madi," I say confidently.
No-one answers but there's an energy in the room. I think I got that one right. The next girl steps up and I give her snatch a long and sloppy lick. That one I've definitely tasted before. In fact, that's the first pussy I ever tasted, so I imagine that flavour will stay with me forever.
And as Madi alluded to earlier, that thick blonde bush is hard to miss!
"Sam."
I don't need any confirmation this time. I'd bet my car on that being correct. The next pussy, however, isn't as familiar. Don't think I've tried this one before, which means it's either Aunt Lori or my mom. 50/50 shot.
"Err...Aunt Lori."
The next one is one of the twins. I already said Madi, so I'll go with Lauren. Two left. My mom (hopefully) and my sister. I don't recognise the next one so I say it's my mom. So by process of elimination...Yep, I recognise that sweet taste anywhere. Definitely my sister. Hey, I'm good at this! I'm definitely getting at least a four. If I get six as well then me and Aunt Lori will be getting a joint prize. I wonder what it is.
"Well, that is very good for a first try, Elizabeth. Well done," Nana says, keeping me in suspense. "You got four, which means that our winner this year is my daughter Lori."
Nana applauds emphatically and the rest of us join. Some more emphatically than others. Aunt Lori celebrates boisterously, flexing her feminine biceps like she's heavyweight champion of the world.
"Oh, yes. Oh, yes. Undefeated champion, three years in a row," she gloats, a shit-eating grin stretched across her face. "And you know what that means, ladies," she adds excitedly, pulling off her top and tossing it aside.
I don't know what it means, but as she lays out across the carpet and spreads her long, long legs, I have a pretty good idea.
"Oh, yes," says Nana. "Elizabeth, the prize for winning this game is what we like to call Ultimate Pleasure. Five women at your disposal, to do exactly as you please."
"That's right," says Aunt Lori. "Exactly as I please. And what I please is for my pretty little sister to get between these thighs and lick this nice pink pussy of mine."
My mom rolls her eyes and drops down to her knees, crawling between her sister's legs.
"Yeah, come on, sis," Aunt Lori purrs, really laying it on thick. "Come and get it."
My mom wraps her arms around her sister's thighs and dives on in, puckering her full set of lips and smothering her hard pink clit.
"Oh, yes," Aunt Lori squeals, throwing her head back against the carpet. "That's it, sis. Yeah, right there."
As her sister eats her pussy, her daughters and nieces gather around her, promptly tending to her remaining zones. Lauren and Madi latch onto her large bare breasts and quickly start suckling, guzzling at their mother's nipples in a way only twin sisters can. Sam and Katy moved down to her feet, taking them in their hands and sucking on her painted toes. That just leaves me and as I kneel down beside her, my gorgeous aunt reaches out and grabs me, wagging her pink tongue as she pulls me in towards her.
"Mmm, yes. Come here, you. God, I've been dying to taste those lips all day."
I press my lips against my aunt's and she fully devours me, moaning into my mouth as my mom eats her pussy. Her tongue pushes in deep and mine greets it warmly, wrapping around it and locking it tight. Our lips are smooshed together, differing flavours of sticky sweet lip gloss smearing this way and that. Fuck, she's a good kisser- strong and aggressive, yet loving and attentive. Better than her daughters, that's for sure. Though they're pretty freakin' good too. God, I love this family! Why can't we come to Nana's every month instead!? Hell, every week would be even better!
After countless seconds of wriggling and writhing, Aunt Lori finally relinquishes my tongue and pries my wet lips from her own.
"Mmm, you're getting good at that, huh, sweetie?" she says, licking those plump, juicy lips.
"Mmhmm," I reply with a grin. "I practiced a lot with your daughters."
"It shows. If ever you want to practice further, honey, then you know where to find me. And I don't just mean this weekend. Now, come here, baby. Sit on my face."
That is an offer I simply cannot refuse, and I throw a leg over my aunt's head and set my pink pussy right down on her pretty little face. That incredible tongue darts out from between her lips and quickly finds my clit, flicking across it with expert dexterity. She grips my thighs and I just squat upon her, enjoying those pussy eating skills while I watch the rest of the action.



Her two twin daughters are still loving on those fantastic breasts, taking turns to motorboat them and bury their faces in her cleavage. My mom is giving her pussy a vicious tonguing, lapping at her nub like a viper and making her moan into my crotch. While Sam and Katy are still playing with her feet, kissing one another between sucks on her cute little toes. God, It's one hell of a scene and would only get hotter if Nana came and joined us. But she seems content in just watching for now. As would a lot of others, I'm sure. Heck, we could probably sell tickets for a million bucks a pop if we were that way inclined!
The groans from beneath me grow louder and I can tell Aunt Lori is about to cum. Up until now I've been largely silent throughout my sexual encounters, happy to let my skills do the talking. But the thought of my mom tonguing her sister to orgasm has me excited beyond belief and I can't fight the urge to egg her on a little, to impel her into doing just that.
"Yes, that's it, mom. Keep eating your sister's pussy. Make her cum on your face so I can lick it all up!"
Now every eye in the room has moved from Aunt Lori and straight onto me. Even my mom's own bright blue peepers are staring up at me from between her sister's thighs, fixing on my naked form as she tongues Aunt Lori's pussy.
"Wow!" says Nana from over on the couch. "Looks like we've made a real strumpet out of this one, huh, ladies?"
"Yeah," my sister agrees. "You've turned into a right little pussy hound, haven't you, Lizzie?"
Yep, I guess I have, and I want to see my gorgeous aunt cum on her sister's face more than anything in the world. Aunt Lori's entire body starts to shake underneath me and she squeals incessantly, directing a chorus of shrieks straight up into my asscrack. One last flick of my mother's fantastic tongue and I get what I've wished for. Trembling all over and squirming beneath me, my aunt's body is suddenly overcome by the ravages of orgasm. She grips my thighs hard, leaving nail prints in my flesh as she's licked and lapped and tongued in ecstasy.
My mom emerges from between her sister's legs, her mouth wet and sticky with the fruits of her labour. I lean over my aunt's body and press my lips against my mom's, tasting her sister's pussy just as I'd requested. Our tongues fight and grapple, seemingly dueling for that sweet and precious nectar. Oh God, it tastes divine. Gooey and warm and sweet like sugar.
Though as delicious as it is, tasting those juices from my mother's mouth just simply isn't enough. I want to get it from the source! I leave my mom's lips behind and climb down off Aunt Lori, laying on my back on the carpet.
"Here, Aunt Lori," I say, sticking out my tongue. "Come sit on my face."
She fights her way out from beneath a pile of relatives and quickly does as instructed. Straddling my face, she leans forward into a 69, sticking her ass in the air. I stick out my tongue and put it to her clit, lapping at it fiercely from the off. Her tongue touches mine and soon we're both moaning, licking one another with equal precision. I see a face looming over mine and my eyes look up to see her daughter Sam, sticking her face in her butt. We tongue at her holes with matching vigor, occasionally taking a break to lock our lips together and swap the sweet tastes of our chosen orifices.
Another tongue touches my pussy and two sets of hands grab hold of my feet, plump lips sliding up and down my wiggling toes. Who is doing what I'm not quite sure, but they're doing a stand up job, all three of my mystery relatives tending to my body parts and performing their roles to a T. I don't know how I've become the centre of attention all of a sudden but I'm certainly not complaining!
I'm trying my damndest to give my aunt's twat the first-class tonguing it deserves but it's proving difficult. There are two skilled tongues on my pussy, one licking mercilessly at my clit while the other punches deep into my tight pink, dripping wet hole. There are two more mouths on my feet, sucking on both little tooties, one painted toe at a time. And what's more, Sam's slick red tongue keeps plunging into my mouth, giving me a long and lingering taste of her mother's asshole.
Fuck, this incredible! I'm being taken from all sides by members of my family and loving every second of it. Every flick of a tongue against my clit. Every wet suckle upon my tense and curling toes. Every drop of Aunt Lori's fluid trickling across my tongue. Every single sensation sends jolts of electricity shooting through my body. I can feel the pressure building within me, priming itself for release. I've had a number of mind-blowing orgasms since setting foot through Nana's front door, but this one is sure to be the most powerful of the lot.
Aunt Lori's lips clamp down on my clit and she sucks it greedily, sending my body into overdrive. My eyelids flutter. My limbs shake. My nails dig deep into my aunt's firm ass and I squeal up into her pussy as violent tremors rumble through my slim little frame. I can feel hot juices gushing from between my lips, splashing across the tongue that's buried inside it. Whoever it may belong to. The orgasm seems to go on forever, firing shockwaves through my body for minutes on end.
Gradually, the feeling subsides and my various body parts are slowly relinquished. Aunt Lori climbs down from my face and kisses me on the mouth, giving me a taste of my pussy. Then everyone else joins in, passionately making out with either me or Aunt Lori, one at a time or all at once.
"Wow!" I finally say, splitting from the last set of lips. "That was one hell of a game!"
My relatives fall about laughing.
"Yes, I think that was the best round of The Game we've ever played," my nana declares. "What do you think, ladies?"
Everyone murmurs in agreement. Even Madison, who finished last, seems in harmony with everyone else. And speaking of Madison, her performance in The Game has not been forgotten. Even amongst all the excitement.
"OK, ladies, go get washed up and I'll start dinner," Nana instructs, as we fetch our clothes and start pulling them back on. "Then, once we've eaten, it's time for Madison to do her forfeit. Hope you're ready, honey."
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December 29th, 2022
The day started like any other. I woke late, having been kept up half the night by my latest guest. Said guest, Gillian Jacobs, was still fast asleep, her head on my shoulder, an arm draped across my chest. Today was Thursday, the fourth and final day of Gillian's fourth (and hopefully not final) stay at my suburban hotel. The first three days had been rife with sexual activity, as was often the case when Miss Jacobs came to visit. I doubted today would be any different and I was keen to ensure that I saw my guest off in a state of total satisfaction.
But in the meantime, there were more pressing matters to attend to. Namely my bladder, which was full to the point of bursting. Gillian and I had sunk our share of beers last night and now it felt like I had an entire six pack sloshing about in my urinary tract. I slipped out from underneath her as carefully as I could, pulled on a pair of boxers and headed for the en suite bathroom. I closed the door and made a beeline for the toilet, possibly setting a new world record for the longest leak ever taken by a human being. I washed my hands and gave my teeth a quick brush before returning to the bedroom.
Some combination of toilet flush and electric toothbrush had roused my guest from her slumber. She glanced in my direction as I entered the room, fighting off the scourge of morning breath with the mouthwash that I keep by the bed.
"Morning," I said.
"Hey," Gillian yawned, stretching her tired arms.
I knelt on the edge of the bed, leaning over her naked form and planting a kiss upon her plump set of lips.
"Sleep well?" I asked.
"Mmhmm," Gillian replied, throwing her arms around my neck. "I'm always worn out when I stay here. Wonder why that might be."
"Hmm," I grinned. "It's a mystery."
Gillian laughed and I kissed her again, for longer this time, warming up my tongue for the giving of pleasure. I threw the duvet aside and climbed on top of her, shifting down to between her thighs. I hooked my arms underneath her legs, then buried my face in between them. But as my tongue touched her clit, something happened that was unexpected. Gillian gripped a handful of hair and with a gentle tug, pulled my head out from between her legs.
"Uh uh," she said, wagging a finger like she was telling me off. "No time for that, honey. We've got somewhere to be."
Gillian loved getting head, especially first thing in the morning, so whatever it was, it must have been pretty important.
"We do?"
"Uh huh."
"And what might that be?"
"A girlfriend of mine is having a party. Thought you'd like to be my plus one."
My heart sank. I appreciated the invite, of course, but a choice between spending my day at a party with a bunch of people I've never met or in bed with Gillian Jacobs ain't no choice at all.
"It's supposed to be a girls' day," Gillian added. "But I'm sure they won't mind if I turn up with you on my arm."
Just girls? Well that was different. The last few days had been hard on my body, but I was sure I could find it in me to fuck a room full of women.
"Sounds fun," I said.
"Thought you might say that," Gillian grinned. "We need to be there at two, so..." She looked at the clock on the nightstand and there was a momentary pause as she reconsidered. "Actually, I think we have time."
She pushed me back between her legs and...well, you can guess that happened next.
*
It was past noon by the time we finally surfaced, and we scoffed the remains of last night's dinner for breakfast/lunch. 'Brunch' as I believe it's known. We took a shower together to save time (or at least that was the intention; seeing her naked body all covered in foam actually set us back another half hour) then threw on some clothes. I picked out a pair of chinos, a t-shirt and a sweater. Gillian wore a red top and matching skirt, covering up with a thin plaid coat. It was December, so it was cold. Well, cold for LA.
We hopped in the car and set off for the city. The roads were congested, as always, and we arrived at Gillian's friend's house nearly an hour behind schedule. Her friend's house was huge and it was abundantly clear that the host of the party was one of Gillian's fellow celebrities. I had a few ideas as to who it might have been, and sure enough the door was answered by a woman ranked prominently on my list.
"Gilly, I thought I said no guys," said Alison Brie, looking stunning in a thin white cardigan, the hem tucked into a blue pair of jeans.
Gillian played dumb and played it very well. She's not an actress for nothing, you know. "Did you?" she asked. "I thought you said I could bring a plus one?"
"Yeah, a female plus one. This is supposed to be a girls' day."
Gillian shrugged. "Well, I didn't know." She was very convincing. I almost believed her myself. "Anyway, it's not a party without boys."
"Boy is right," said Alison, scanning me with her eyes. "Where'd you find him? Kindergarten?"
It wasn't the warm welcome I'd expected and I suddenly felt very uncomfortable. Why did I let Gillian talk me into this? Though in her defence, I hadn't needed much convincing.
"Wouldn't you like to know?" Gillian grinned. "And he's twenty-four, aren't you, Tyler?"
"Yeah, and you're forty, hon'!" Alison laughed.
"So are you!" said Gillian. "Happy birthday, by the way."
Birthday? She'd brought me along to Alison Brie's 40th? This was getting more awkward by the second.
"Thanks, Gilly," said Alison. They shared a hug, then Alison turned to me. "And Tyler, was it? Sorry about that, honey. I didn't know that Gilly had found herself a toyboy. Welcome to my home."
"Err...thank you, Miss Brie. And happy birthday."
Alison laughed. "Oh, God, call me Alison. Please. I feel old enough already. But thank you, sweetie. Please, come in."
She ushered us both inside, looking me up and down again as she closed the door behind us.
"Cute one!" she said, looking across at Gillian.
"Right?" Gillian grinned. "I know how to pick 'em, huh?"
"I'll say. Drink?"
"Lead the way."
Alison took us through to the kitchen and plucked a beer from the fridge. "IPA. I picked this up just for you. Well, you and Aubrey."
Aubrey? Plaza? Gillian Jacobs. Alison Brie. Aubrey Plaza. OK, maybe I am glad I came.
"You know me too well," said Gillian, twisting off the cap and taking a swig.
"Tyler?" said Alison, offering one to me.
"Thank you, Alison."
"OK, come on through. I'll introduce you to everyone. You're a little outnumbered, so I hope you don't mind."
"I think he can handle that, can't you, Ty?" said Gillian, her lips curled up in a suggestive grin.
"Err, yeah...I'll manage," I replied, coaxing laughter from both women.
Alison led us through to the lounge, where, dotted around the various items of furniture, were four more of her celebrity guests; Anna Kendrick, Betty Gilpin, Yvonne Strahovski and Aubrey Plaza, who I already knew about.
Each had a drink in hand (beer for Anna and Aubrey, while Alison, Betty and Yvonne were halfway through a bottle of white) and I was pleased to see they were all dressed casually, like Gillian and myself. This was awkward enough already, without me being underdressed.
I hung back while Gillian said her hellos, greeting each woman with a hug and a kiss on the cheek, including Yvonne who she appeared to be meeting for the first time. She'd starred with Betty in some Amazon flick last year, so I figured she was her plus one. Then the attention turned to me.
"Who's the fox?" asked Aubrey Plaza, in that trademark monotone I'd heard so much on TV. It honestly sounded like I'd been catcalled by April Ludgate.
"This is Tyler. He's my date," said Gillian, blushing a little as her girlfriends whooped in response.
"How come you got a hot plus one? I've been stuck with her all day," Aubrey complained, pointing a thumb at Anna.
It was the first time I'd heard anyone complain about the attractiveness of Anna Kendrick, but it made everyone laugh all the same. Gillian and I took a seat, and the girls got to talking, filling one another in on what they'd been doing since they last saw each other. The conversation steered mainly towards life on film sets, so I largely remained quiet, chipping in with the odd joke or comment when one popped into my head. But my lack of speech didn't go unnoticed and as the conversation lulled, Anna kindly sought to involve me more directly.
"So, Tyler, what do you do?"
I looked at Gillian, silently asking her how she'd like me to respond. She smiled at me, which I took to mean that I answer thruthfully. I wasn't sure she'd want full disclosure, so I kept my answer simple.
"I run a hotel."
"Run a hotel?!" asked Yvonne in that thick Australian accent. "But you're twelve!"
Her friends laughed.
"Well, it's not an ordinary hotel..." said Gillian, keeping her elaboration intentionally vague.
"Is it a brothel?" asked Aubrey, the kind of witty response you'd expect from a professional comedian.
"It's a brothel?!" Alison shrieked. "Have you brought a hooker to my birthday party?!"
"Wow! That's quite a gift!" said Betty. "I only got you that silver necklace!"
Now it was my turn to blush as everyone in the room, bar Gillian and myself, fell into a fit of hysterics.
"It's not a brothel!" Gillian countered. "It's a place where women can go to..." She trailed off slightly, choosing her words carefully.
"Get their brains fucked out!" said Aubrey, the laughter increasing in volume.
"Oh, fuck! I'm in!" Anna quipped. "How much for a room?!"
By now Alison and friends were doubled over with laughter. Even me and my date were starting to see the funny side of it.
"You bitches!" said Gillian, hiding her amusement as best she could. "It's a place where women can go to relax and unwind."
"Like a spa?" asked Yvonne.
"Yeah," said Gillian. "Like a spa."
"Except the facials are a little different!" Aubrey quipped, and the laugh that followed was the biggest of the afternoon.
"God!" Gillian grumbled. "I bring along a gift for my girls and this is the thanks I get!"
"Wait, you brought him here for everyone?" asked Betty, suddenly intrigued.
"Well, why didn't you say that earlier?!" said Aubrey.
And with that she rose to her feet and marched across the room, plonking herself down at my side. A hand went to my chest and she wrapped an arm around my shoulder, looking past me and straight at Gillian. "You're my best friend, you know that?"
Gillian grinned. "Are you going to apologise for making fun of me?"
"Yes, sorry, Gilly. And thanks for bringing the hottie."
"Aubrey, you slut!" Alison gasped, her mouth hanging open in disbelief.
"Hey, she said she brought him for everyone."
Aubrey's hand went up to my cheek, and she turned me towards her, kissing me hard on the mouth. And when I say hard, I mean hard. I hadn't been kissed that aggressively in quite some time. Her tongue pushed deep into my mouth, tussling against my own, and when she finally let go, her teeth left a little something to remember her by on my lower lip.
"Hey! Careful with the merchandise," said Gillian, soothing my lip with a kiss of her own.
Aubrey's hand went to my groin, feeling the lump through my chinos.
"Woah!" she exclaimed. "Damn, dude, you are packing!"
I saw Betty and Yvonne look at one another in my peripheral vision. Then they rose from their seats in unison, coming up behind me and leaning over the back of the couch. Aubrey tugged at the hem of my sweater, pulling it up along with my t-shirt. Betty and Yvonne took over and I lifted my arms so they could remove them, tossing both garments aside. Women cooed all around me at the sight of my torso, hands caressing me from all directions.
Betty put her hands to my chin, tilting my head back so she could kiss me from behind, while Yvonne's lips blazed a trail from shoulder to neck. I heard my belt unbuckle and guessed it was Aubrey, while Gillian kissed along my sculpted torso. Betty broke the kiss and she passed me to Yvonne, who quickly picked up where her friend left off. Aubrey unbuttoned my pants and tugged at the waistband of my boxers. Yvonne's lips came free from my own and I watched with everyone else as my dick was freed from captivity.
Everyone gasped (except Gillian who had seen it before) and a simple 'wow' from Aubrey was all the dialogue that the group could muster. Anna stood, offering Alison a hand, the host still glued to her seat.
"Come on, girl," said Anna. "Don't tell me you're gonna miss out on this."
"But...I'm married," Alison protested, tapping the rock on her finger.
"So am I," Betty replied, showing off a ring of her own.
"Me too," said Yvvonne.
"And me," said Aubrey, stroking my cock from top to bottom. "But I won't tell if you don't."
Alison sighed and a reluctant grin began to spread across that gorgeous face. "You girls are terrible."
She took Anna's hand and there was a loud cheer as that pert little ass of hers was lifted from its seat. Anna led her across the room and the pair of them settled at my feet. Hands clawed at my chinos and I kicked off my shoes as they began to remove them. Aubrey's lips wrapped tightly around my crown and she plummeted towards the base without a moment's delay, taking a hardy portion on the very first pass.
"Oh, fuck!" I groaned and my dick twitched violently as the tip touched the back of her throat.
"Yeah, Aubrey!" Gillian grinned, tracing a finger through the grooves of my six pack. "Get it, girl!"
Anna and Alison slid my pants down past my feet, throwing them across the room as Aubrey bobbed her head, blowing me with vicious intent. Hands roamed across my torso as Betty and Yvonne left kisses up and down my neck, occasionally nibbling at an earlobe or devouring my lips with their own. Pushing my legs apart, Anna and Alison kissed along my inner thighs, not stopping until they reached my scrotum. Aubrey devoured me inch by inch, leaving thick trails of spit along the shaft as my balls were enveloped by two soft pairs of lips.
Betty undid the buttons at the front of her dress, shedding it with a flourish and unveiling a pair of breasts that were undoubtedly the biggest in the room. Cupping them in her hands, she pushed those beauties together and smooshed them into my face, smothering me with their perky fullness. My oxygen supply was almost cut off entirely, but I didn't let that stop me from enjoying such a great set of tits, nor the myriad of sensations now coursing through my every inch.
My neck tingled as Yvonne's soft lips roamed up and down it, leaving a string of kisses in their wake. My abs tensed as Gillian explored them, licking and kissing along every contour. My balls swelled larger as Anna and Alison suckled upon each one, stretching the skin of my sack as they pulled them in different directions. And of course, my dick was pounding like no tomorrow as Aubrey's lips glided along my shaft.
It was hard to concentrate on it fully with everything else that was going on around me, but Aubrey Plaza gave one heck of a blowjob. The pulls of her lips were long and deep, aided considerably by a nimble tongue that slithered along the side of my shaft. Saliva was plentiful and the suction she provided was second to none, syphoning precum at an alarming rate. Every pass took her closer to the base and I moaned into Betty's cleavage as that full set of lips left a big, wet smacker upon my groin.
I pulled my face from Betty's rack and my mouth found a nipple as Aubrey's lips made a hasty retreat, the head popping out from between them. I watched out of the corner of my eye as Aubrey's hand returned to the base, stroking my shaft a few times before passing me onto Anna. Her technique was different but no less impressive, and she sucked me in a slow and sensual manner that had me throbbing like never before.
I noticed that she was looking at me as she worked me over, so I put Betty's tits down and stared right back at her, giving her the attention she craved. Some women perform better with an audience and Anna was definitely one of them. The more eyes that were on her, the better she sucked, and soon all other duties were neglected as the five remaining women settled in to watch the show.
One hand gripped at the base, the other slid up and down my shaft as her mouth took care of the rest, stroking and sucking in equal measure. She didn't go as deep as Aubrey, but what she did do was done to perfection. Her fingers curled tightly around the width of my shaft, stroking and jerking with optimal pressure. Her lips were pursed around the first few inches, sucking with ravenous greed. While her tongue swirled like a tornado around the tip of my tender schlong.
Anna took her time, but her friends were getting antsy, most notably Alison, whose initial reluctance had been well and truly shed.
"Quit hogging, Anna!" the host complained, clawing impatiently at my thighs.
Releasing the crown with an exaggerated pop, Anna gave my cock a little kiss goodbye before handing me off to the birthday girl. Alison took me in her hands, stroking me tenderly and lapping up precum as she teased my slit with her tongue. It felt incredible, but with so much going on around me, I have to admit my attention was a little divided. Betty and Yvonne had grown tired of watching, and now both were fighting for my attention, kissing and licking my neck, cheeks and earlobes. Meanwhile, Anna and Aubrey were putting on a little show of their own, engaging one another in a ferocious tongue battle that, I have to say, Aubrey was clearly winning.
"Hey!" came a voice to my left, distracting me from the all-girl action.
I looked down and there was Alison Brie, her hands clasped around my pole and her lips moist from the multiple passes they'd already taken down the length of my shaft.
"Eyes on me," she said with a grin. And with that, my attention was hers.
Her hands went to my hips as she took me in her mouth, gleefully swallowing the first few inches. Kisses peppered my face and neck but I ignored them, focusing fully on the woman before me as her lips sunk down towards the hilt. She wasn't as aggressive as Aubrey but her deepthroating style was just as effective, and before I knew it a second pair of lips were glued to the base of my shaft.
"Uhh, shit!" I groaned, my head tipping backwards as warm saliva bathed every inch of my pipe.
Betty was quick to capitalise and she pushed her tits down into my face, trapping me between them once more. Large, heavy breasts squished against my cheeks as Alision's lips pulled up to the tip, leaving behind a layer of spit.
"Hey! Betty, I wanted him to watch!" the host complained, and I could only imagine the gorgeous pout that had formed on her plump set of lips.
"Relax, girl," said Betty. "There's plenty of him to go around. Ain't that right, honey?"
"Mmm!" I mumbled, answering as best I could as those huge titties smothered me to within an inch of my life.
Curling her fingers around my crown, Alison licked slowly along the underside, the tip of her tongue trailing a thick, pulsing vein that stretched all the way to the top. Encircling the head with her tongue, she steered me back between her lips, devouring the first five inches. She sucked me harder this time, bobbing her head at a furious pace. Betty's antics had clearly angered her, and I made a note to thank the busty blonde for the magnificent blowjob I was now receiving.
Lips pursed tight around my shaft, she swallowed me an inch at a time until those full pink pillows were puckered at my groin once more. I groaned into Betty tits and that incredible rack was airlifted from my face so I could witness the vanishing act that her friend had performed. Alison kept me between her lips for close to a minute before prying me loose, a smug grin tickling her lips as she passed my dick to Gillian.



Gillian's blowjob style I was already more than familiar with, so I took the opportunity to take in some of the sights. Anna had left Aubrey behind and was now making out with Alison, tasting my cock off her lips and tongue. Aubrey was playing with my balls, black painted nails grazing the skin of my taint as she rolled them around her palm. Yvonne had moved to the couch, squeezing in next to Aubrey to get closer to my dick. Betty was still at my side, those big, weighty boobs looking as inviting as ever.
Wrapping an arm around her back, I pulled her towards me, taking a nipple between my lips and suckling like a famished babe. Her nipple grew larger as my tongue swirled around it, encircling her areola. Her tits were incredible and I could have spent all day sucking and fucking those gorgeous mounds, had I not had a room full of women vying for my attention.
Gillian was blowing me in her usual greedy style, taking me as deep as her gag reflex would allow. Anna and Alison were still making out, lips sealed shut as they chewed each other's faces off. Aubrey had grown tired of merely fondling my balls, and was now suckling those bloated orbs like it was going out of style. While Yvonne's hands roamed all across my torso, her eyes fixed on my cock as it vanished down Gillian's throat.
"Come on, mate. Hand it over already," the Aussie demanded, seemingly caring little that Gillian had brought me here and surely had first dibs.
But Gillian didn't object. She brought me here to share after all and she handed me over without complaint.
"There you are...mate," she grinned, drawing laughter from some of her friends.
Yvonne had to wait a long time to get to my dick, and boy, did it show. Sinking down onto my swollen crown, she swallowed up half of it on the very first pass, slurping at my shaft like she was sucking down a popsicle. I didn't know if this was her usual approach or if she was just ravenous from waiting so long, but the aggressiveness of her blowjob style was bested only by Aubrey Plaza. If I have the pleasure of meeting her again, I'll be sure to hold back the goods for a while 'cause the results are out of this world.
The first plunge nearly took me to the back of her throat, but after that she fell into a steady rhythm. Still sucking hard but taking her time to savour me, she adopted a style that was both sensual and intense at the very same time. The suction was incredible and how there was any precum left in my urethra by the time she was done, I truly do not know. There was a lot of spit and I could feel it basting me as she took me deeper, lips climbing up and down my shaft.
A ball fell from Aubrey's lips and Anna took over as the group's resident joker cracked wise in her deadpan style.
"Damn! You Aussies really like going down under, huh?"
Kind of a lame joke for a woman of her talents but it made Gillian and Alison laugh, the two of them now in the midst of a very heated and very distracting makeout session. And speaking of distracting, Betty's tits were still squished into my face, a nipple near my lips that was just begging to be sucked upon.
In fact, I was so distracted that I barely even noticed when Yvonne's lips touched down at the base of my shaft, my crown peaking somewhere in her gullet. Keeping me there for as long as she could, my cock was bathed in her spit by the time she released me. She took me in her hands and started jerking me off, holding me possessively as she caught her breath. She wasn't done with me yet, and she wanted everyone to know that.
Refilling that perky chest with a fresh supply of oxygen, she fed my dick back between her lips, inhaling me to the hilt once more. Everyone watching was mightily impressed and it drew a few 'ooo''s from her spectators. I almost made one myself. Withdrawing to the tip, she popped my crown from between her lips and pointed me towards Betty.
She was at an awkward angle (not that that would've stopped her) so the girls made some space for her on the floor. She slotted in between Anna and Aubrey, as Alison climbed up onto the couch to make more room. Kneeling beside me, she took my head in her hands and turned me towards her, kissing me with a force that I had not expected. Rotating my head almost a full one-eighty degrees, a filthy grin stretched across her face as she pushed me towards Yvonne. The Aussie, mouth still wet from her blowjob, was eager to join us, pushing her lips against my own in particularly sloppy fashion.
By the time I returned to Alison, her cardigan had been removed and that lovely full set of tits had been pushed into my face. Whether she really wanted her titties sucked or she just wanted to distract me from Betty's blowjob, I wasn't entirely sure. But whatever her intention, I was happy to oblige. Putting my mouth to one of her breasts, I suckled the birthday girl like an infant at feeding time, feeling her nipple grow in between my lips.
Betty blew me for a bit, but the really fun bit came after that when she wrapped those juicy tits around my shaft. The girls clearly had that in mind when they ushered her to the floor and I'd be lying if I said that I hadn't thought of it as well. Her boobs were magnificent and I was happy to learn that they felt just as good as they looked. There wasn't any lube to hand, but there were plenty of women around who were happy to apply their own. Anna took the crown in her mouth, a thick mess of saliva seeping out from between her lips and dripping down my shaft. While Gillian and Aubrey simply spat into Betty's rack, lubing it thoroughly for the world class titfuck that was about to ensue.
Pushing her tits together, she clamped them tightly around my cock as she started bouncing, working them up and down my shaft. The pressure felt amazing and I could feel my dick throbbing harder as she jerked me off. Anna's lips were still pursed around the head, sucking gently and ensuring my shaft stayed nice and wet. Yvonne and Aubrey were kissing each other while Alison was still trying to distract me, kissing along my neck and nibbling at my earlobe. Under normal circumstances that may well have worked, but such was my focus on Betty's tits that I barely even knew she was there.
They really were something else, and Betty knew just how to work them, sliding them along my shaft at just the right pace and tempo. Peeling her lips from around my helmet, Anna spat some excess drool into Betty's cleavage, then made out with Gillian as Aubrey took her spot. Taking my crown in between her lips, Aubrey sucked a little harder as I'd come to expect, coaxing out precum as she added some additional lube. Yvonne was next and her head blocked my view a little as she came in from my right, so I took the opportunity to lavish some attention on the birthday girl.
Taking my face in her hands as I turned towards her, Alison kissed me with almost desperate longing. She was definitely the needy one in the group and once she had me she didn't let go for quite some time. Lips locked tightly against my own, her tongue probed deeply into my mouth, exploring my inner contours. She'd built up a good deal of muscle since working on GLOW and prising myself from her grasp required some serious exertion. But once I'd finally broken free, there were a whole host of new sights to feast my eyes upon.
Yvonne and Betty were making out. Anna (I think) was playing with my balls, while Gillian took her turn on my crown. She'd had to reach past Anna to get to it, so she could only fit the tip inside. But that didn't stop her from lapping at my slit, scooping up precum like she was doing it for sustenance. Yet someone was missing and from the lack of aggression in the air, it was immediately clear who it was. Aubrey, it turned out, had laid herself out across the carpet. I couldn't see her, but I became aware of her presence when I heard her voice through the mass of bodies.
"Sit on my face," she instructed, and Betty promptly obliged her.
Keeping her tits locked firmly around my shaft, the buxom blonde shifted position, settling on top of Aubrey. I was pleased to learn that Aubrey Plaza eats pussy just as vigorously as she sucks dick. I couldn't see what she was doing, of course, but the sound of her scoffing on Betty's snatch quickly became the loudest in the room. Betty's face lit up, eyelids fluttering, soft coos pouring from between her lips as Aubrey's multi-talented tongue worked its magic on her clit. Shifting position a little, the bottom half of Aubrey's body came into view, a hand rummaging in her leather pants. Anna spotted an opening and promptly abandoned her spot to my left. Removing Aubrey's pants and underwear, she added another car to the train of cunnilingus as she crawled in between her thighs, smothering her clit with those pretty pink lips.
That just left the three blondes lined up before me, all of whom were tending to my private parts in one way or another. Betty was now making out with Gillian, moaning into her mouth as she jerked me off with that full set of tits. Yvonne was sucking my dick, while Gillian herself was playing with my balls, rolling them around in the palm of her hand. Yvonne's lips peeled from around my crown only to be replaced by Alison's, then Gillian, then finally Betty herself as her huge titties stroked every inch of my shaft.
Those mouths on my helmet felt truly amazing but my cock was desperate for more. Being blown by six women was all well and good (and the award for Understatement of the Year goes to...), but to put it bluntly, I was ready to fuck. Then, as if on cue, Betty plucked my dick from her cleavage, the four best words in the English language tumbling from between her lips.
"So, who's going first?"
"Me!" said Aubrey.
She and Anna emerged sticky-lipped from between two pairs of thighs, joining the other women still gathered at mine.
"Err...no," Alison protested, already shedding her jeans and panties. "Remind me, whose birthday is it today?
Aubrey rolled her eyes. "Fiiine. I'm going second though."
And to that there was little objection. I hadn't known her for long, but I got the feeling that arguing with Aubrey Plaza generally doesn't go too well.
Tossing her clothing aside, Alison straddled me, wrapping her arms around my shoulders. I reached down for my dick but someone had beaten me to it. Clutching it at the base, this mystery person rubbed my tip against Alison's slit, teasing us a little before she guided me into her pussy. Big blue eyes stared deeply into mine and a sharp gasp of pleasure sailed from Alison's lips as she lowered herself onto me. The first thing that struck me was the warmth. She was burning up, her pussy so slick that she practically slid straight down my pole.
Fingers uncurled from around my shaft and the mystery woman moved down to my balls, taking one between her lips. Digging my fingers into Alison's asscheeks, I gripped them tight as she started to ride me, helping her up and down my dick. Her lips stayed open and her mouth formed a perfect O as she impaled herself on my long flesh spear.
"Oh my God!" the actress cooed, her voice light and breathy. "Fuck, you're so big."
Dicks of my size were clearly new ground for her, so I let her go at her own pace, allowing her to adjust before upping the ante. Besides, her pussy felt amazing and I was more than happy to bask in the heat and moisture. Lovely, perky tits were jiggling in front of my face and I took one into my mouth, licking and sucking in equal measure. So engrossed was I in the host of the party, that I'd almost forgotten about everyone else. Looking around the room, I took a quick inventory to see what they were up to.
Gillian was sat beside me, her skirt removed, Yvonne's head cradled in her hands as she tongued her sweet pink pussy. Aubrey was on the other side, an arm draped across the backrest. Now entirely nude, she strummed herself vigorously as she watched the action, her fingers a blur as she frigged herself off. Someone else was between my thighs, that much has been established, but there was one left unaccounted for.
Then, as if sensing my curiosity, someone took my face in their hands, tipping my head back until I was staring at the ceiling above. Betty leaned in, running her hands across my chest as she kissed me from behind. The tension between her and the host was still very palpable, and I noticed a change in Alison's expression, anger now mixing with ecstasy as she bounced up and down on my dick.
"Hands off," she growled, swatting Betty's paws from my torso. "You wait your turn."
Fingers combed through my hair as she pulled me towards her, riding me faster and harder. Betty sure knew how to push her buttons, but if this was the result, she could push them as much as she liked. Moving my hands to her hips, I adapted to the change in tempo, flexing my muscles as I slammed her down onto my thighs.
"Oh, yes! Yes! Yes! That's so fucking good!" she screamed, mostly looking at me but occasionally glancing at Betty to see how she was reacting.
Betty retaliated by pulling my head back and pushing her tits down into my face, smothering me once more. I think I even heard them kissing, lips locking together in what I can only assume was a very aggressive makeout session.
"Jeez!" said Aubrey, in that distinctive monotone. "Get a room, you two!"
"Yawn!" said Betty, cupping her huge boobs as she slapped against my face. "Been there, done that."
Oof. Alison didn't take too kindly to that, and my thighs took the brunt of her anger. But I wasn't complaining, of course, and I kept up with her as best I could, pulling her ass down onto them with ever increasing force. Betty let me up for air, allowing me just a single breath before she pushed her lips against mine, shoving her tongue down my throat. I had little choice but to kiss her back and that only made Alison ride me even harder. I think it was supposed to be a punishment but, well...it really, really wasn't.
Betty finally let me go and I was met with a scowl from Alison, that was one part intimidating and two parts sexy. Or maybe it was the other way around. But that didn't last long, and Alison's features started to soften as the woman between my thighs (who I now know to be Anna Kendrick) licked along the length of my cock, right up to where shaft met taint.
"Oh, wow!" Alison gasped, her eyes bulging in comic fashion. "Who is that?!"
She looked back, receiving what I can only imagine was a very naughty grin from Anna as she did what she was doing. And what was she doing? Well, I can't say for sure, but given that there's only two erogenous zones back there and my dick was in one of them, I could give it a pretty good guess. But whatever it was, Alison most certainly approved.
"Keep going," she said, moaning loudly as she turned back to face me.
It was right about then that I decided to take control. Holding her steady would allow Anna to lick her ass with greater precision. Plus, you know, I'd get to throw my dick into Alison Brie. So that's exactly what I did. Folding my arms around the small of her back, I pinned her body against mine as I bucked off my ass off the couch, driving up into her pussy. She grabbed onto the backrest to steady herself, clinging on for dear life as I pumped her from beneath.
"Oh, God!" she squealed, staring down at me, her mouth now an O of shock and delight. "Fuck! Yes, like that!"
My hands moved down to her asscheeks and I gripped them hard as I kept on thrusting, feeling them ripple as I beat them with my pelvis. Spreading them wider, I gave Anna better access to Alison's ass, and I could feel drops of spit trickling down onto my cock as she bathed her butthole in drool.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah!" Alison cooed, breathing out the words in rapid succession. "Don't stop! Oh, fuck, I'm gonna cum!"
Aubrey leapt up off the couch, hurrying around the side until she was leaning over the backrest. I looked up at Aubrey as she took Alison's face in her hands, staring her down with intense, unblinking eye contact.
"Yeah? You gonna cum?"
This time words failed her, and Alison responded with a simple nod.
"Cum then," said Aubrey, more in instruction than encouragement. "Cum on that fucking cock."
I took this as my cue, unleashing a sharp flurry of thrusts that sent my cock rocketing up into her pussy.
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" Alison cried, punctuating each thrust, then signing off with a drawn out "FUUUCCCKKK!!!" as I delivered the final blow.
I remained inside her as her orgasm hit and her pussy tightened to such a degree that my dick was almost clamped in place. She gushed copiously from deep inside her and I felt the hot juices bathe every inch of my shaft. More warm fluid dripped down my ballsack as Anna kept licking her asshole, prolonging her climax and making her tremble in my arms. She collapsed onto my chest, her pussy finally unclenching as the mind-numbing pleasure began to subside.
"Damn," said Aubrey, a rare smile stretching that full set of lips.
Everyone bar Anna had stopped what they were doing, watching intently as Alison's orgasm hit her like a ton of bricks. Yvonne had emerged from Gillian's thighs, gazing in awe, while my date for the evening finished the job that the Aussie had started, furiously strumming herself as I brought her friend to climax. Even Betty looked impressed, though she was doing her best to not to show it, making out with Gillian like nothing had happened. Alison stayed on my lap as she began to recover, kissing me slowly and softly as she basked in the afterglow, savouring the kind of fulfilment she clearly wasn't used to having.
"OK, birthday girl," said Aubrey, interrupting the serenity like only she could. "It's not your first date. Come on, up you get."
Alison kissed me one last time then climbed down from my lap. Aubrey marched around the side of the couch, taking Alison's place.
"No lovey-dovey shit for me, OK?" she said as she climbed aboard. "I wanna be fucked, got that?"
Quite what she thought I'd just done to Alison, I wasn't really sure. But whatever it was she wanted, I was happy to give it to her.
"Got it," I said as she took my cock in her hand, gripping it possessively like it was her own personal property. And for the next ten minutes or so, I suppose it was.
She slid down onto it, staring into my eyes without so much as a flinch. Whether she was used to men my size or if she was just that committed to her comic persona, I couldn't say for sure. But one thing I did know- that face would be making the full spectrum of expressions by the time I was finished. She dropped down to the base and stayed there, planting her feet on the couch cushions, her ass flush with the tops of my thighs. Unlike Alison, she clearly had no interest in riding my dick. She wanted me to fuck her right from the off.
So that's what I did. Gripping on hard to the tops of her thighs, my fingers dug into her flesh as I lifted her up to around mid-shaft, giving myself some room to thrust. I began to buck my hips, driving my cock up into her with a series of savage thrusts. But no matter how hard I fucked her, her expression didn't change. Even when the tops of my thighs started clattering against her own, the queen of deadpan didn't so much as bat an eye.
Actually, that's not entirely true. She may not have batted her eyes, but she did roll them. Which, I'll be honest with you, wasn't the reaction I'd hoped for.
"Pfft!" she exclaimed, her expression finally morphing into a grin so contemptuous, it was almost patronising. "That the best you've got?"
Well I wasn't gonna take that lying down. Or sitting down like I was right now. She was fishing, of course, and I'm not ashamed to admit that I took the bait hook, link and sinker. Lifting my ass off the sofa, I scooped her up in my arms, hoisting her into the air like she weighed next to nothing. Turning on my heels, I all but threw her down onto the couch beneath me, keeping myself inside her as I knelt at the edge.



"Yeah, that's it," she laughed, shifting into a comfortable stance. "Now we're getting somewhere."
Withdrawing to the tip, I did my best to catch her off guard, delivering a hard, firm slam that took me straight to the balls. And you know what? I think it worked.
"OH!" Aubrey gasped, her mouth falling open in shock.
"Yeah? How's THAT?" I asked the brunette, following up the first hard thrust with another of equal force.
I remained inside her for a moment or two, allowing her to regain her composure. Returning her jaw to its usual position, that shit-eating grin was back on her face as she quickly hit back with a textbook Plaza-ism.
"Oh, is it in yet? I thought I felt something tickle me down THERE!"
The last word came out at twice the volume as I drove home an assertive thrust that was harder than the previous two combined. It floored her completely and all that came out of her mouth from this point on were a series of high-pitched screams. Slamming into her with ruthless thrusts, I maintained the same force as the tempo quickened, pounding with her little restraint. It was about time someone taught her a lesson, and she'd definitely think twice about taunting me in future.
The others gathered around, clearly enjoying the sight of their wise-cracking friend getting her brains fucked out of her skull.
"What's the matter, Aubs?" asked Alison, leaning over with a grin on her face. "Too much for you?"
I got the impression that Aubrey had questioned their sexual prowess many times in the past, and they were relishing the opportunity to get their own back.
"Having some trouble there, Aubrey?" said Gillian, jiggling the brunette's tits. "Step aside, girl, and I'll show you how a real woman does it."
Aubrey did her best to retaliate, but so hard was I fucking her she could barely get her words out.
"Shut...UHH!...shut up, you fucking...bitches!"
Then, in an attempt to save face, she curled her arms around my back, pulling me down on top of her. Moving her hands to my ass, she gripped both cheeks as the thrusting resumed, needlessly pulling me into her as I all about pounded her into unconsciousness.
"Fuck!" she roared, her features contorted and violently skewed. "Do...do it! Har...harder!"
I wasn't sure if she actually wanted it harder or she just wanted to shut her friends up, but I gave her what she asked for all the same. Burrowing my fingers into her pert little asscheeks, I cradled her tight as I rose to my feet, lifting her into the air once more. Only this time, I didn't put her down again. Throwing her arms around my neck, she clung on in desperation as I thrusted hard, ramming into her with everything I had.
The girls got down from the couch, gathering around us as I plowed her in mid-air. Couldn't tell you what most of them were doing, but I do know that Yvonne was behind me, running her hands all over my chest. Whispering into my ear, she urged me to fuck Aubrey harder, pausing only to kiss my neck or nibble at an earlobe. Someone, possibly Anna again, was on her knees behind Aubrey, shoving their tongue in her ass. I know this because Aubrey screamed it. Or at least she tried to scream it. I was railing her so hard that she was screaming pretty much constantly. But the words she was trying to form weren't coming out as she'd hoped.
"Ohhhh, fffuuuccckkk!!! Keep...uhhh...licking my...fucking...ass!" was about as intelligible as it got.
Her mouth fell open and she swung back in my arms, locking her fingers around my neck as she tipped her head back, screaming at the ceiling above her. Now little more than a sweaty bundle of cusses and screams, I was satisfied that she'd learned her lesson. Now it was time to make her cum. I was pretty sure she'd come at least once already, but she was making so much noise that I couldn't really tell what was going on. I wanted to hear her cum, so I slowed my thrusts in an effort to reduce the volume. It worked to a point. Her voice remained loud, but as I crashed my pelvis into hers in a series of slow, hard pumps, she screamed only when I drilled into her pussy, not in a constant, hysterical fit like she had been before. Now I could actually hear what she was saying, and the first words she uttered were music to my ears.
"OH! FUCK! GOD! DAMN! GONNA! FUCKIN'! CUM!"'
Once I'd heard what I wanted, I returned to the previous tempo, railing like a man possessed until her throaty screams reached a violent crescendo. Driving to the hilt one final time, I remained inside as I felt her cum, muscles tensing all over her body. Still staring at the ceiling above, her eyes clamped shut and her mouth opened wider as one last deafening squeal burst forth from the bowels of her throat.
"YYYEEESSS!!! FUUUCCCKKK!!!"
She held the note for a good few seconds before her body went limp and her head fell forward, flopping down onto my shoulder. Reaching down to grab her thighs, I held her bride-groom style before tossing her onto the couch, drawing cheers and laughter from her friends as she landed in a heap on the cushions. For a second I thought I'd actually hurt her as she laid there motionless. But then I realised I'd simply fucked all the life out of her. She'd be fine in a minute or two. Five minutes tops.
Turning back to face the girls, I found them all gathered in a huddle at my feet. Each of them eyeing my cock with a variety of different expressions. Greed, longing, neediness etc. Alison went for it first, deepthroating me without a moment's hesitation. Anna joined her and they pressed their lips to the sides of my shaft, sliding them up and down my pole. Gillian latched onto the head, lapping at the slit with the tip of her tongue. Then Yvonne reached down and started fondling my balls.
At some point, Aubrey returned to the land of the living and dragged her dick-drunk ass off the couch, joining her friends in the huddle. Practically shoulder barging them out of her way, Aubrey took hold of my dick and stuffed it down her throat, lips puckering as she kissed my groin. Prying me loose, she kept my dick clutched firmly at the base as she pointed it in different directions, offering it up to one beautiful woman after another.
First it went to Betty. Then Anna. Then herself. Then Yvonne. Then Gillian. Then back to herself again. For a while it was all very organised, but it wasn't long before girls got impatient and started lunging at me, latching onto my genitals in any way they could. Alison stuffed my cock into her mouth, leaving just enough space at the bottom for Betty and Yvonne to wrap their lips around the sides of my shaft. Anna was playing with my balls. Gillian and Aubrey started making out. And it was around this point that the big mass blowjob descended into chaos.
Soon there was so much going on that it was hard to keep track of who was doing what but I'll try and relay some highlights. Alison deepthroated me. So did Yvonne. Anna and Gillian shared my cock, licking and sucking every inch of it while Alison sucked on the balls. Aubrey gripped onto my ass cheeks and pulled herself into me, impaling her throat on my cock. Betty limboed underneath me and started sucking my balls. Yvonne took the opportunity to motorboat those lovely big tits of hers. Anna went one better, crawling between her thighs to eat her pussy out. All the while Alison was nigh on sucking me into a coma. Aubrey made my dick disappear. Gillian sucked the head while Betty titfucked me. Anna and Yvonne were kissing each other. And I...had to stop.
My cock was throbbing incessantly and I slid it out from Betty's cleavage, taking a step back before I shot my load down Gillian's throat. There was a collective groan from the ladies as I pulled my cock away, all looking at me at once as I backed away to safety.
"Not done, are you?" Anna asked, a palpable look of disappointment suddenly etched across her face.
"Pfft!" I said back, dismissing her question with a sneering scoff. "You kidding me? I'm just getting started."
A smile crept across Anna's face, a mixture of relief and amusement. Grabbing her by the arm, I pulled her to her feet and escorted her back to the sofa.
"Get up there," I ordered, pointing at the couch cushion, still bearing a sweaty ass print from earlier fucking.
"I want to ride you," she replied, in a sweet and sultry tone that was difficult to argue with.
"You can in a minute. But there's something else I want to do first."
Anna understood, an excited smile spreading across her face as she leapt up onto the couch, slouching against the backrest with her legs spread wide. She was still wearing clothes, if you can believe it- a pair of black pantyhouse with a skimpy pair of panties underneath. And sure, I could have taken them off, but the prospect of fucking her in them was too good to refuse.
Settling on my knees, I gripped two fistfulls of sheer black material. Flexing my biceps, I pulled in different directions, tearing a face-sized hole in the fabric. Small problem though: now I couldn't take her panties off. Not to worry. I simply hooked my finger under the thin lacy crotch and tore those off as well, tossing them aside like a piece of trash. Anna didn't seem to mind. In fact, she purred excitedly as her panties were ripped in two, a manicured finger beckoning me closer.
I took the invitation, hooking my arms around her thighs as I crawled up between them. Anna's pussy was shimmering with arousal and I poked my tongue out from between my lips, gathering her nectar as I licked from bottom to top. She tasted incredible and my mouth was watering by the time I'd cleaned her up, now settling on her stiff pink clit. A loud gasp flew forth from her lips and her face lit up as my tongue made contact, lapping at her swollen nub. Her friends moved in, assembling themselves around Anna and me. Betty and Aubrey joined her on the couch, kneeling on either side. Aubrey took a nipple between her lips while Betty kissed her, and I watched from between Anna's legs as their lips sealed shut, tongues jostling underneath their cheeks.
Smothering Anna's clit with my lips, I swirled my tongue around the stiff nub of flesh, ringing it in concentric circles. It was a tried and tested method and already it was having an effect. Moisture was seeping from between her labia, coating my lips and chin, and I could hear her moaning into Betty's mouth as they continued to kiss. I upped the tempo, encircling her clit like a whirlwind, and it was at this point that I became aware of others around me. Hands were roaming up and down my back, interspersed with the occasional lick from someone's tongue or kiss from a pair of lips. Someone had a hand on my head, fingers combing through my hair and ensuring that my mouth stayed right where it was.
Kneeling on the floor, there was about a foot of space between my ass and the carpet. Someone utilised that space incredibly well, sliding underneath to suck my dick from below. I have no idea who it was and part of the reason for going down on Anna was to sedate my cock a little. But since they were there, I might as well use them. Still spiralling my tongue around Anna's clit, I bucked down slowly into the mouth underneath me, gently fucking the mystery orifice. Whoever she was, she was great with her tongue and I could feel it lapping against my underside, poking out from between her lips and edging towards my balls.
I tried not to let it distract me from my duties but it was not easy. In all honesty, I was distracted enough just trying to work out who it was. Of course, I could probably have glanced down quickly and taken a look. But where's the fun in that? It wasn't Anna, obviously, and Betty and Aubrey were accounted for as well. So there were three that it could have been. She took me very deep, which made me think it might be Alison. But the vigour with which she was sucking me led me towards Yvonne, who was definitely the most aggressive after Aubrey.
Then came the smoking gun. Hands reached up and grabbed my ass, pulling me into her mouth. It was something I was more than familiar with and it led me straight to the culprit. This was a staple of Gillian's repertoire, and barely a BJ passed without her pulling this trick in one way or another. And now that she was doing it again, I wasn't gonna stop her. Pulling me deeper with every pass, I felt my tip start to nudge at the back of her throat, my balls slapping against her chin. The suction was out of this world and every slurp and suck caused an extra drop of precum to ooze from my urethra.
I was going to cum soon, that much was inevitable, and tempting though it was to blast into Gillian's mouth, the image of Anna riding my cock until I exploded inside her was one I couldn't ignore. So it was clear what I needed to do. I needed to make Anna cum before Gillian did the same to me. Wasn't gonna be easy, but hey, I've always liked a challenge.
Slicking two fingers, I rubbed them against Anna's sticky pink slit then steered them inside her. Curling them upwards in a hook-like fashion, I pushed both fingers in deep, returning my tongue to its rightful place. Looking up from between her thighs, I noticed that Aubrey was now kissing along Anna's midriff, while Betty was feeding her those massive great tits. Briefly smothering her with them like she did to me, Betty then pushed a nipple between Anna's lips, gently cooing as she suckled her. A sight like that wouldn't help with my problem, but as Anna switched back and forth from one large titty to the next, I simply couldn't look away.
Finding her g-spot in record quick time, I deftly massaged it with the tips of my fingers, her inner walls contracting around them. She'd been teetering for a while now and the extra stimulation was all that was required to push her over the edge. Spitting a nipple from between her lips, Anna ignored Betty's tits altogether (not easily done, I can tell you that) as her body was overcome by the shuddering quake of orgasm. Hot, sugary fluid gushed across my tongue and she puffed out heavy breaths, mewling incessantly as I licked through her throes of orgasm.
I looked up from between her legs, watching her closely as she rode the waves of pleasure. Then when I was sure that her climax had ceased, I all but leapt up from the carpeted floor, retrieving my dick from Gillian's throat. And not a moment too soon, for I was one suck away from splashing the actress' tonsils. And if the grin on her face was anything to go by, I think she knew it too.
I looked at Anna, one eye glancing back as she exchanged kisses with Betty and Aubrey.
"So," I said, "what was that you said earlier? About wanting to ride me?"
Anna said nothing, but the grin creeping across her face was enough to tell me that the plan hadn't changed. She climbed down from the couch and I took her place, sandwiching myself between Betty and Aubrey. Slouching back across the cushions with my head propped up against the backrest, I positioned my ass at the edge of the couch.
Anna turned and a pair of hands (not sure whose) reached around from behind, gripping her torn pantyhose and extending the hole to the small of her back. I gripped my shaft at the base as she stuck out her ass, lowering herself onto my pole. My dick was still twitching from the upside down blowjob and I nearly came straight away as her vaginal lips spread around my helmet, engulfing it in a blanket of warmth. Resting her hands on her thighs, she began to ease herself down my throbbing shaft, gently squatting in her standing position. The position I was in didn't offer a lot in the way of movement, so I was happy for Anna to call the shots. Besides, I was far too close to cumming to even contemplate any kind of thrusting.
To make matters worse, Yvonne was sucking on my balls, basting them both in spit. Laying on her front, all I could see of her was thighs and calves, locks of dirty blonde hair spilling across her ass cheeks as Gillian's face buried itself in her crack. Alison stood in front of Anna, taking her face in her hands. I could hear the occasional kiss, but mostly she just egged her on, encouraging her to ride me harder and faster. Anna took her advice and soon those sticky pink pussy lips were climbing up and down my pole at an impressive rate of knots. Not exactly a secret, but Anna Kendrick's got an incredible ass. Not the biggest, but boy, does it have a nice shape, and watching that peach-like beauty rise and fall before me was bordering on hypnotic.
Running a hand across my torso, a litany of questions poured into my ear from Aubrey beside me, each one punctuated by a kiss to my neck or a nibble at my earlobe. How did that pussy feel on my cock? Was I gonna cum inside Anna? And would I still have enough in me fuck her again later? Can't remember if I answered them at the time or not, so I'll go ahead and do it now. 'Fucking amazing', 'yes', and 'definitely fucking yes'.
From the otherside, Betty's tits were being shoved in my face again, partially obscuring my view. But I didn't complain. Frankly, I was glad of the distraction. Anna was riding me harder now and the sight of her asscheeks undulating as she bounced them off my abs was enough to finish me off. Turning to my left, I shoved my face into Betty's cleavage, allowing her to...fuck it, I'll admit it. I was hiding. Pure and simple.
Though while Betty's tits shielded me from the view and even muffled some of the sounds of Anna's ass as it slapped against my torso, they could do nothing about the feel of that tight, tight pussy sliding up and down my dick. My cock was pounding more violently than ever, balls swollen up so big that I'm surprised Yvonne could even fit them in her mouth. I could hear Anna moaning, Alison asking her how much she loved my cock and how good it felt inside her. Clinging to my load like my life depended on it, I attempted to distract myself with Betty's big tits. Motorboating with immediate vigour, I licked and sucked at any inch of flesh I could get my mouth to.
It worked to a point, but my dick was still throbbing, every rise and fall of Anna's wet pussy pulling me closer to the brink of climax. Pulling my face from Betty's rack, I turned towards Aubrey, opting for a switch of tactics.
"Stand up," I said, the desperation now clear in my voice. "Gimme that ass."
Aubrey stood, bending at the waist and gripping the armrest to steady herself as I thrusted her ass out towards me. I didn't hesitate, burying my face in her crack as quickly as was humanly possible. Just like Betty's tits, Aubrey's ass was a wonderful hiding place, filled with delicious treats to divert my attention to. I started with her pussy, licking from bottom to top and gathering the moisture that had accumulated in copious volume. Then I moved onto her asshole, sticking my tongue inside it and probing her nice and deep.
"Ooh, yeah!" Aubrey purred, gripping the back of my head. "That's it. Get your face in there. Eat that fucking ass!"
I nearly put her into a coma earlier, but by now she had definitely recovered and was back to her old self once again. Pulling and tugging at my hair, she kept my face locked firmly between her cheeks, barking instructions at me the whole time I was down there. I may have gotten more than I'd bargained for here, but I couldn't have asked for a better distraction. In fact, so engrossed was I in Aubrey's butthole that I almost forgot that Anna was riding me. Key word: almost. The tightness and warmth of her incredible vagina could never be ignored entirely.
Then, perhaps as an attempt to regain my attention, Anna decided to switch things up. Placing her hands on my knees, she leant forward a little as she opted for a change of pace, slowing her movements considerably. Now you may think this would have helped with my predicament, but believe me it did not. She was still going just as deep, and the change in tempo meant that I could feel every inch of her pussy as it slid up and down my pole. It was bordering on torturous and no amount of T'n'A in my face was going to prevent the inevitable.



Prying my face from Aubrey's ass, I blurted out a warning to her pint-sized friend, announcing my intentions in emphatic fashion.
"Fuck! I'm gonna cum!"
I needn't have said any more. Anna sunk to the base one final time, remaining there until I came and ensuring that I finished as deep in her as possible. Gripping onto her hips, I could feel her body trembling, closing in fast on a climax of her own. Alison noticed it too and I could hear her egging her on, her upper arm moving as she rubbed her clit.
"Cum for me," said Alison, one set of blue eyes locked onto another. "I want you to get off when he does."
She'd have to be quick, because that was gonna happen...any...time...NOW!
"UNGH! FUCK!" I yelled, my fingers digging into Anna's flesh as a thick torrent of burning cum burst forth from the tip of my penis, spurting into the actress' womb.
"Oh, fuck! Yes!" Anna purred, and I felt her arms start to tremble against my knees as my eruption continued, further jets of spunk splashing her inner walls.
It was clear what had happened. Cumming inside her had set her off and I felt her pussy squeeze me tighter as I flooded her womb with potent jism. I kept cumming and didn't stop until my balls were empty. My grip on her hips loosened and my cock slid out of Anna's pussy as she stood up straight, a thick mess of spunk trickling down her thighs.
For a moment all was quiet, and I think what Aubrey said next echoed the sentiments of everyone in the room. "Fuck, dude!"
Then, once the initial shock had worn off, the group kicked into action. Two girls paid attention to Anna while the other three focused on me. I watched as Betty moved to the edge of the couch, gripping Anna's hips just as I had done and pulling the brunette towards her. Shoving her face into Anna's cute little ass, she licked up the spunk still oozing from her vaginal lips. Gillian moved in beside her and the two of them shared a very hot and very messy kiss. Anna joined them and I watched intently as my cum was swapped back and forth from one pretty mouth to the next.
Alison and Yvonne were between my thighs, waiting their turn as Aubrey leaned over me, sliding her lips down the length of my schlong. Slurping with greedy intent, she scarfed up the mixture of cum and pussy juice now glazing every inch of my shaft. Popping my crown from between her lips, she turned towards me as she passed me to her friends, kissing me on the mouth. It was less aggressive than her usual fare, and I could feel her tongue gently spiralling around my own, not grappling with it like it had done previously. It was a welcome change and I couldn't help but comment on her newfound intimacy.
"Thought you didn't want any lovey-dovey shit."
"I don't," she said back, and with that she went full-Aubrey, sinking her teeth into my lip with so much venom I'm amazed she didn't draw any blood.
Alison, meanwhile, had steered my cock between her lips, taking me to the balls and back before handing me off to Yvonne. Most of the coating had gone by now, but that didn't stop both women from tending to my every inch, sucking out the last few drops of cum as they blew me six ways from Sunday.
I saw Betty looking over at me as the girls took turns on my cock, Anna and Gillian now sucking on her titties.
"Do you need a break?" she asked, a bright twinkle in those emerald greens.
"Fuck no," I said, leaping up from the couch and fighting my way through the multitude of women still trying to grab my cock.
Grabbing a wrist, I pulled her up to her feet and practically dragged her across the room. There was a dining table near the door that had my name on it and the girls followed us as I pulled the blonde towards it. Yanking a chair out from under the table, I slapped the soft padding with the palm of my hand.
"Up you get," I instructed and Betty immediately complied.
Kneeling at the edge of the chair, she clutched the backrest for support as she stuck her ass out behind her. Pressing my cock up against her snatch, I took those wide hips in my hands as I thrusted forward, entering her with a single push. Golden hair swished across her shoulders as she turned her head, looking back at me with lust and longing as I steered myself inside her.
Her friends moved in around her, assembling themselves with wordless telepathy. I got the impression they'd done this before. Yvonne stood before her, taking her face in her hands and kissing those big, thick lips. Gillian was at her side, kissing along her shoulders and up to her neck. Aubrey was leaning over the small of her back, helpfully parting those two large buttcheeks as she tongued at Betty's asshole.
Alison was behind me, arms wrapped around my body as she sought to distract me with kisses to my shoulders and neck. And given who I was fucking right now, that shouldn't have been a surprise. That just left Anna, and at first I wasn't sure where she was. Then I became aware of her presence as I started to thrust, my nutsack dragging across her lips and tongue.
In short, there were women everywhere, but I didn't let it distract me from the task at hand. Moving my hands to the tops of her thighs, I gripped them tight as worked my hips, pulling myself into her pussy. Her snatch was warm and slick, receptive to each new thrust. In fact, so wet was her pussy that I was able to sink right down to the balls almost immediately. Soon my pelvis was clapping that ass, and I relished the sight of those twin globes jiggling as my abs smacked against them.
It was then that I noticed Aubrey staring up at me. She'd been admiring the sight of my cock in Betty's pussy since the very first thrust, but if the look in her eyes was anything to go by, she was no longer happy with a watching brief.
"Come on, dude," she whined, her desperation evident. "Gimme it, already!"
Given that she'd bitten a hole in my lip not too long ago, I was tempted to leave her hanging. But those juicy red lips and that deft tongue writhing as she licked Betty's asshole just looked too good to refuse. Pulling my tongue from Betty's snatch, I stopped thrusting as I steered it forward, stuffing it in Aubrey's mouth. Aubrey sucked me with the kind of fervour I'd come to expect, greedily cleaning Betty's fluids from my girthy shaft. Her mouth felt amazing and I kept my cock in there longer than was necessary, letting her do what she liked while Anna kept Betty happy with her tongue on her clit.
"I want some too," came a voice from beneath me, and I took that as my cue to move on.
I returned to Betty's pussy via a detour to Anna's mouth, and resumed thrusting even harder than before. Now she was getting quite the pounding, but Betty Gilpin wasn't one to just sit there and take it. Moving her hands down to the side of the backrest, her muscles flexed as she used it for leverage, slamming her ass back into me as I continued to thrust. The move was unexpected and it earned her a smack to the ass, a hand print left behind on her big right cheek.
"Yeah, that's it!" I encouraged, slapping that ass once more. "Gimme that fuckin' ass. Throw that thing right back at me."
I slowed to a standstill and happily relinquished all control, watching in awe as she backed up that big round booty, smacking it against my pelvis. I moved my hands from her hips and let them fall to my sides, using them only to spank her ass at regular intervals. That peach looked beautiful as she slammed it into me, thick cheeks rippling with every collision. What's more, my stationary position made it easier for Anna to suck my balls, and I could feel them getting warmer as she glazed each one in saliva. Alison was still behind me, now licking my ears and neck, her distraction attempts proving largely fruitless. In her defence, Betty' ass was a work of art, and it would take more than a tongue on my earlobe to distract me from that.
She was bouncing it off me harder now, locks of long blonde hair fluttering up off her shoulders with each pass she took. Her moans grew louder, now interspersed with a series of staccato outbursts, words broken up by the sounds of her muscles clattering against my own.
"Oh! Fuck! Yes! Yes! Yes! God! Damn! This! Fucking! COCK!"
She was getting close now. I could tell from the tone of her voice. The speed of her movements. The tightening of her muscles. And after letting her bring herself to the edge of climax, I took it open myself to deliver the decisive touch. Latching onto her hips, I tore into her with a flurry of thrusts, not stopping until her head faced the ceiling and she was screaming at the top of her lungs.
"Oh, fuuuccckkk!!! Yesss, I'm fuckiiing cuuummmiiinnnggg!!!"
Her pussy clenched me tighter as her orgasm struck, and I didn't pull out until her muscles relaxed. Retracting slowly, I gave her booty one last slap as she slumped into the backrest, hitting it with so much force I'm surprised she didn't flip the chair over.
I looked at Gillian and Yvonne, both of them returning expectant glances.
"Who's next?" I asked, gazing at the pair of them with lust in my eyes.
Yvonne looked at Gillian. "May I?"
"By all means," Gillian replied, gesturing towards me in a you-have-at-it sort of way. I was pretty sure it was me that would be having at her, but I enjoyed it all the same.
"You're a doll," said Yvonne and the two of them shared a quick kiss as Betty climbed down from the chair.
Yvonne took her place, laying back across the seat with her ass hanging over the edge. She was pretty tall and the chair supported little but the small of her back. But her friends were happy to help and they all flocked in around her, holding various parts of her anatomy as I got into position. Gillian and Aubrey grabbed onto her legs, keeping them spread nice and wide as I found her opening, gaining access with a delicate push. She'd been waiting a long time and her eyes sealed shut as I entered her, euphoria spreading across her face like I was providing a fix.
I took over leg duty from Gillian and Aubrey, gripping her ankles as I started thrusting, steering deep into the Aussie's snatch. She pushed a kid out of there last year I believe, but you'd never know; her pussy was just as tight as anyone else's. I started slowly, my hips gently rolling into her, making her feel my every inch. It had the desired effect and a series of long and sultry purrs poured from between her lips as she and my cock got better acquainted.
Her friends were lavishing her with attention and I took in the sights as I steadily fed her my shaft. Betty and Anna were knelt on either side, holding her up by the shoulders. Both were whispering into her ears, kisses peppering her shoulders and neck. Alison was next to Anna, tending to Yvonne's very perky breasts. While Aubrey and Gillian were closest to me, kissing and licking across her flat little tummy.
It was a hell of a sight and I pumped my hips a little faster as I took it all in, almost jerking myself off with Yvonne's tight pussy. The girls could tell what I was doing and they put on a little show for me as the pace increased, thrusting harder and harder. Putting a hand to her cheek, Anna turned Yvonne towards her, keeping an eye on me and winking as she kissed her on the mouth. The sight of that alone made my dick throb harder and I unleashed a flurry of thrusts that left the blonde beauty moaning into Anna's mouth.
When Anna was finished with her, she turned Yvonne to her right, where Betty's huge rack was ready and waiting. In true GLOW fashion, Betty unveiled her signature move, shoving her tits into the Aussie's face. Jiggling and slapping them against her cheeks, Betty's eyes were fixed on me as she smothered her friend with a faceful of titty. Meanwhile, Alison was sucking on Yvonne's much smaller, though still very perky tits- they, like the rest of her, showing little sign of her recent pregnancy.
Anna was exploring her torso, ensuring her abs stayed peppered with kisses, while Aubrey, mischievous as ever, was gently rubbing Yvonne's pink clit. Yvonne moaned louder at the increased stimulation and every strum of Aubrey's fingers tightened the blonde's pussy like she was turning a lever. Aubrey gazed up at me as she worked her magic, a familiar grin telling me she was well aware of the effect it was having. It was more than I could handle and the feel of Yvonne's pussy, combined with all those beautiful sights, were steering me ominously to the brink of eruption.
I had half a mind to give into the sensation, and I'm sure that unloading into Yvonne would have felt like heaven on Earth. One small problem though- she hadn't cum herself yet. I'd gotten everyone else off so far and I was keen to keep that record intact. Still clutching her by the ankles, I pushed them together until her legs snapped shut. Aubrey yelped and pulled her hand away, lest her wrist be scissored by Yvonne's strong thighs. It worked like a charm and I felt her pussy loosen slightly as I upped the tempo, slamming my abs into a wall of thigh. Yvonne responded in the way I'd hoped, emitting a sudden outburst that hit my eardrums with starling force.
"Oh, GOD! FUCK! Yes, that cock is so fucking good!"
"Yeah? You like that, honey?" some asked her (Betty, I think). "You gonna cum on that fucking cock?"
"Oh, fuck yes! Yeah, yeah, yeah, I'm gonna fucking cum!" Yvonne replied, suddenly sounding very Australian.
I wrapped my arms around her calves and pinned her legs to my torso, pounding her out with a burst of savage thrusts. Her feet poked over my shoulder and suddenly I could see her again, not to mention all the girls that were gathered around her, helping her climax in any way they could. Lips were kissed. Earlobes were nibbled. Nipples were licked and sucked. An intense look of ecstasy was plastered across her face and high-pitched moans were spilling from her lips with increasing regularity.
The fuse was lit, and a few more thrusts were all it took to trigger the explosion. A harsh cacophony of squeals and cusses were propelled towards the ceiling, and her legs quaked against my torso as a hot gush of fluid soaked every inch of my shaft. I remained inside her until her orgasm ceased and not a second longer, promptly pulling out before I got dragged into one of my own.
"My turn!" said Gillian, jumping to her feet in excitement.
Yvonne was in no state to move so I grabbed her fellow blonde by the thighs and hoisted her up onto the dining table. A filthy grin tickled her features as she sprawled out across the oak, propping herself up on her elbows. Her legs hung over the edge and I gathered them in my arms as I knelt before her, burying my face in between them.
"Ohhh, fuck!" she purred in delight, tipping her head back as my tongue touched down on her twat.
My reasons for going down on her were threefold. 1) I was seriously close to cumming, so as long as nobody started sucking me from beneath again, it would allow my cock to settle. 2) I was so close to cumming that I wasn't sure I could get her off by penetration alone. And, most importantly, 3) I fucking love the taste of her pussy. Going down on her was the first thing I did on her very first visit, as is often the case when I get a new guest (I like to make my ladies feel welcome). But her pussy tasted so good that I found myself eating it every chance I got. And, as I think I said before, Gillian loves getting head, both from men and, as I learned this evening, from women as well. So it's a win-win really.
Anyway, by this point I'd gone down on her in pretty much every way imaginable, and I know which technique is her favourite. Her pussy was sodden, as it so often is, and I licked up and down, from taint to clit. Lapping up her sticky fluids, my taste buds tingled as the delicious flavour lingered on my tongue. Settling on her clit, I wrapped my lips around it as I focused on it fully, rolling my tongue across it with long, wet, fluid strokes. Gillian reacted in her usual manner, a series of sharp, breathy gasps puffing out from between her lips, and quickly rising in tempo and volume.
Alison's table was a decent size and it allowed her friends to surround her on the oaken surface. Aubrey and Alison were kneeling behind her, leaving kisses on her ears, lips and neck. Betty and Yvonne were sucking on her tits. Anna was kissing and licking across her tight little tummy. While I was camped out between her thighs, giving a whole new meaning to the words 'dining table' as I feasted on her sweet pink pussy.
Heat was pouring from between her folds and I savoured every drop of molten liquid that oozed across the length of my tongue. I quickened the pace a little, giving my tongue muscles a rigorous workout as I licked her harder and faster. Soft moans fluttered from her mouth, some blocked by Alison or Aubrey as they pushed their lips against hers. I could feel her thighs start to shake, her abs clenching as Anna kissed and licked them. It never took long to bring Gillian to climax and this time was no exception. A few more licks across her ever-stiffening clit, and my efforts were rewarded with a powerful surge of sweet, delicious fluid that drenched my lips and tongue.
My mouth was a mess by the time I was done and no fewer than three women stopped me for a kiss as I leaned over Gillian, scooping her up in my arms. Putting her lips to mine, she licked up the remaining fluid as I lifted her up, lowering her back down to her feet. One hand on her shoulder and the other at the small of her back, she gasped excitedly as I spun her around, pushing her against the table. Grabbing the edge of the wood, she leant forward at the waist under my direction and there was a mad scramble to see who could park their pussy in front of her first.
Aubrey won (surprise, surprise) and Gillian's tongue was already on her clit as I steered myself forward, plunging deep into my sixth pussy of the day. This one I'd been in many times before so I saw no need to break her in slowly. I knew Gillian's pussy inside out, and knew full well that she could handle my size. So I thrusted hard right off the bat, grabbing hold of her hips as my pelvis beat down on her ass. Her initial reaction was more than familiar, and a loud 'oh, God!" flew from between her lips, a wave of blonde hair wafting through the air as her head jerked upwards. Only this time, Aubrey was there to catch it. Gathering hair in her ring-clad knuckles, she scooped Gillian's locks into a makeshift ponytail, pushing her head back down where it belonged.
"Uh uh," said Aubrey, shaking her head. "You stay where you are."
The earlier interlude had worked to a point, but my cock was still pounding incessantly as I tore through Gillian's pussy. Humping wildly, I slammed into her in a fit of lust, the resulting screams muffed by Aubrey's snatch. Aubrey's eyes were fixed on Gillian's, staring her down with an intimidating glare.
"Don't stop," said the brunette, pointing at her in warning. "No matter how hard he fucks you, you DO NOT stop eating my pussy, got that?"
Gillian nodded, still pitching loud screams into Aubrey's twat.
"Good girl," Aubrey grinned, and she gyrated her hips with frantic movements, grinding her clit into Gillian's tongue.
The remaining girls climbed down from the table, all four converging on me as I fucked their friend. Alison stood behind me, as was her custom, running her hands all over me as she kissed my shoulders and neck. Anna was on her knees, wedged up against the edge of the table. I couldn't see what she was doing, but the sudden tightening of Gillian's pussy told me she was rubbing her clit from beneath. Betty and Yvonne were just in front of her, one either side of Gillian. Kissing and licking her ass cheeks, both were gazing up at me with expectant looks, their twin sets of lips all but begging me to stick my cock between them.



Prying myself from Gillian's snatch, I proceeded to do just that, guiding my dick first into Betty's mouth and then into Yvonne's. Both women took a pass on my cock, taking me to the base and cleaning the fluids now coating my every inch. Gillian groaned at the sudden emptiness and she pulled her head from Aubrey's thighs just long enough to turn and face me, imploring me to put back in.
I didn't make her wait and promptly stuffed my cock back into her pussy, thrusting into her with renewed vigour. The short break had helped quell my urges, but as soon as I was back inside her, the sensations were pulling at me harder than ever. The need to blow my load was almost overwhelming and my eyes scanned the flock of women, searching desperately for a source of distraction.
Betty was licking one of Gillian's ass cheeks. That helped. Anna and Yvonne were making out with each other. That helped more. Alison was kissing my neck, her roving hands taking laps of my sweaty torso. Aubrey was watching Gillian as she ate her pussy, staring at her with the kind of fierce, unbreaking eye contact that only she seemed capable of making. But hot though the image was, that wasn't what caught my attention. Clutched in Aubrey's hand was a perfect golden ponytail and the temptation to wrap it around my knuckles was simply too great to ignore.
Clutching a handful of shiny blonde locks, I coiled them around my fingers and gave a sudden yank. Not only did it swipe the hair from Aubrey's grasp, but it pulled Gillian away from her entirely, earning me a scowl that could put the fear of God in you.
"Hey!" she protested, glaring at me intensely as I hauled Gillian up to a standing position, holding her body against mine.
I smiled back at her, returning a shit-eating grin that only served to anger her further. You'd think I'd know better than to antagonise Aubrey Plaza, but what can I say? I'm a glutton for punishment.
With Gillian's body now pinned against mine, I wasted no time in drilling the blonde into incoherence. My hips were on fire as I pounded into her, loud smacks echoing around the room as our bodies collided. I'd been on borrowed time for a while now, and as her pussy clenched me harder in the standing position, I knew I couldn't hold my load for as much as a minute longer. The only question was where to leave it. A creampie was tempting, of course, but I'd done that once already and you know what they say about variety. So do I flip her around and do it on her face? No, push her aside and stick it in Aubrey to make amends for earlier. No, grab Alison, Anna, Betty and Yvonne and shoot it over their faces and tits. Frankly, there were too many options.
I took too long to decide and my mind was made up for me. Pushing her back down, Gillian grabbed the edge of the table as I pried my cock from her pussy. Jerking it twice, my dick erupted like Mount Vesuvius, an unholy volume of burning hot splooge spewing from the tip and splattering across Gillian's back. Her friends cooed as they moved in closer, marvelling at the long white streak that started at her waist and stretched right up to her shoulders. But as you can probably imagine, it didn't stay like that for long. Aubrey leaned over, licking the cum from the top of her spine. Anna and Betty came in from either side, cleaning her thorax and the small of her back. Yvonne and Alison knelt in front of me, blowing me one at a time and sucking out the last few drops.
It was perfect except for one small problem: I hadn't made Gillian cum yet. Without word, I promptly withdrew from Alison's lips and dropped down onto my knees. I curled my arms around Gillian's thighs and pulled her towards me, meeting her halfway as I shoved my face in her ass.
"OH!" she shrieked as I parted my lips, my tongue getting sucked to her clit like it was magnetised.
I may not have gotten her off when I was fucking her, but I had gotten her pretty damn close, and a few quick flicks off my tongue was all it took to seal the deal. Aubrey knelt on the surface of the table, Gillian's face in her hands, their noses an inch apart. The eye contact was intense, brunette staring down blonde as she encouraged- no, told- her to drench my face with her cum. Gillian obliged and soon my tongue was flooded by a hot rush of sugary fluids that almost drowned me alive. Her thighs began to shake as I held her tightly, tonguing her pussy until every last drop had been extracted.
My grip loosened and I emerged red-faced from between her cheeks. Alison was there to greet me, tasting her friend's cum as our lips locked together, her tongue swirling around my own.
"Shall we take this to the bedroom?" she asked as she broke the kiss, that lovely, sweet smile stretched wider than ever.
The girls cheered and Alison grabbed my cock as we rose to our feet, using it as a leash as she led me across the lounge and out into the hallway. Her friends followed, some hand in hand. Anna squeezed my ass as she scurried past me, glancing back with a wink of an eye. Everyone seemed to know where the master bedroom was, which filled my mind with some very impure thoughts.
We piled into Alison's room and she all but leapt onto her marital bed, locks of dark hair spilling across the pillows. Propping herself up with those muscular arms, she bit her bottom lip, beckoning me with a finger and those gorgeous come-to-bed eyes. I accepted the invite, accompanied by the others as I climbed up onto the bed. Settling on top of her, she placed a hand at the back of my head. Fingers scoured my hair as she pulled me in closer, kissing me in the needy manner to which I'd now grown accustomed.
Her bed was big enough for everyone and her friends all moved in close, watching as our lips sealed shut, tongues almost tangled in a knot.
"Ugh, more lovey-dovey shit," said Aubrey, following it up with some jokey retching sounds that made the others laugh.
Our lips came apart and I glanced to my right where Alison was giving her the finger.
"A treat for the birthday girl?" I asked, grinning from ear to ear.
"Please," she replied, smiling back at me as I moved to her neck, kissing past her collarbone and down to her chest.
Her nipples were like bullets as I took one between my lips, sucking greedily before switching to the other. A soft whine escaped her lips and I felt her abs tighten as I kissed down her tummy, purposely taking my time. Her legs hung over my shoulders as I got into position, slowly kissing the inside of her thigh. Heated radiated from her labia as I skipped straight past her pussy, prompting a frustrated groan as I kissed her other leg.
"Come on, eat that pussy already!" said Gillian, laying on her side, fingers poised at her clit.
"If you don't do it, I will," added Anna Kendrick, already primed to take my position.
Returning an impish grin, I kissed to the top of Alison's thigh then dove in deep without further delay. My tongue went straight to her clit and I gazed up at her from between her thighs, watching her reaction as I did my thing. A breathy coo fluttered from between her lips as her arms gave way and she flopped down onto the mattress. The look on her face was truly delightful, her lower lip quivering as I encircled her clit with my tongue. A hand rested at the back of my head, fingers brushing through my hair as her breaths turned into moans, increasing in volume with every swirl of my tongue.
At first, her friends had been happy to observe but it wasn't long before they got in on the action. Yvonne and Gillian knelt on either side, kissing and licking her tummy, while Anna and Aubrey latched onto those nice perky tits. Betty leaned over and kissed her, and Alison was so caught up in the moment that she kissed back without realising who it was. It took a few seconds for the penny to drop, but when it did Alison broke free from the kiss, pushing the blonde out the way.
"Get lost, Betty," she snapped, shooing her away with an outstretched hand. "I want to watch him while he eats my pussy."
It was a real bitch move, but Betty didn't take it lying down. She came back at her again, only this time she brought out the big guns. And what big guns they were. Leaning over her supposed friend, Betty cupped her two huge breasts and shoved them into her face. By this point those tits must have smothered every face in the room, but this time she did it with particular relish. It had appeared that Betty wanted to bury the hatchet, but if Alison wasn't into it, she'd settle for burying her face instead.
Alison squealed into Betty's cleavage, pretending she didn't like it, but the extra ounce of moisture now pouring across my tongue told a very different story. The taste was exquisite and the more she leaked, the harder I licked her, winding my tongue around her clit with ever quickening strokes. Her moans grew louder, still muffled by Betty's tits until finally she released her from the depths of her cleavage. Alison gasped, sucking in lungfuls of air.
"Ahh! You fucking bi-" she shrieked, promptly cut off as Betty stradled her, silencing her with a pussy on her face.
"Yeah, come on, Ali," she said with a grin. "Lick that pussy, bitch. You know you want to."
The girls cleared a path as Betty leaned forward, joining me between Alison's thighs. Poking out her tongue, she flicked it back and forth like a viper, lapping at the nub of her clit. Room was scarce now so I moved a little lower, lifting her ass up off the mattress and burying my tongue in her butthole.
"Ooh, yeah! That's it, baby. Eat that birthday cake!" quipped Aubrey Plaza, drawing laughter from around the bed.
Yeah. Not so lovey-dovey now, huh? Head bobbing back and forth, I pushed my tongue into her anal cavity, her sphincter contracting the deeper I went. Her ass was delicious and every so often I'd lick along her taint and pussy, sharing the taste with Betty as she tongued at Alison's clit.
The extra stimulation sent Alison into a frenzy and she groaned louder from under Betty's ass, buns tightening as I gripped them with my hands. Betty and I had her on the ropes and the beautiful, buxom blonde fully utilised her wrestling training as she applied her finishing move. Wrapping her arms around Alison's back, she pinned her lithe body against her own curvaceous one, blonde hair shaking back and forth as she blew a bunch of raspberries on Alison's clit. Alison wriggled and squirmed underneath her, a mixture of screams and laughter muffled by Betty's big ass.
The sounds softened and Alison fell still, her sphincter loosening just enough to let me pluck my tongue from her rectum. Betty surfaced from between her legs, wearing a triumphant grin, her mouth wet with saliva and pussy juice. I put my mouth to hers and we shared a sloppy kiss. Sitting up straight, I pressed my cock against Alison's slit, guiding it in without missing a beat. Her pussy was sodden and the slightest thrust was all it took to sheath myself to the balls. Gripping her ankles, I pumped my hips with immediate vigour, storming out of the gate with a torrent of thrusts that sent my balls crashing against her ass. Betty had remained in the 69 position, Alison's pussy growing tighter by the second as she tongued her swollen clit.
The other girls had grown tired of watching and began inserting themselves into the action in any way they could. Yvonne took up Alison's position behind yours truly, wrapping her arms around me as she licked my ear and neck. Aubrey knelt across the pillows, pulling Betty's cheeks apart so she could lick her asshole. The angle was awkward, but that didn't stop her from sliding her tongue past her puckered sphincter and shoving it in as deep as she could. Gillian kissed and licked along Betty's sculpted back, while Anna was on hair duty, ensuring those golden locks didn't interfere with my spirited thrusting.
Seeing all those beautiful women pilling on top of the birthday girl had me throbbing in a matter of minutes. I'd only cum some fifteen minutes before and wasn't sure I could go off again after such a short space of time. But the incessant churning in my now very swollen balls was enough to prove me wrong. Pulling my cock from Alison's pussy, I steered my crown between Betty's thick lips, allowing her a single solitary suck before retracting swiftly and returning it from whence it came. Repeating the trick, I switched back and forth from pussy to mouth until my cock had settled, then tore into Alison with another bout of ceaseless thrusts.
Bucking my hips with force and ferocity, every thrust hit her harder than the last, my cock like a battering ram as it drove through her tight pink pussy. But Alison was a pro and didn't neglect her duties for a single second, no matter how hard I fucked her. I couldn't see what she was doing, of course, but the moans and groans pouring from Betty's lips told me all I needed to know.
It wasn't long before the pleasure coursing through Betty's frame began to get the better of her. Ignoring Alison's clit, she put her own needs first as she sat up on top of her face and started grinding her pussy against the brunette's tongue. But Alison didn't seem to mind and happily licked the busty blonde from asshole to clit. Reaching up to cup her tits, Betty pushed them together as she ground on Alison's face and I couldn't fight the urge to shove my face in between them. Immersing myself deeply, I slid my lips back and forth from one stiff nipple to the next, motorboating to my heart's content.
Moving upwards, I gripped a handful of glossy blonde hair and pulled her towards me, kissing her aggressively as I slammed into Alison's pussy. Betty came while we were making out, squealing into my mouth as Alison tongued her to climax. Our lips came apart and I held her head in my hands, a look of pure bliss spreading across her face as the final waves of orgasm washed over her buxom body. And then it was all about Alison.
Betty climbed down from her face and her guests all gathered in close as I redoubled my efforts, pounding her hard and fast. Anna and Aubrey were knelt either side, kissing her intermittently between orders (mostly from Aubrey) to 'take [my] dick' and 'cum on [my] fucking cock'. Betty was directly behind her, jiggling her boobs in Alison's face and encouraging her to suck them, which the brunette did on multiple occasions. Gillian and Yvonne were closest to me, catching tits in their mouths, while the Aussie reached downwards, adding the missing ingredient as she strummed on Alison's clit.
That final touch proved decisive and I plowed into Alison with all of my might as her body was racked by thunderous convulsions. Her eyes rolled into her head, her body assaulted with lips and tongues as a guttural roar burst forth from the bowels of her throat.
"FUUUCCCKKK!!! YES! YES! YES! YEEESSS!!!"
I pounded her harder and didn't stop until I could see her pupils again, the violent tremors beginning to subside. Pulling out, I left her to recover as I grabbed Aubrey by the arm and hauled her towards me.
"Turn around," I said and for once she did as she was told, assuming the position at the edge of the bed.
I stepped down from the mattress, moving in behind her as she got on all fours. Kicking things off with a smack of her ass, I quickly followed that with a rough, intrusive thrust that took me right to her molten core. Aubrey responded with a throaty growl- so aggressive it was almost feral. Dark hair flipped across her shoulders as she turned back to look at me, nothing but lust in those big brown eyes. I slapped her ass again and started thrusting, railing her right from the off. Aubrey turned and grabbed hold of Yvonne, pulling the blonde towards her.
"Come here, bitch. Gimme that pussy."
Yvonne was the only one who even came close to Aubrey in terms of aggressiveness, and it made for an interesting dynamic. Every other girl would have given themselves up at the drop of a hat, but Yvonne did nothing of the sort.
"Yeah? You want this pussy, mate?" she teased, spreading her lips apart and showing her pink insides. "Then come get it."
She pulled herself away at the very last second, leaving Aubrey tonguing at thin air. But Aubrey Plaza was nothing if not resourceful. She reached back and grabbed my arm, and though nothing came out her mouth except her usual unintelligible screams, her intentions were clear as day. She wanted me to fuck her into Yvonne, and I was happy to help. I reduced the speed of my thrusts but maintained the same force, driving into her pussy with a series of slow, hard strokes. Her body shifted forward with each sharp thrust, and her tongue touched Yvonne's clit each time I slammed inside her.
Grabbing her head, Yvonne held Aubrey between her legs, gently cooing as she ate her snatch. It was quite a sight, and it only got better when Anna climbed on top of Yvonne, sharing her pussy with Aubrey as they 69'd. Earlier, I might have looked away from such hot action to keep from losing my load, but this time I took it all in. I slowed my thrusts to maintain my restraint, sinking into Aubrey with steady, unhurried strokes that let me feel every nook and cranny. Which was something I hadn't done yet, for pounding her senseless had been the order of the day. She felt incredible and all the action unfolding before me made the perfect visual accompaniment.
But the change of pace certainly didn't go unnoticed, least of all by Aubrey who pulled her head from between Yvonne's legs and turned back to face me, a condescending smile tickling that full set of lips.
"What's the matter?" she asked. "Too much for you?"
She clearly hadn't learned her lesson about questioning my talents, so I decided to give her a refresher. Grabbing a handful of hair, I pushed her back into Yvonne's tight snatch, holding her there as I upped the ante. Slapping her peach-shaped ass, I slammed into her pussy with quick, hard snaps of my hips. I could feel her starting to shake and her moans became louder, despite being muffled by Yvonne's pink twat. A few more thrusts and I felt her cum, squealing loudly into the Australian bush (see what I did there? Yvonne was actually clean shaven but you get the point). Of course it's great getting any woman off, but one that's spent all afternoon taking shots at your sexual prowess feels particularly satisfying.
But it didn't end there and Aubrey's climax had a domino effect, igniting further orgasms from within her group of three. Yvonne came next, directing loud screams into Anna's tight pussy. Then Anna came as well, screaming herself hoarse as the beautiful blonde Aussie tongued her to the point of climax.
Another hard slap on the ass was Aubrey's cue to move, and she and her friends leapt up from the mattress. Gillian was closest so I grabbed her next. Scooping her into the air, she threw her arms around my shoulders as I held her up by her thighs, lowering her onto my cock. There was a contented sigh as my crown gained access, turning into a moan as I slid her down, filling her pussy entirely.
When I had Aubrey in this position, I held her still and basically pounded her into submission. But this time I let my arms do the work, pulling Gillian right up to the tip and letting her fall back down again. The first pass nearly took the wind out of her, eyes bulging wide as she gasped in shock. We hadn't fucked in this position in a while and I think she forgot how deep I'd get inside her when I dropped her down to the base. But she got used to it quickly and soon her expression was nothing but pleasure as I worked her up and my shaft, impaling her repeatedly on my long, thick cock.
Two girls joined us while the other three stayed on the bed, readying each other for what was to come. Alison limboed between my thighs, parting her legs perfectly for Betty to park herself between. I didn't see her go down there but I became aware of her presence when she wrapped her lips around my balls, sucking each one in turn. Looking down, I watched as Betty rolled out her tongue, licking Alison's pussy with long, unhurried strokes.



I gripped my dick at the base and slid out of Gillian's pussy, holding it out for her fellow blonde. At first nothing happened, so engrossed was she in Alison's box. But a quick clear of my throat and a waggle of my cock was enough to get her attention. Wetting two fingers with saliva, Betty guided them to Alison's pussy, strumming her clit as she went for my cock. Taking me in her mouth, her head bobbed back and forth as she slurped up Gillian's fluids, taking me to the balls three times in a row.
Prying me from between her lips, she jerked my cock a few times, smearing her spit across my shaft before returing me to Gillian. I picked up from where I left off, tossing her up and down my dick. I kept this up until my arms began to tire then deposited her on the mattress, remaining inside her as I switched from standing to missionary. This is when I started thrusting- and thrusting hard- putting my body weight behind every pelvic slam. Her moans turned to cries- big, throaty ones that kept getting louder until a quick-thinking Yvonne backed up her booty and dropped it on top of her face.
Now her screams were mixed with greedy scarfing sounds as she munched on the Aussie's box. I watched with intent, still slamming into Gillian as Yvonne gripped her asscheeks and pulled them apart, showing off her winking sphincter. It was too good to resist and I lunged forward as I kept on railing, shoving my face between her cheeks and sinking my tongue into her asshole.
"OH!" she yelped and she reached back to grab my head, holding me in there as I bucked my hips, pounding Gillian's pussy.
I bobbed my head as much as I was able, fucking Yvonne's ass with my tongue. Doing both things at once was something of a challenge, but the screams from both women were enough to tell me that I was doing a decent job. Gillian's were muffled by Yvonnne's tight snatch, but the Aussie was free to yell at the top of her lungs as I tongued her puckered sphincter.
"Oh, fuck! Yes, baby! Eat that fucking arse!"
Gillian's grip was like a vice and her muscles squeezed me harder each time I thrust inside. While Yvonne's snug asshole contracted around my tongue, gripping it so tight I wondered if I'd get it back out again. Both of them were close and I did what I could to get both women off at the exact same time. Pounding furiously, my hips were like a jackhammer as I drilled into Gillian's cooch, my tongue plunging deep into Yvonne's tight ass.
Gillian was first, but she didn't stop tonguing at Yvonne's stiff clit, even while orgasmic tremors were rumbling through her body. Yvonne was next, and Gillian was still lost in the throes of climax when a hot stream of fluid drenched her writhing tongue. The thrusting stopped but I stayed inside Gillian as I leant down to kiss her, asshole and pussy now lingering on both our tongues.
Prying my cock from Gillian's pussy, I pushed her aside as I pounced on Yvonne, shoving her down onto the bed. Gripping her asscheeks and pulling them apart, I dove in deep without a moment's delay.
"AHH!" she shrieked, head jolting upwards as my tongue went straight to her clit.
She was still worked up from her previous orgasm, and a few swift swipes of my tongue were all it took to spark up another.
"OH MY GODDD!!!" she yelped and she raised her back instinctively as her body was overcome by a second climax in quick succession.
I moved my hands to the small of her back, pushing her back down and pinning her tummy to the mattress as she spasmed from head to toe.
"OHH, FUUU-UHH-UHH-CKKK!!!" she screamed, almost sounding like she was in pain as the sudden pang of orgasm hit her with the force of a truck.
Cries of pleasure still ringing in my ears, I leapt up onto my knees and climbed on top of her, straddling the backs of her thighs. A hand remained in the small of her back, while the other grabbed hold of my cock, shoving it deep inside her. My hands moved down to her hips and I lifted her ass a little, creating the perfect angle. Then I pounded her, hard as I could, slamming into her pussy with very little self-control.
Her friends converged on us, surrounding us from all sides as we rutted at the centre of the bed. Anna and Alison were knelt either side, kissing and licking her shoulders and back. Betty and Gillian were on their backs, strumming their clits while they watched me fuck her. And Aubrey was behind me, egging me on in her usual manner.
Yvonne's face was buried in the pillows, squeals suppressed by the expensive filling.
"Get her head out of there," Aubrey instructed. "I want to hear her scream!"
Doing as instructed, I scooped up a handful of long blonde hair and yanked it as hard as I could, pulling her face from the pillows. A loud yelp flew forth from her lips and was quickly followed by a series of moans, just as Aubrey had hoped.
"Yeah, that's it!" the brunette cheered. "Fuck her like a slut!"
The instruction was clear and one thought dominated all others inside of my head. OK, I'll fuck her like I just fucked you! Roughly pulling at Yvonne's blonde hair, I held it like reigns as I powered into her, pummelling her pussy for all it was worth. Betty and Gillian moved in closer, kneeling in front of Yvonne. Taking her face in their hands, their lips went to hers a pair at a time, kissing her intensely as her head was wrenched back. Gillian was the sweeter of the two, brushing aside the few golden locks not wrapped in a knot in my fist. While Betty simply grabbed her head and swung her tits back and forth, landing heavy blows to the side of her face.
She was getting it from all sides and I was starting to feel a little sorry for her. Wrapping an arm around her tummy, I took Yvonne with me as I rolled up onto my side, making her the little spoon. Lifting a leg into the air, her shaking foot was pointed at the ceiling as I held her close, driving deep into her tight pink pussy. There was a room-wide shriek as the girls changed positions, forming a ring around me and Yvonne as I dicked the living daylights out of her. Aubrey started licking her clit. Alison sucked on her perky tits. Betty was kissing her and Gillian was kissing me. So by process of elimination, that must have been Anna that was licking up and down my back.
The extra stimulation worked like a charm and Yvonne succumbed to our efforts in double quick time. Betty's lips came free from her own, letting her cries of pleasure go unencumbered. Her leg shook violently and I held it tightly as I continued to rail, clapping her ass with my pelvis. Her screams got louder and before she knew what had hit her, Yvonne's body was ravaged by the third explosive orgasm in less than fifteen minutes. I stopped thrusting but remained inside her as she rode it out, eyelids fluttering and lower lip quivering, much to her friends' enjoyment.
Pulling out, I grabbed hold of Anna as I rolled onto my back, pulling her up on top of me. Planting her knees on the mattress, she gripped my cock at the base as she dropped down onto it, sinking to the hilt on the very first pass. I could do with a break so I let her take control, allowing her to use me however she pleased. She placed her hands on her thighs as she started to ride me, perky tits jiggling as she climbed up and down my pole.
It didn't take long for her friends to surround us, heaping attention on both Anna and myself. Gillian and Yvonne were on their knees, making out with Anna as she rode my cock. Betty was between my thighs, licking from my balls to my shaft and right up to Anna's butthole. While Aubrey and Alison were knelt either side of me, leaning over and kissing me one by one.
"Think you can handle one more?" asked Aubrey, still goading me with that familiar smirk.
I didn't answer and simply pulled her up onto my face, that grin never leaving hers as I put her in position, arms wrapped around her thighs. My tongue came out and went straight to her slit, licking up the coat of warm, sticky moisture that glistened on her vaginal lips. I could hear Anna's asscheeks clapping against my thighs as she rode me harder. She was still doing all the work, allowing me to concentrate fully on the sweet, pink pussy that was perched on top of my face.
Settling on Aubrey's clit, I used my patented tongue swirling method, a red tornado spiralling around her sensitive spot. I'd eaten so much pussy by this stage in the day that my tongue was starting to cramp. But I didn't let that stop me and kept it churning around her clit, regardless of the pain it caused. My eyes stayed glued on hers, and she did her best to keep a straight face as I licked her clitty, flaunting my God-given skill. I could tell she was conflicted- desperate to succumb to the pleasure but not wanting to give me the satisfaction. She held out a while, but even a woman so unflinchingly deadpan couldn't help but give away a few significant tells. Her eyes began to flutter and no amount of pursing could keep a stray coo from tumbling from between her lips.
Warmth blanketed my mouth and chin, moisture now seeping in copious amounts. She tasted amazing and it only made me want to lick her harder, to spin my tongue around her clit until I broke through her walls of resistance. One more swirl and she admitted defeat, unleashing what sounded like a sigh of relief as I tongued her to a reluctant, but nonetheless rapturous orgasm.
"Ugh, God! Fuck!" she panted, a smile creeping across her face as her head shook back and forth, finally giving up the pretence that I hadn't just eaten her pussy better than anyone else could even dream of.
She took a moment to compose herself then climbed down off my face. And now it was all about Anna. Up until this point she'd been the one dictating things, but now my concentration was solely on her, it was time to assert some dominance. Grabbing two handfuls of ass, I lifted her up about three or four inches, then held her in place as I started thrusting. Anna gasped, surprised by the change in momentum. Her eyes bulged wide and her mouth formed the shape of an O as I slammed up into her pussy.
Suddenly, all eyes were on her and her girlfriends piled on her as I pounded her out, each one tending to a different erogenous zone. Alison was kissing her. Gillian and Yvonne were sucking on her tits. Betty was no longer licking my balls, and I knew from Aubrey's unique brand of encouragement that the blonde's tongue had moved up to Anna's butthole.
"Yeah, lick that ass, bitch," Aubrey commanded. "Make her cum on that big fucking dick."
It was almost perfect, but there was one piece of the jigsaw missing. I licked my thumb and put it to Anna's clit, rubbed it a couple of times and voila! Orgasm number...ten? Twenty? Who really knew at this point. Her body spasmed, her usually stunning facial features screwed in all kinds of unflattering ways as powerful tremors rocked her down to the core. My thrusts stopped and I held her against me, letting her feel me throbbing inside her. Her features softened, and the violent contortions gave way to a look of unclouded serenity, a few last kisses peppering her lips and cheeks.
I gripped her thighs and lifted her up, my dick popping free from her pussy. Anna climbed down and Betty's blonde frame was unveiled in all its buxom glory.
"Your turn, isn't it?" I asked, propping up my head with a pillow.
A smile stretched across that gorgeous face and she returned an excited nod. Spinning around, she threw a leg over mine, backing up that beautiful ass.
"Uh uh," I said. I shook my head back and forth and signalled for her to turn.
She looked at me over her shoulder and her grin grew wider. "Ahh, wanna look at my tits, do you?"
"Fuck yeah, I do," I said, smacking her ass as she turned back around.
I gripped my cock as she straddled me, moving my hands to her ass as she dropped down onto it. Fingers digging into both her cheeks, I took control but let my arms do the work, almost throwing her up and down on my dick like I was fucking her standing. It didn't take long for those tits to start bouncing and I sat there mesmerised as they flopped up and down, slapping against her sternum.
Once again, her friends were on us in a flash. Betty and Anna had swapped roles, and now it was the brunette that was sucking on my balls while I bounced the blonde on my dick. Kneeling at her side, Aubrey and Alison went straight for those tits, sucking them as best they could as they bounced all around her chest. Gillian and Yvonne were either side of me, peppering me with kisses and extending offers to sit on my face. But any such proposals were politely declined. I didn't want anything to block out my view of those beautiful, big, bouncing tits. But I didn't ignore them entirely and I moved my hands to both their pussies, rubbing them in tandem as they kissed up and my chest.
This prompted a shift in momentum. Now that Betty's ass wasn't clasped in my hands, she was free to do as she wanted. And what she wanted to do was ride my dick. Really, really hard. Her knees hit the mattress and she placed her hands just above them, her powerful muscles propelling her up and down my pole. Blonde hair swished across her sculpted shoulders and her tits were bouncing more wildly than ever as she used my dick to get herself off. Not that I was complaining, of course, and as long as those boobs kept flopping up and down, she could use any part of my body in any way she liked.
I'll never forget the look on her face- a steely expression of grit and determination, like her existence was dependent on making herself cum. I was keen to assist, and I rolled up onto my knees as I lowered her onto her back, switching from cowgirl to missionary in a single seamless motion. Gripping her ankles, I kept her legs spread as I bucked my hips, watching those huge tits jiggle with every bodily collision.
Anna straddled her, parking her pussy on Betty's face. Aubrey pushed those titties together and shoved her face in between them, letting them slap against her cheeks each time I thrust inside. Alison reached down and started rubbing her clit, while Gillian and Yvonne were at my side, grabbing my ass and kissing my shoulders and back.
Betty started moaning as she tongued out Anna's box and the louder the volume, the harder I thrusted, slamming into that thick blonde body with all I had left in the tank. My cock was throbbing something fierce, and every strum of Alison's fingers on the bud of Betty's clit added another notch to the vice-like grip of her pussy. I wasn't gonna last much longer and those lovely big boobs were crying out for one last titfuck before my cock exploded in spectacular fashion.
Prying my dick from the depths of her snatch, I scrambled up the bed until I was straddling her tummy. Grabbing her tits, I slapped my dick into the gap in between them, wrapping them around my shaft. Thrusting as hard as I could, Aubrey and Alison provided the lube, spitting thick jets of saliva into Betty's cleavage. Leaning forward, I kissed Anna as she perched on Betty's face, my ass but a blur as I sawed my dick through her chestal chasm. Yvonne was in my ear, urging me to cum in her rich Aussie tones. Glancing back, I noticed that Gillian's head was now buried between Betty's thighs, finishing the job that my dick had started.
And finish it, she did. In fact, the room basically descended into one huge orgasm. Betty came. Anna came. Aubrey and Alison were now scissoring one another at the side of the bed, and they both came as well. Then, inevitably, so did I. Plucking my rod from Betty's tits, I somehow managed to yell out a warning before the spunky tidal wave surged forth from the tip of my prick.
"Oh, fuck! I'm gonna cum!"
The words were like a starting pistol, and all five women scrambled into position, jostling and jockeying for one last touch of my soon to be erupted penis. Gillian and Yvonne latched on from either side, sliding their mouths up and down my shaft. Anna and Alison put their lips to my crown, getting in a few last kisses. Betty poked out her tongue and lapped at the winking slit. While Aubrey reached down and started fondling my balls.
I held out for as long as I could but it soon became clear that resistance was futile. Gripping the one stretch of shaft not occupied by a tongue or lips, I retrieved my cock from the gaggle of women and jerked it with feverish haste. I pointed it at Alison, ensuring that the birthday girl received the first blast. I stroked my cock a final few times then fired at will, firing a thick rope of semen that streaked her face from hairline to chin.
Turning to my left, I quickly recalibrated and fired again, hitting Anna's forehead and messing her nut-brown hair. Aiming more centrally (but at nobody in particular), I jerked myself furiously until more warm spunk came spewing out, hitting Aubrey with an audible splat. Yvonne got the next one, a particularly thick spurt that plastered her chin, lips and nose. Turning almost a full one-eighty, I pointed my cock at Gillian, frantically pumping my fist until I fired off another rope, striking the side of her face and leaving a stripe across her cheek and eye. That just left Betty and while her face was a worthy target, those whopping great tits of hers just could not be ignored. Pulling myself raw, I jerked out whatever was left, peppering both tits gooey drops of boiling hot semen.
I was emptied, well and truly, but the girls weren't finished yet. One by one, they gripped my cock and put their lips to the head, sucking the last few drops from my urethra. Then they turned on each other. Licking the cum from their faces and tits, they passed it back and forth in what ultimately became far too many cumswaps for me to keep track of. Then as I stood there panting, my body going into recovery mode, they piled on the birthday girl one last time, jiggling and squeezing various parts of her anatomy as they smothered her body with kisses.
This soon devolved into an enormous all-girl orgy, with 69ing and scissoring aplenty. Gillian hopped down from the bed and grabbed me by the arm, escorting me out of the room before I leapt back into the action and fucked my way into a state of paralysis. She led me downstairs and into the lounge so I could gather my clothing then practically shoved me out the front door as she went back to join her friends.
I drove back to my place and my phone started blowing up as I cruised back into suburbia. Responsible driver that I am, I waited until I got home to dig through the messages, and was rewarded with a plethora of explicit images that I will literally never tire of scrolling through. Not only that, but my inbox was besieged all hours of the night with messages from my newfound friends, praising me on my performance and enquiring about my place of business.
Dude, you rock! Gimme the address of this hotel of yours and I'll come by as soon as I can. Anna K [kiss emoji]
A party without guys. Whose idea was that? [shrug emoji] You made the day complete. See you again soon. Alison [heart emoji]
OK, I'll admit it, you can fuck. But can you handle me on my own? [smiling imp emoji] I want you to tie me up and pound me 'til I scream your name. Have you got what it takes? I'd love to find out. Aubrey
Damn. It's gonna be a busy few weeks.
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It was a perfectly ordinary day at my suburban hotel. Decked out in shorts and tee with my feet up on the couch, I sipped periodically from a bottle of Gatorade as I leafed through the pages of a sports mag. A football game was on in the background and I could hear the desperate whines of my latest guest spilling out from the master bedroom. Wait, what was that? Well, I did say it was an ordinary day, didn't I?
OK, guess I better rewind a bit. I got the call about two months ago. I'm not sure who it was, but I was eternally grateful to whichever angel from heaven had given my number to Kristen Bell. I'd had a crush on her for years, ever since I was a teenager watching Veronica Mars reruns, and I am pleased to report that she's only gotten better with age. So needless to say, I was very excited when she told me her name and said she was interested in booking a stay. We landed on a date and I gave her the address, then asked if she had any special requests.
"Erm...yes," was how she replied.
I grinned. "OK, well I have a guest arriving soon so shall we set up a video call so we can discuss it?"
"Good idea," she said and we arranged a time that suited the pair of us.
*
The call was scheduled for the following afternoon, when my guest had been and gone. I took a shower just before, slipping into some casual clothing but making sure I was looking my best; clean shaven, hair styled and all that jazz. I sat at my sofa in the lounge with the laptop on the coffee table and fired up Zoom. The bubbly smiling face of Kristen Bell there was to greet me and we exchanged the usual pleasantries. She was very friendly and affable as I'd always suspected from her public persona, and the conversation flowed nice and easy before we got down to brass tacks.
"So, you said you had some special requests," I prompted. More than 24 hours had passed since I'd found that out and I was dying to know what they were.
"Erm...yes," she replied again, blushing a little as she looked down from her webcam.
I could tell she was anxious, so I soothed her nerves as best I could. "Right, well there's no judgement here, Kristen. I'm here for you. So why don't you tell me what they are and I'll see if I can help you."
"OK," she said softly, looking back up at the camera but still glowing a deep shade of red. "Well, I like to be...dominated."
Interesting. "I see. So ropes, ties, handcuffs? What are we talking here?"
"Erm...yeah. All of the above. And gags and blindfolds too."
I grabbed a pen and started making notes. "Don't worry," I said. "No-one will see this."
Kristen nodded and continued. "And...err...I like to...cuck my husband, I guess."
Very interesting. "And is he in on it?"
She shook her head. I didn't know Dax personally, but he seemed like a cool guy and I liked him in some of his movies. But honestly, I had no problem humiliating him at his wife's request. Heck, I'd probably blow the dude's brains out if she wanted me to.
"OK, well I can help you with that. Anything else you'd like to explore?"
"Erm...yeah. Denial."
"Orgasm denial?"
She nodded.
"For you, I take it?"
She nodded again and I did my best to stifle a grin. This was gonna be fun.
The call continued for another fifteen minutes or so, and we discussed her requests in further detail. Her first stay came a week later and I was filled with excitement and nerves as the day drew closer. I had a few guests that liked to be dominated in the bedroom but none of those were A-list celebrities. Our first encounter was awkward at first but it became more comfortable once we grew more familiar and discovered each other's wants and needs. She came back two weeks later, then again in another three, and it wasn't long before we knew each other inside out, our compatibility now second to none.
This, her fourth stay, started in the usual way. I let her in, we chatted a little and I offered her a drink. Then she went to freshen up, slipping into some brand new lingerie that she'd bought just for me. She texted me when she was ready and then I was in control. I went to the bedroom and entered without saying a word. Kristen was waiting for me, her blonde hair slicked back, tastefully made up and dressed in a strapless lacy black bra and panties with a matching garter belt, stockings and high heels.
I approached her slowly, roughly grabbing her hair and pulling her head back, just as she'd requested in her video call. I pushed my lips to hers and kissed her aggressively, probing her mouth with my tongue. I pulled back and looked at her, enjoying the charged up look of desperate lust that she always gave me when I took control.
"Is this new?" I asked, running my fingers over her lacy bra and gently pinching one of her nipples- another thing she liked.
"Yes, Daddy." Oh, yeah. She likes to call me Daddy. It made me laugh a little at first, considering she's nearly twenty years my senior. But now? I kinda enjoy it.
"You haven't worn it before?"
She shook her head.
"Not even for your husband?"
She shook her head again. "Definitely not. Only for you."
"Good girl," I said, then kissed her again. "Now get on the bed."
"Yes, Daddy."
She scurried towards the bed and I slapped her ass to help her on her way. She climbed onto the bed and laid out across the mattress. Velcro ties were already in place, attached to all four posts in advance of her stay. I fastened them to her wrists and ankles, then put on her blindfold. I stripped down to my undies then joined her on the bed, laying my body on hers. I kissed her again and she moaned into my mouth as I pressed my bulge up against her crotch, feeling the warmth through her panties.
I left her lips behind and moved down to her neck, kissing past her collarbone and down to her chest. Reaching underneath, I unhooked her bra and peeled it off of her, tossing it uncaringly aside. I swirled my tongue around a nipple then put my lips to it, feeling it grow as I suckled, even nibbling it gently like I knew she enjoyed. I moved to her other breast then continued downwards, kissing along her abs until I reached her panties. Settling between her thighs, I left a kiss upon the crotch of her panties, feeling her wetness through the lacy material.
"Whose pussy is this?" I asked, planting another smacker right on her clit.
"It's yours, Daddy," she said with a whine, full lips puckering as I teased her twat.
"All mine?"
"Mmhmm."
"So your husband hasn't been in here then?"
"Just once, Daddy. I had to. He was getting suspicious."
Damn. Imagine being married to a creature like this and only getting to fuck her in once in three weeks. Dude must be pulling his hair out.
"Just once? Promise?"
"Yes, Daddy."
"Did he fuck you as good as I do?"
"No, Daddy. No-one fucks me like you do."
I gripped the waistband of her panties, snapping the sides with two soft tugs. Kristen purred with excitement and I tossed the ruined garments over my shoulder, ready to get down to business. Hooking my arms around her thighs, my tongue poked out from between my lips and I guided it straight to her clit. She gasped at first contact, as she so often did, then puffed out heavy breaths as I swirled my tongue, spinning it around her clit. She was already sodden and I could feel her warm juices start to smear across my lips and chin. She squirmed on the bed as much as she was able, tugging a little at her velcro ties as pleasure overcame her, radiating out from her balmy insides.
Kristen loved getting head and it didn't take much to whip her into a frenzy. Her breaths turned to moans, the volume increasing with every swish of my tongue. I brought her to the brink in a matter of minutes then peeled my tongue from her clit to let her cool off. She lifted her head as much as she could and attempted to look at me through her blindfold, slumping back into the pillows with a groan of frustration. My tongue moved downwards and I licked her pussy from bottom to top, gathering the sweet fluids that seeped from between her lips. Then, once she'd settled a little, I returned to her clit, twirling my tongue around her stiff nub of pleasure.
I kept this up for some time, bringing her to the edge with my tongue then keeping her there as I licked her slit, tasting the fresh coat of fluids. It was agonising for her, of course, but it was what she wanted. And it wasn't easy on me either, 'cause you know what going down on Kristen Bell gets you? Stiff as a fucking board, and having a sopping wet twat before me that I couldn't stick my dick in was nothing short of tortuous. I teased her for as long as I could, until the temptation to shove my cock in her pussy and pound the life out of her became too great to ignore. I had to get out of there before I blew the whole thing.
I spun my tongue around her clit one final time then climbed off the bed, leaving her to stew in her juices. Pulling on a t-shirt and a pair of shorts, I took one final look at her little writhing body then headed for the bedroom door.
"No, no, noooo!" she whined as she heard the door slide open. "Don't go! Don't go! Pleeeaaase!"
I had half a mind (in fact, almost a full mind) to do as she said, to get back between her thighs and lick her clit until she came all over me. But I followed the instructions that she gave me in our very first video call. "Do NOT finish me off. No matter what I say or how much I beg for it, do NOT make me cum." So I didn't.
I stayed in the lounge for about an hour, basically as long as I could keep myself away from a naked Kristen Bell. I went back to the bedroom, prompting an excited gasp from Kristen as I opened the door. She'd been whining non-stop while I was out in the lounge but now she was on her best behaviour. I went to the bed and untied her restraints then helped her to her feet, leading her to the centre of the room.
"On your knees," I instructed and Kristen immediately obeyed.
I rooted through a nearby drawer until I found what I was looking for, then circled around behind her.
"Hands," I said and again she complied, putting both arms behind her back.
I squatted behind her, binding her wrists with a pair of cuffs, then strolled back around to face her. Kristen knelt there patiently as I pushed my crotch into her face, my bulge almost touching her nose, then purred in anticipation as I unzipped my fly. I reached inside and pulled out my prick, still rock-hard from the earlier tease. Her heightened senses kicked into gear and I saw her nostrils flare as I yanked it free, less than an inch between my cock and her lips.
"Can you smell that?" I asked, already aware that she could.
"Yes, Daddy."
"Do you like that smell?"
"Yes, Daddy. I love the smell of your cock."
I grabbed my dick at the base and slowly steered it forward, pushing the tip against her mouth.
"Don't open," I warned as I ran my crown across her mouth, precum streaking across both her lips.
I pulled my cock back then gave her further instructions. "Lick your lips."
She poked out her tongue and rolled it back and forth across each of her lips, cleaning up the mess I made. She relished the taste and gave a little 'mmm' of appreciation as the salty flavour lingered on her tongue.
"You like that?" I asked, stroking myself slowly as I watched her savour me.
"I love it, Daddy. Your cum is so delicious."
My cock was throbbing and I squeezed the crown with my fingers, a fresh bead of precum appearing in the tip.
"Open your mouth."
Once again she did as instructed, parting her lips without further command. Fingers still clutched at the base, I pushed the tip into her mouth, her lower lip cushioning my swollen crown.
"Lick," I said, and Kristen's tongue found the tip almost immediately, lapping up all the sticky goo.
"Mmm," she purred as she cleaned my slit, licking up every last drop.
"You've missed that, huh?" I asked as I pulled my cock back, leaving her tonguing at thin air.
"Yes, Daddy. I've missed your beautiful cock."
"Tell me how much you've missed it."
"Well, I could tell you, Daddy," she said with a grin. "But I think showing you would be a lot more fun."
She made a good point. Pushing the tip back into her mouth, I uncurled my fingers from around my shaft and let her show my cock just how much she'd missed it. Her lips closed around my helmet and she started to bob her head, guiding them down the first few inches. Teasing her with my precum had made her mouth water and now I was reaping the rewards, warm fluid coating my member as she took me further down. She went as deep as she could, but her restricted hands made it difficult to move her head with any real pace or rhythm. But I was more than happy to provide some assistance.
Placing a hand at the back of her head, silky blonde locks flowed through the gaps in my fingers as I pulled her towards me, vanishing another two inches. My tip nudged against the back of her throat and Kristen gagged a little as I pushed her further, escorting her lips to the base of my shaft. I held her there for as long as she could take, letting her feel me as I throbbed against her tongue, precum leaking straight down her throat.
My right hand joined my left one and I gently gripped the sides of her head as I began to roll my hips, thrusting slow and deep. Kristen poked out her tongue and the tip touched my balls each time I plunged inside her, sinking right down to the hilt. Her mouth was sodden and stray drops of warm saliva dripped from her chin as she sucked me, a coat of the stuff now basting every inch of my shaft. Retrieving my cock from her throat, I let it rest against her face as her lips enveloped my swollen balls, sucking them one at a time.
Placing a finger underneath her chin, I angled her head up as I leant down towards her, kissing her sloppy, wet mouth. Shedding my clothes, I uncuffed her wrists and ordered her to her feet, leading her across to the bed. Turning her around, I pushed her down onto the mattress, then climbed on top of her, guiding her up towards the headboard. The velcro ties were still attached to the posts, and I promptly re-fastened them to her ankles and wrists.
Arms wrapped around her quivering thighs, I rested my hands on her tummy as I dove in deep, picking up from where I left off, all that time ago. Her pussy by this point was even wetter than her mouth, and my taste buds were ablaze as that warm and sticky fluid gushed along the length of my tongue. She was so worked up that I had her on the verge again almost immediately. But again I withheld the goods, pulling my tongue away at the very last second and leaving her groaning in frustration once more.
But her groans turned to gasps as I got onto my knees, pressing my crown up against her slit. She was absolutely soaked and the slightest push was all it took to guide myself inside her. Her mouth stayed open and a high-pitched whine sailed forth from between her lips as I grabbed her thighs and pulled myself into her. For a mother of two, her pussy is incredibly tight, yet she was so wet that I was able to enter with almost no resistance at all. A single roll of my hips and my tip had touched her cervix, my balls flush against her taint.
I stayed like that for a moment, letting her feel how deep I was, and then I started thrusting, bottoming out inside her with every stroke. Moans poured from her lips and she pulled at her restraints instinctively, trying to grab onto me as I threw myself into her. She was horny beyond belief and a few deep thrusts were all that were needed to pull her back to the brink of climax. I wanted nothing more than to stay inside her, to pound her brains out and gift her with the orgasm that she craved so desperately. But despite her pleas to the contrary, I knew she wanted me to draw it out just that little bit longer.
Prying myself free from the grip of her snatch, another agonised groan spilled forth from her lips as I moved up the bed, untying her left wrist. Kneeling at her side, I put my hand to her cheek and turned her towards me, gripping the back of her head.
"Open," I said and she complied in an instant, her mouth the perfect slot to slide my dick into.
I steered my crown past her open lips, sinking to the base on the very first pass. My balls brushed her cheek and Kristen moaned in pleasure as she tasted her pussy of the length of my shaft.
"Play with your pussy," I instructed, taking her hand in mine and moving it towards her crotch. "But don't make yourself cum."
I withdrew from her mouth so she could answer.
"Yes, Daddy. I won't."
I steered my cock back between her lips and thrusted into her mouth with slow, unhurried strokes. Kristen found her clit and her moans increased in volume as she kneaded her pleasure spot with a pair of manicured fingers. Gripping a handful of hair, I held her head in place as I thrusted into it, plunging past her tonsils with every row of my hips. Though thoroughly muffled by the width of my cock, her moans grew louder by the second. I looked down between her legs, watching intently as she strummed her clit. I allowed her to do it a couple more times then grabbed her wrist, prompting another exasperated groan as I pulled her hand from her pussy.
I moved my hand from the back of her head and she sucked my cock of her volition as I retied her wrist to the bedpost. Keeping my cock in her mouth, I threw a leg over her and planted my knees either side of her head. Leaning forward, I formed a 69 as I rolled my tongue out, putting it straight to her clit. Bucking my hips, I gently thrusted down into her face as I ate her pussy, flicking my tongue across her point of pleasure. She was teetering on the edge and had been for the past two hours, but I didn't go easy on her. Lapping at her clit with quick, sharp swipes of my tongue, I listened to her moan as she sucked my cock, slurping at my shaft with ravenous vigour.
I licked her for as long as I thought she could handle (which, again, wasn't very much) then pulled my tongue from her clit. Staying in her mouth, I let her suck me a few more times then withdrew my cock as well, moving back to the foot of the bed. Untying her ankles, I lifted her legs as I moved into position, resting her feet on my shoulders and pushing my cock up against her slit. She was absolutely soaked and the lightest nudge was all that was required to sheath me straight to the balls.
Gripping her knees, I held her legs against my torso, pinning them tight as I started thrusting. I went harder this time and soon my abs were clattering against the backs of her thighs, loud smacks echoing around the bedroom. Her mouth hung open as moans filled the air, rising steadily in pitch and volume. Her legs were quivering and I could feel her pussy squeezing me tighter each time I thrust inside.
Usually, I'd make her cum at the end of our first session then tease out another orgasm as we started up the second. But today I was feeling particularly evil. We had a safeword (for lack of a better phrase) in place for Kristen to blurt when she absolutely could not go a second longer without the sweet release of orgasm. If she was gagged (which she often was), she had a hand signal she could make when she wanted- no, needed- me to apply the decisive touch. But since neither of those had made an appearance, I was under no obligation to finish her off.
And so I put my own needs first, driving into her with a sudden intensity that only imminent eruption can bring. My cock spasmed inside her and I wrenched myself free, pushing her legs to the side and scrambling up the bed in desperation. Straddling her chest, I jerked my cock at a furious pace, firing off thick ropes of semen that streaked her cheeks, nose and lips, staining the silk of her blindfold. She flinched a little as the first load hit her, then gasped in delight with every subsequent blast.



"Keep your mouth open," I said, pushing out the last few drops still stuck in my urethra.
Then, to wrap up, I used my dick like a spoon to scoop up the streaks of jism, cleaning her face one rope at a time. Pushing my cock between her lips, she sucked all the cum off the head, then closed her mouth as she swallowed it down.
"Mmm," she purred, licking that full set of lips. "Thank you, Daddy."
I waited to see if she used our 'safeword' but nothing came, so I stroked her cheek affectionately and climbed down off the bed. Light was pouring in through the windows so I closed the drapes and turned the dimmer switch a little, getting the brightness just right for the removal of her blindfold. She blinked a few times as I took it off, but the low light in the room meant her eyes adjusted quickly. I untied her wrists then helped her off the bed, giving her ass a little slap as I ushered her towards the bathroom.
"Text me when you're ready," I said as she stepped into the ensuite. "And don't even think about touching that pussy."
A grin played across her lips as she lingered in the doorway. "Yes, Daddy." And with that, the door slammed shut.
I gathered my clothes then headed to one of the guest rooms to take a shower. I dried myself quickly and pulled my clothes back on, putting on some fresh cologne and re-styling my hair. I waited for her to text me then went back to the master bedroom. Kristen had opted for a change of clothing and this time her outfit was more risque. Aside from her high-heeled ankle boots, all she had on her lower half was a pair of fishnet leggings, her pussy on full display. On her top half she wore a crop top of matching material, both of her tits exposed. Velvet black gloves stretched up to her forearms, her dark mascara and matching lipstick completing a look that was almost gothic in appearance.
I entered the room and ordered her to her knees. I fetched a dog collar from a drawer by the bed and fastened it around her neck, attaching a leather leash.
"Come with me," I said, and Kristen crawled behind me as I led her out into the hallway and across to the basement stairs.
"Where we going, Daddy?" came a voice behind me and an excited grin of anticipation spread across my face.
"You'll see," was how I responded, then told her to stand as he reached the door to the stairwell.
I opened the door and took her hand, helping her down the steps. There was a second door at the foot of the stairs. I opened it slowly and what lay beyond nearly took my guest's breath away.
OK, I need to backtrack a little here. At the end of last year, I was invited by Gillian Jacobs to Alison Brie's birthday party, where I proceeded to fuck the pair of them along with four of their celebrity friends. Honestly, that part's not really relevant to the story but any excuse, you know? So, in the following weeks I've had visits from all of the women I plowed that day, sometimes alone, sometimes in pairs, sometimes with others in tow. Anna Kendrick and Blake Lively was a particular highlight, and if you're lucky, I might tell that story at a later date.
Anyway, by far my most frequent visitor from that little group has been Aubrey Plaza, who anyone familiar with that story will know, likes to get fucked really, really hard. And when Aubrey's around, things like that have a tendency to escalate. So getting fucked really hard soon became getting fucked really hard with her hands behind her back. Then ties started making an appearance. Then handcuffs. Then ropes. Then, once I'd tied her up and to my bed in every way imaginable, Aubrey suggested we take things further.
At first I didn't know what she meant, then over the course of the next few days, she sent me a series of messages that got me up to speed. Included in each one was a picture of a piece of bondage equipment she was interested in using, and a list of ways in which it could be employed. I told her I didn't have the space to store such apparatus, but Aubrey was persistent. What about your basement? she asked. And thus, the dungeon was born.
It didn't take long to find the things online and assembling them was a piece of cake. Within a couple of weeks, the basement was fully functional, and since the whole thing had been her idea, it was only right that Aubrey should take it for a test drive. She booked a five night stay first chance she got and needless to say, we utilised every piece of equipment a dozen times over during the course of the week. Then, once she'd finally left and my body regained its function, I got to wondering who else might enjoy such exotic devices. My first thought was Kristen Bell.
"Wow!" she exclaimed, her mouth hanging open as she took it all in. "You kept this quiet."
"Wanted it to be a surprise."
"Well..." she said with a grin, "I'm surprised."
"So, you'd like to try it out then?"
"Try it out?! I wanna fuckin' live down here!"
I laughed. "Well, one thing at a time. Speaking of, which thing would you like to try first?"
"Hmm," she said, a gloved finger pressed to her cheek as she considered each item in turn. "How about that one?"
She pointed at the sex swing, hanging from the ceiling in the centre of the room.
A small grin pulled at the sides of my mouth. "A fine choice."
I led her towards it then wrapped my arms around her, hands sliding from her back, past her ass and down to the backs of her thighs. Fingers digging into her silken flesh, a little excited gasp tumbled from between her lips as I hoisted her upwards, cradling her body in my arms. Her arms went around my shoulders and she pushed her lips against mine, kissing me with lust and passion. Walking us forward, her lips stayed glued to mine as I placed her in the swing, allowing the support frame to take her weight.
Kissing her a few more times, I moved down to her chest via neck and collarbone, sucking on a titty through her fishnet top. A hand gripped the support straps while the other found the back of my head, black velvet fingers combing through my hair as my teeth grazed her nipple. I moved to her other breast then took a step back to admire my handiwork. Her small body fit the swing like a glove. Padded straps supporting her thighs, her ass stuck out behind her as her legs dangled down, her heels two feet from the ground.
Support straps clutched in her hands, she turned her head as I walked around behind her, kissing down her back as I dropped to my knees. Clutching two handfuls of mesh-like fabric, I pulled in different directions, tearing a face-sized hole. Gripping the tops of her thighs, my head went forward without a moment's delay, burying my face in her ass.
"OH!" she yelped in surprise, her quads tightening as my tongue came out, licking along her slit.
Her pussy was drenched, and likely had been since we entered the basement. Licking her pussy from front to back, I harvested as much moisture as my tongue could accommodate before settling on her clit, lapping at it furiously with quick, sharp flicks of my tongue. Heat was pouring from between her lips and my nostrils flared as her gorgeous scent wafted into my nasal cavity. The break in play had cooled her a little and I was able to lick her for longer before she veered to the brink of climax. Her legs began to tremble, coos and groans streaming from between her lips. She was close now- perilously so- and a few more licks is all I granted her before I pulled my head from between her cheeks.
Rising to my feet, I kissed along the nape of her neck then along her shoulder as she turned her head, peering at me with a bright blue eye. Moving upwards, my tongue shot out from between my lips, tussling with her own as my hands slid up her back. Grabbing her shoulders, I guided her downwards with a gentle push, hands sliding down the support straps until her body was horizontal. The bottom supports split, one underneath her shoulders, the other at the small of her back. She slid her feet into the stirrups for extra support then looked up at me with a grin as I loomed up above her.
Gripping the straps with a single hand, she reached above her head with the other, groping at the bulge in my pants. I unbuttoned my shirt and tossed it aside, Kristen's teeth sinking into her lower lip as I started to unbuckle my belt. Undoing the clasp at the front on my pants, I lowered my fly with deliberate slowness, teasing her with the treat underneath. I was hard as a rock after eating her pussy, and my cock flew out as if spring loaded, flopping up and down in front of her face.
"You wanna suck it?" I asked as I gripped the base, slapping the crown against her lips.
"Yes, Daddy. I'd love to suck your cock."
"Good girl. You can play with your pussy, but what must you not do?"
"Make myself cum."
"That's right. Now open your mouth."
She did as I told her, parting her lips as wide as they'd go. I steered my cock into the open slot, pushing it down until I reached her tonsils. She closed her lips around my shaft and I thrusted slowly as she started sucking, balls squishing against her nose as I plunged right down to the hilt. Kristen reached down and started playing with her pussy, just as I'd permitted, rubbing her clit with two gloved fingers.
Spit was sloshing around her mouth, basting my shaft as I pushed myself into it. I thrusted harder and she choked a little as she took me down further, my tip at the back of her throat. Retracting slowly, my cock was soaked with saliva as I pried it from between her lips. Fingers curled around the shaft, I stroked it gently as I dipped my sack into her mouth, feeding it to her a ball at a time.
Pushing against the support straps, a nut popped free from Kristen's lips as the swing swung out about two or three feet. Gripping the straps in my balled up fists, my crown slotted between her lips as I pulled the swing back towards me, sliding her mouth down my shaft. I kept this up for several minutes. Swinging her back and forth, her lips slid up past my crown as I pushed her out, then puckered at the base as I pulled her back in. Her moans got louder as she frigged herself off and I could tell she was getting close.
"OK, that's enough," I said, plucking my cock from between her lips. "Hands on the straps."
She groaned a little but did as I told her, moving her hands from her pussy and grabbing the reinforced straps. I gripped the support bar and span it a half-rotation. Kicking off my shoes, I pulled off my pants and socks, leaving them in a heap on the floor.
"Eep!" Kristen exclaimed, giggling excitedly as her body turned one-eighty degrees.
Lifting her head as much as she was able, her lips curled up in a grin as I gripped my cock, moving in between her legs. Rubbing my tip up against her pussy, I felt how wet she was as I pushed inside her, spearing her with a single thrust. Her head fell backwards and a loud moan launched from between her lips as my hips rowed inward, burying myself to the balls. Again, I fully utilised the swing's range of motion, allowing it to do all the work as I basically jerked myself off with Kristen's tight snatch. Holding the straps, I pushed the swing out in front of me, allowing her pussy to slide off my dick before it came straight back at me, swallowing up my shaft and taking it down to the base.
Her wet pussy gliding up and down my shaft felt nothing short of incredible, but as my cock started twitching as it touched her cervix, it was clear that it wanted more. Tugging at the straps, I used them for leverage as I pulled her into me, impaling her on all eight inches. Now her pussy was jerking me faster, sliding to the tip and back with ever increasing speed. Kristen's neck came craning back up, a look of pure ecstasy etched across her face as I pulled her pelvis into mine.
"Mmm, yeah! That's it, Daddy!" she purred in delight. "Own my pussy. Use it however you like."
It was an offer I couldn't refuse, and I gripped her hips to keep her still as I threw my body into hers, driving into her pussy with very little self-control. The swing and the position she was in allowed for particularly deep penetrations, and I could feel my tip hitting her cervix with every thrust I took. She did her best to keep her head up, so she could watch me slam into her. But she couldn't stop it from tipping backwards whenever my crown touched her g-spot, loud, lust-filled groans spilling out into the bowels of my home.
Grabbing her legs, the support straps moved as I pushed them upwards, holding them against my chest. Her ass sunk lower as the strap slipped down her leg, tucking in behind her knees. Her ankles perched on my shoulders and I looked down from between them as the thrusting resumed, watching her eyelids flutter as I sunk into the depths of her pussy. The strap around her legs was pressing against my abs, flexing and bending with every stroke. But I didn't let it break my stride, and soon piercing smacks were echoing through the basement, growing louder by the second as my pelvis beat down on her ass.
"Oh, fuck! Yes, yes, yes! Fuck me!" she squealed, her voice light and breathy.
She bit her lower lip, eyes rolling into the back of her head as I drilled into her pussy, pounding hard and fast. Again she was on the verge, a thrust away from total euphoria. Pulling out this time was particularly tough but somehow I managed to do it, every cell in my brain telling me to stick it back in and pound her into a coma. But I resisted the urge, receiving a growl of frustration so deep and raspy that it almost sounded like she was in pain. But I ignored it, ready to move on to the next position.
When I fucked Alison in this swing a couple of weeks ago, she busted out some tricks completely unexpectedly that allowed for some particularly exotic positions. I wasn't sure where she'd picked them up, but it was undoubtedly her post-GLOW brawn that enabled her to do them. Anyway, Kristen is pretty athletic herself so I kinda figured that what's good enough for Brie is good enough for Bell.
"Want me to show you something?" I asked.
She grinned and nodded.
"Come here," I said, grabbing her by the thighs and scooping her up.
Lowering her to her feet, I spun her around, putting a hand on her hip and the other at the small of her back. Pushing her forward, she bent at the waist under my direction, holding the swing straps as she stuck out her ass. I think she thought I was going to fuck her from behind. But what I had in mind was far more creative than that. Holding her hips, I steered her forward until her toned tummy was rested on the straps.
"Hands out," I said. "Above your head."
"Why?" she asked quizzically, peering back at me as best she could. "What for?"
"You'll see," I grinned.
And with that, I reached down and grabbed her ankles, hoisting them into the air.
"Ahh! Oh my God!" she shrieked as her body was flipped on its axis, her feet in the air, her head falling down to the floor.
Her palms touched the ground and I held her in the handstand, the swing straps supporting her waist.
"You're crazy!" she laughed, once the initial shock had worn off.
"I've got you," I said, moving my hands to her ass.
I gave her a moment to adjust to the new position, then bent at the waist, gripping her asscheeks hard as I threw my head forward, burying it between her thighs. I rolled my tongue out and put it to her pussy, licking from taint to clit.
"Oh my God!" she squealed again, her voice a mixture of shock, arousal and amusement as I slid my tongue up and down her snatch.
She was dripping wet, and I gleefully licked along the length of her slit, gathering the fluid that coated her vaginal lips. The shrieks continued, mixed with fits of laughter as I held her in position, her legs in the air, her head just a foot from the ground. Then I settled on her clit, the shrieks giving way to moans as my tongue swirled around it, twisting this way and that.
"Ohhh, yeah!" she purred, her thighs starting to shake. "Yeah, yeah, yeah! That's it, Daddy. Right there."
Her pussy was steaming, warmth wafting into my nose as I ate her out. I licked her to the brink then pulled my tongue away, stopping before her arms gave way and she fell on top of her skull. I licked along her pussy a few more times, cleaning the excess fluid before I flipped her around, putting her back on her feet. I turned her back to face me, her hair a mess, face still flush with blood.
"Phew!" she panted, puffing her bright red cheeks. "What has gotten into you today?"
I said nothing, more concerned about getting something into her. A grin spread across my face as I lifted her up, popping her back in the swing and spinning her into position. The support straps stretched across the tops of her thighs, her ass stuck out invitingly. Stepping up behind her, I aligned my tip with the slit of her pussy, then pushed against the small of her back, swinging her out and letting her fall back into me. She was so wet by this stage that I didn't even have to grip my shaft. Her pussy just slotted straight onto it, sliding right down until her asscheeks were flush with my groin.
"Mmm, yeah! Push me, Daddy! Higher!" Kristen grinned, peering over her shoulder.
And push her I did. Allowing the swing to pull her from my cock, I didn't have to move a muscle as the shift in momentum brought her straight back to me. Her ass bounced off my pelvis and she gave a deep grunt of satisfaction each time my cock disappeared. I kept it up for as long as I could stand, before the urge to pound her out had grown too big to resist.
Gripping the reinforced straps, I held them tight as I pumped my hips, slamming into her pussy. Every thrust took me straight to the balls, dull smacks ringing out as our bodies collided.
"Ugh, yes!" Kristen growled, tilting her head towards the ceiling. "Fuck me, Daddy! Use my fucking pussy!"
Wrapping an arm around her chest, I groped a perky tit as I pulled her back, pinning her body against me. My free hand reached down to her clit, strumming it wildly as I kept on railing, unleashing a flurry of thrusts that took me right to her molten core. Her pussy tightened, clenching me harder as I drilled into her darkest depths. Kristen screamed, words indecipherable as her shrill voice bounced around the basement walls. Hands tightening around the support straps, she held on for dear life as I fucked her senseless, driving to the hilt with each new merciless thrust.
She was seriously close now, not so much teetering on the edge, more dangling from it by her little finger. One more thrust would have set her off, so with a heavy heart I uncurled my arms from around her body and pulled my cock from inside her. A cry of anguish flew forth from her lips, almost deafening me as my crown popped free from her pussy. I fully expected the safeword now and I think I actually heard the first syllable before she stopped herself from completing it.
I waited a moment for her legs to stop shaking then told her to spread them. She did as instructed, pointing her heels at opposing walls. With a gentle nudge, I pushed her backwards, grabbing her legs as she flipped them up, her top half falling towards the floor.
"Ahhh!" she shrieked as I held her up by the legs, her head so close to the floor that her hair almost brushed against it.
"Keep your legs wide," I said, peering down at her as she hung in mid air.
She did as I said, keeping her legs spread as far as she could. She yelped again a little as I let her go, now suspended by just her quads. Kneeling before her, I wrapped my arms around her lower back, taking the strain off her thighs. The result was an almost perfect 69 position and all I had to do was pull her ass to me a little to gain direct access to her pussy. My tongue came out, honing it on her clit as I dove in between her legs.



"Ohhhh!" she groaned, her body tensing as I ate her out.
Kristen grabbed my ass for further support and used my cheeks to swing herself into me, swallowing my shaft in one swift motion. Wrapping her arms around the tops of my thighs, she kept herself pinned there as she started sucking, my cock embedded in her mouth and throat. She couldn't bob her head much in the position she was in, so her lips mostly stayed at the base of my shaft. The suction was amazing and she coaxed out every drop of precum as she sucked my dick. And by this stage, there was a lot of it in there.
She was doing an incredible job, especially I was tonguing her pussy in a way that would have left most women functionless. Flicking my tongue across the nub of her clit, fluid was leaking from her genitals just as quickly as it was from mine, sticky juices smearing across her labia. Every so often, I'd lick up and down her tight pink slit, cleaning up the fluids before returning to her clit to extract some more. She tasted delightful and I enjoyed the sweet flavour tingling on my tongue as I dined on her perfect snatch.
My dick started throbbing, arousal surging through my shaft as the tip rubbed against the back of her throat. I was fit to burst, my balls swelling larger as they dangled in front of her face. A few more sucks and I could take no more. Reaching down, I gripped Kristen's head to hold her in place, my cock blocking her groans of frustration as I peeled my tongue from her clit. Pushing down on the back of her head, her lips touched the base of my cock as my bellend erupted.
"Urgh! Fuuuccckkk!!!" I yelled as thick ropes of cum shot forth from the tip of my prick.
My cock was so deep that she didn't even have to swallow, a tidal wave of boiling jism gushing straight down her gullet. I stayed in her mouth until my balls were empty, listening to her moan around my cock as spurt after spurt of gooey, warm spunk splashed the inside of her throat.
Kristen gasped as I wrenched myself free, sucking in lungfuls of air. Grabbing her shoulders, I pushed her up as I rose to my feet, legs still shaking from the force of my climax. She grabbed the support straps, pulling herself up to a seated position.
"Well," she said with a smirk, "that was eventful."
I grinned back as I moved in and kissed her, scooping her up the thighs. Her arms went to my shoulders and she kissed me again as I lifted her from the swing, setting her down on the ground.
"So," I said, "what next?"
She thought for a moment as she scanned the room. "That one looks fun," she declared, pointing at the pommel horse on the far side of the basement.
"That it is," I replied, my grin growing wider. "Lead the way."
"Yes, sir," she smirked and took off across the room.
I followed behind her, staring at her ass in the shredded fishnets. She stopped at the pommel horse and gave it a brief inspection, running a hand across the padded bench.
"Ready?" I asked.
"Mmhmm."
There were two thin cushions on either side, each with a set of straps, one fixed and one adjustable. Kristen knelt on the first set of cushions, her knees at one end, her ankles at the other. Leaning forward, she rested her arms on the second cushions as her torso laid out across the bench, her ass and head hanging over the edge. Starting with her left arm, I fastened the fixed strap to her wrist and slid the adjustable one to her elbow, fastening that one too. I did the same to her right arm and then moved down to her legs. Strapping her ankles in place, I moved the adjustable straps to the tops of her calves and pulled them tight. Finally, I fixed two straps across her back, one just above her ass, the other beneath her shoulders. Now she was fixed in position, unable to move anything but her head and neck.
I strolled around the horse, running a finger along her back.
"Hmm," I mused, "where to start?"
I circled around behind her and smacked her ass, drawing a high-pitched yelp. Dropping to a squat, I put my hands to the backs of her thighs, admiring the sight of her pussy on full display. Moving my hands to the small of her back, I kissed up her left thigh and up to her ass cheek. The brief pause had done little to cool her down and I could feel the heat radiating from within her as I switched to the other cheek, licking her fragrant skin.
Kristen whimpered as I teased her, kissing and licking both asscheeks, then yelped as I spread them wide, shoving my face in between them. This time I focused on her asshole, licking it several times before I pushed my tongue inside. Head bobbing back and forth, my lips kissed her sphincter as my tongue went deep, plunging into her rectum.
"Mmm, yes," Kristen purred, knees shaking against the cushions. "That's it, Daddy. Eat my ass."
Telling me what to do was unusual for her. Had she forgotten who was in charge around here? I couldn't have that so I decided to give her a reminder. Lifting a hand high into the air, my face stayed deep in her buttcrack as I brought it back down, slapping her hard on the ass. A loud smack carried through the basement and Kristen squealed as my hand made contact, leaving a palmprint on the skin of her cheek.
Pulling my tongue from her ass, I licked along the slit of her pussy, cleaning up the fluid now smeared across both her lips. Her clit was throbbing and I tongued it just a little, teasing her as I rose to my feet. I rubbed my cock against her slit, letting her feel how hard I was so soon after cumming. Then I smacked her ass again and walked around to face her, dick pulsing as I held it in my hand.
Putting my hand to her chin, I angled her head up towards me as I leant down to kiss her, locking my lips against hers. Her tongue found mine and tussled with it greedily, chasing it around my mouth. Prying my lips from her own, my hand migrated to the top of her head, fingers sliding through her oily hair.
"Open," I said simply, her lips parting almost instinctively.
I steered my crown into her open mouth, guiding her down the first few inches. Fingers uncurling from around my shaft, my hands moved to the side of her head, combing hair back behind her ears. Thrusting slowly, I pushed my cock into her mouth as her lips wrapped around it, inserting it an inch at a time. Kristen sucked hard as I fed her my cock, her mouth getting slicker the deeper I went. Spit slopped down from the underside each time I pulled back, thick drops spilling down her chin and leaving a puddle on the basement floor.
My crown slid past her tonsils and she gagged a little as it reached her throat. Gripping two fistfuls of slicked back hair, I pushed myself forward with a gentle nudge, breaching the barrier between mouth and gullet. Her neck and back were perfectly straight, allowing me to fully enter her throat. One last push and my balls squished against her chin, her lips pursed at the base of my shaft. Her eyes began to water, leaving long streaks of mascara across her flushed red cheeks.
I kept it there for as long as she could handle, holding her forehead against my abs. Withdrawing slowly, I plucked my crown from between her lips, spit dripping down the length of my shaft. I gave her a few seconds to refill her lungs then pushed back inside her, plunging straight down to the base. I thursted a little harder this time, wet, sloppy squelching sounds filling the depths of my home as I fucked her mouth and throat. My cock was drenched in saliva by the time I was done, long thick ropes of the stuff dripping down onto the floor as I pried myself loose.
Leaning over, I gave her wet mouth a particularly messy kiss then circled around behind her, stroking my spit-soaked cock. Placing a hand at the small of her back, I rubbed my tip against her pussy with the other, teasing her drippy pink slit.
"You want this cock?" I asked, smacking the head against her clit.
"Mmm, yes, Daddy," Kristen purred. "I want you to fuck me with that perfect cock."
I inserted the tip then pulled it back, and she whined in anguish as I kept it there, an inch from her greedy snatch.
"Beg for it."
"Please, Daddy. I want it. I want to feel it inside me. I want you to pound me with it 'til I scream your name. Please, Daddy. Please may I have your cock?"
A grin stretched across my face, and without answering, I shoved my dick straight into her pussy.
"Ohhhh, yes," Kristen gasped, her toes curling against the cushions. "Thank you, Daddy. Thank you, thank you, thank you."
Her pussy was almost as wet as my cock, so resistance was pretty much nil as I steered myself in. The first thrust took me straight to the balls and I remained inside her, letting her feel me throbbing in her deepest parts. I gripped her hips, more out of instinct than anything else. I didn't need to keep her steady, that was for sure. She was restrained so tightly she could barely move a muscle. Digging my fingers into her pliant flesh, I started to roll my hips, sinking into her snatch with deep yet gentle strokes that let me bask in her warmth and moisture. Her pussy was soaked, and slick, sticky juices started to merge with the spit on my shaft as I rowed in deeper, plunging right down to the base.
"Oh, God, yes!" she cooed softly, almost breathing the words out as I thrusted slowly, filling her pussy with each new stroke.
Her movement, of course, was very restricted, but she turned back to face me as much as she was able. All I could see was her left eye and the corner of her mouth, but that was enough to tell me that she was loving every second of it, her eyelid fluttering with every movement and thrust. Picking up the pace, her moans increased in pitch and volume as I went at her harder, pounding her pussy with little restraint.
Of course, I loved hearing the vocal stylings of every woman I was with, but as anyone who's seen Frozen can attest, Kristen Bell has a particularly impressive range. So with that in mind, I regularly altered my style of thrusting to hear her entire repertoire. Slowing my thrusts but remaining deep, I was treated to an extended chorus of soft coos and breathy moans, interspersed with the occasional yelp as my tip touched her cervix. Pulling out entirely, I'd listen to her whine then beg in desperation until I put it back in, enjoying the sight of her trying to back up onto my cock but being unable to do so. Then I'd stick it back in and tear into her pussy with a flurry of thrusts that had her screaming at the top of her lungs.
I moved my hands from her hips and let them hang by my sides as I railed her, watching those surprisingly thick ass cheeks ripple with every pelvic slam. Her pussy was burning up and I could feel her gripping me tighter each time I thrusted. She was at the brink now, her need to cum so great it was almost palpable. I gave a few more thrusts, waiting for the safeword that still didn't come then pulled out quickly before I tipped her over the edge. She whined a little but less than I'd expected. At this stage she seemed as determined as I was to eke out her orgasm for as long as physically possible.
My dick was basted in her vaginal fluids so I returned to her mouth so she could clean me off. Pushing my cock almost down to the base, she moaned a little as she tasted her pussy, slurping up the juices now coating my every inch. Retrieving my dick from her mouth, I leant down to kiss her, enjoying the taste of pussy now heavy on her lips and tongue.
"Wanna try one more?" I asked as I squatted before her, brushing locks of hair from her face and tucking them behind her ears.
"Mmhmm," she replied, that naughty smirk of hers still as prominent as ever.
"Which one?"
She looked around the basement once more, her eyes focusing on the opposite corner.
"That one," she nodded, directing me with the only body part she was able to move.
I didn't need to turn and look, knowing full well which one she meant. "As you wish."
I kissed her once more then began the arduous task of removing her restraints. It took a while and her legs were a little wobbly as she stepped down from the horse. I offered my arm to steady her then led her across the room to her choice of apparatus.
Most of the units had been purchased online but this one was my own creation. It began life as an old wooden chest of my grandfather's that had been down in the basement for years. It wasn't any kind of heirloom to the best of my knowledge so I decided to get some use out of it. Covering the top with padded leather, I drilled in some metal rings in strategic places so ropes and ties could be attached, and voila! I had my very own bondage table.
"Take a seat," I said, pointing at the papped surface.
Kristen perched on the edge as I fetched a few coiled lengths of rope from a rack on the wall.
"On your side," I instructed. "Ass out behind you."
Kristen grinned and assumed the position, which was basically the little spoon but with her ass thrust over the edge. Unfurling a length of rope, I bound her ankles in a complex knot, tying them to a ring on the side of the chest. I tied her wrists in a similar fashion, attaching them to the same ring so her hands and feet were almost touching. Then to wrap up, I looped the final rope around her thighs and the small of her back, essentially tying her legs to her torso, and secured it with a knot at her hip. I took a moment to admire the spectacle. This position was almost as secure as the previous one, and turning her head to the left was all the movement she was capable of.
I fetched a little padded cushion from a nearby chest and rested my knees on it as I dropped to the floor. Her ass was thrust out perfectly, the optimum height for me to shove my face in. So that's what I did. Holding the edges of the table, I poked out my tongue and put it straight to her pussy, licking with immediate vigour. Starting at her clit, my tongue glided smoothly across her lips and taint, finally stopping when I reached her asshole. Again, she was soaking wet (when was she not?) and I licked back and forth across her pussy several times, gathering the delicious nectar with long, smooth swipes of my tongue.
Moving to her asshole, I focused mainly on that from this point on. Wetting a thumb with saliva, I teased her clit with it as I licked across her sphincter, basting her bottom in drool. Pushing my tongue inside, I steered it in as deep as I could, only stopping once my nose was squished against her asscheek. Her clit was throbbing underneath my thumb, her asshole tightening further with every bob of my head. Her moans grew louder then turned to howls as I moved my thumb from her clit, leaving her hanging for what must have been the twentieth time that day.
Rising to my feet, I aligned my cock with the slit of her pussy, entering her without further delay. She turned her head to look at me and a sharp squeal flew from between her lips as I drove myself to the hilt. No slow build up this time. Pushing against her asscheek to keep her spread, I banged her hard from the very first thrust. Bucking my hips with force and ferocity, my balls slapped against her thigh as I threw myself into her, bottoming out with each new thrust.
Kristen went wild from the get go. Panting, growling, screaming; those pretty blue eyes were fixed on mine, staring me down as I fucked her. I stared straight back, letting go of her asscheek and smacking it hard.
"Whose pussy is this?" I asked, gritting my teeth as I drove my dick deep inside it.
"It's yours, Daddy," Kristen replied. "You own this fucking pussy."
"What about your husband?"
She shook her head.
"He doesn't fuck you like I do, does he?"
"Uh uh. He couldn't even dream of fucking me like you do, Daddy. He's not half the man you are."
Woah. Sorry about that, Dax. I'll buy you a beer sometime. Actually, probably best we never, ever meet each other.
The words triggered something in me and I redoubled my efforts, smacking her ass again then pummelling her pussy with a series of savage thrusts. Gripping a handful of hair, I wrapped it around my knuckles and wrenched it back, pointing her head at the wall in front. Her pussy contracted in response and I held her hair like the ropes that were tying her town, pulling it hard as I fucked her brains out. The harder I pounded, the harder she gripped me, and I couldn't resist the urge to taunt her a little as I tore into her tight pink pussy.
"You gonna cum?" I asked, pulling at her hair again and turning her back to face me.
"Uh uh," she said, looking back at me with a grin and a defiant shake of her head. "You're gonna have to fuck me better than that."
Oof. That was unlike her. She was always so full of praise. Since it was just the one time I thought about letting it slide. But no, she'd have to be taught a lesson. Pulling out of her pussy, I returned to the same wall-mounted rack where I'd gotten the ropes from and perused a selection of implements. I had a choice of paddles, floggers and riding crops, owning multiples of all three in various designs and materials. After much deliberation, I landed on a black leather paddle that was fluffy on one side and hard on the other.
I plucked it from the rack and returned to the table, showing it to Kristen. Our 'safeword' also doubled up as an actual safeword that she could use when I did or suggested something that was too much for her or she wasn't into. She didn't use it much for either purpose and now was no exception. Standing at the edge of the table, I grabbed her left hip as I extended my arm out behind me, holding the paddle at about waist height. Bringing it forward, the paddle cut through the air as I brought the hard side down onto her ass, a dull thud bouncing from one brick wall to the next.
Kristen gasped, an excited smirk spreading across her face as I drew my hand back, raising the paddle once more.
"Ooh, yeah," she purred. "Spank me, Daddy. I've been bad."
I swung the paddle again and Kristen hissed sharply, a mixture of pleasure and pain, as it struck her peachy ass.
"Yeah, you have been bad, huh?" * THWACK! * I spanked her again. "Fucking around behind your husband's back."
* THWACK! * This was the hardest yet and Kristen yelped as the force of the strike made her buttocks sting.
"Mmhmm." * THWACK! * "Ahh! I think..." * THWACK! * "Ahh! I think I need..." * THWACK! * "...to be punished."
* THWACK! *
"Me too."
By now her cheeks were burning red and I spanked her one last time before tossing the paddle aside. I untied the rope from around her thighs then untethered her wrists and ankles. I slapped her ass with my palm then motioned for her to stand.
"Get up," I said sternly.
She leapt up from the table, stifling a grin as she rose to her feet.
"Sit."
Kristen perched on the edge of the table.
"Not there. On the floor. Back against the table."
She corrected her seating position as per my instructions, leaning against the chest as she parked her ass on the basement floor.
"Spread your legs."
Raising her knees, she planted her heels on the floor as she parted her thighs, revealing that sweet pink pussy. I walked around the side of the chest until I was stood at the opposite end.
"Give me your hands."
Kristen reached back behind her, resting her palms on the padded surface. I threaded a rope through the rings on the side and tied it to both her wrists. Both her arms were tight to the leather, yet not stretched in an uncomfortable position. Returning to the front of the chest, I attached two ropes to the rings by her knees, tying them tightly around the tops of her thighs.
"Mouth," I said simply as I stepped up before her, cock clutched in my fist.
I didn't need to say anything else. Kristen all but unhinged her jaw upon my command, letting her mouth hang open as wide as it could.



"Stick out your tongue."
She did as instructed, wagging it at me invitingly as it unfurled from between her lips.
"Want me to fuck your face?" I asked, slapping my cockhead against her outstretched tongue.
"Uh huh," she replied, which was about all she could manage with her tongue hanging out of her mouth.
"Answer properly."
She popped her tongue back in so she could respond then promptly returned it to its previous position. "Yes, Daddy. I want to feel your cock in my throat."
"Good girl."
I smacked my crown against her tongue again then steered it forward, sliding my shaft across the slick red surface. Gently holding the sides of her head, my fingers brushed back locks of blonde hair as I pushed my dick into her mouth, not stopping until the tip touched the back of her throat. I held it there a moment then started thrusting, plunging balls deep each time. Wet, throaty squelches filled the room once more, resonating loudly as my nutsack slapped against her chin.
Kristen reached back, curling her fingers around the ropes behind her as she stared up at me, egging me on with those big unblinking blue eyes. I gave her a few more thrusts then moved my hands to the back of her head, pinning her face to my groin. I kept her there for close to a minute, listening to her cough and gag around the width of my cock. Pulling hard at her golden hair, I pried her lips from around my cock and kept her head tilted upwards as I took a step forward, dipping my ballsack into her mouth. She wrapped her lips around my bloated orbs, dousing them in spittle as she suckled each one in turn.
Then I dropped to my knees, putting a hand around her throat as the other went down to her pussy, rubbing her clit with furious strokes. Loud squeals flew forth from her lips, partially muffled by the tight grip that I had on her neck. My fingers were a blur as they strummed across her clit and I could feel her getting wetter with each passing second. She was almost there, one rub away from spraying like a firehose when I pulled my fingers away. She all but wept as I let go of her throat. Her pussy was soaked, her clit visibly throbbing. She was desperate for more. But still no safeword.
I untied her legs then put my cock back in her mouth, thrusting slowly as I untethered her wrists. Grabbing a handful of oily blonde locks, my cock slipped out from between her lips as I pulled her up, pushing her onto the table. Her ass hit the leather and she fell down onto her back, wearing a devilish grin as she propped herself up on her elbows. Kneeling before her, I quickly unspooled two ropes then pushed her legs apart, spreading them far and wide.
Kristen gripped her thighs as I stood back up, keeping them spread as I bound her ankle to her wrist, typing the rope to a ring on the wall. Doing the same to her other leg, there was a ring on the side of a chest nearby that I could tether the rope to. Fetching two more ropes, I tied her thighs to a pair of rings at the front of the table, ensuring her body was as secure as could be. The resulting image almost defied belief. Her legs and arms were stretched so wide that the term 'spread eagle' almost didn't cut it, and it was a shock to learn that a woman so small could achieve such an impressive wingspan.
Grabbing my cock at the base, I slapped the crown against her clit a few times then rubbed it against her slit.
"Mmm, yes!" Kristen purred, letting her head fall back onto the leather as I teased her tight pussy.
Already I could feel how hot and wet she was, heat pouring from between her lips that made my cockhead tingle. I could resist no longer and shoved it in deep, sheathing myself inside her. Thrusting commenced and I gripped the ropes on her thighs as I drilled into her, pounding her hard right out of the gate. Her head flew up from the padded surface and she stared at me with those bright blue eyes as I pummelled her pussy, slamming into that tiny blonde body with wild, ball-slapping fury.
"Ugh, yes!" she growled, baring her gritted teeth. "Yes! Fuck me, Daddy! Own my pussy! Show that fucking pussy who's boss!"
Her voice was deep and husky, and every word she said made me want to fuck her even harder. Pulling at the ropes on her thighs, I drove into her pussy with increasing force, louds smacks ringing out into the basement as my pelvis slapped against hers. She clenched me tighter with every thrust, squeezing my dick for all it was worth. But my thrusts never slowed and I could tell from the look of sheer bliss etched across her face that I was hitting her innermost spots.
My dick was throbbing incessantly, balls swelling larger as they smacked against her asshole. I couldn't hold out much longer and if she wanted me to make her cum, I was gonna have to do it now.
"Safeword?" I asked, my voice croaky. "It's now or never."
"OK, OK!" she said in sudden desperation. "Orange! Orange! Orange!"
And there it was. I promptly lost all self-control, pounding her furiously and doing all I could to ensure that she reached her climax before I reached mine. It shouldn't be too hard, since she'd been clinging to the edge of one for most of the afternoon. And sure enough, a few deep, g-spot-hitting thrusts were all it took to finally send her plunging into a pit of ecstasy.
"Oh, God! FUUUCCCKKK!!!" she screamed, nearly bursting my eardrums as her body was ravaged by a thunderous orgasm, some three hours in the making.
Her body was racked by violent convulsions and her pussy gripped me tighter than ever as jolts of pleasure fired through her in every direction. It was more than I could handle and I gave into the growing sensation, blasting ropes of spunk straight into her unguarded womb. Her eyes bulged wider as she felt me cum and the warmth and volume of my explosive ejaculate promptly reignited her orgasm. Her pussy tightened another few notches, wringing more spunk from my rapidly deflating nutsack. I came for close to a minute until the final spurt of cum splashed the walls of her snatch. Kristen breathed heavily, a contented smile creeping across her face as the waves of pleasure began to subside.
"Wow," she said simply, feeling the sheer volume of piping hot jism sloshing about inside her.
Retracting slowly, a thick, creamy torrent gushed out after my cock as I pried it from between her lips.
We took a moment to catch our breath before I untied her, then escorted her back to her room so she could take a shower. I went back to my room and took one myself before heading to the kitchen to fix us some dinner. Kristen joined me, wearing high heels, a long and slinky black dress and, as I discovered shortly after, not a thing more. We talked for a while after dinner and shared a bottle of wine before returning to the master bedroom. I removed her dress and produced a length of rope I'd borrowed from the basement, proceeding to tie her up with it in every way imaginable.
I fucked her in missionary with her arms tied to the headboard, then from behind with her head against the pillows, her arms tied behind her back. I fucked her mouth for a while in the same postion, then tied her wrists and ankles together as I fucked her prone, shooting my cum across her ass and back. We passed out soon after then returned to the basement after breakfast, making use of the last few units that we didn't get around to the day before. We fucked again in in the shower, then once more on my bed (with cuffs and blindfold) before her time was up.
I helped her pack then wheeled her suitcase to the driveway, stowing it in the trunk of her car. She gave me a hug and planted her lips on mine.
"So when are you coming back?" I asked.
"I'm a bit tied up for the next few weeks," she replied. "But as soon as I can."
I grinned and raised an eyebrow. "Tied up, huh?"
Kristen laughed. "Not like that."
"Ah. I guess you'll have to wait 'til you get back then, huh?"
"I guess so."
She climbed into her car and closed the door, winding down the window. I leant against the door and poked my head inside, pointing at her crotch as she fastened her seatbelt.
"And make sure you save that for me, OK?"
Kristen peered down to see where I was pointing then looked back at me with a smirk on her face.
"I will...Daddy."
And you know what? I think she did.
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Steam billowed up from my hot cup of coffee as I brought it to my lips, enjoying the rich aroma as it wafted into my nostrils. My laptop was open on the table in front of me and I took another sip from my cup as I fired up Zoom. That particular app will feature prominently across the next few pages, for the tale I'm about to tell largely consists of three separate video calls. The first took place about two months ago. I received a text a week earlier from Jessica Chastain, requesting a booking and a Zoom call in which to discuss it. Now this was curious to say the least, for texts from Jessica usually read something like 'need to see you. Fit me in ASAP', which of course, I always did. So the fact that her next booking required any kind of discussion at all was both intriguing and exciting.
We arranged a time to talk and that familiar beaming smile was there to greet me as I opened up Zoom and joined our video call.
"Hello there," said Jessica, sipping from a herbal tea.
"Hello, hello," I replied. "Long time, no see." It had been about two months, which for us was a very long time indeed.
"Right?! I've missed that pretty face."
"Likewise. What have you been up to?"
Jessica talked me through her hectic work schedule (which was the reason I hadn't seen her), giving me the lowdown on her latest projects. She flipped the question and I filled her in on my recent guests, giving her a detailed account of my day at Alison Brie's. I took my guest's privacy incredibly seriously but I have to admit that often went out the window when conversing with Miss Chastain. But I trusted her not to blab, and she loved hearing about my exploits, so I felt it my duty to indulge her once in a while.
"Wow!" she said as I wrapped up my story. "Lucky ladies."
I laughed. "Weren't you listening to the story? There were six of them, for Christ's sake! I think *I* was the lucky one."
Jessica smiled. "Well, agree to disagree."
"Suit yourself. So, we have a booking to discuss?"
"We do. So, it's my girlfriend Em's 40th birthday next month and I'd like to organise a little something for her."
"Em?" I asked.
"Emily Blunt."
"I see. So you'd like to throw her a party?" I asked, wondering if I'd end up with another Alison situation on my hands and very much hoping that I would.
"Actually, no," Jessica replied, and if I told you that my heart didn't sink a little, I'd be telling a big, fat lie. "I was thinking of something different."
"Oh, yeah? And what might that be, exactly?"
"Well, Em's always had this fantasy and I'd like to help her fulfil it."
Well, it was no reverse gangbang, but I've gotta say, that sounded pretty good as well.
"I see. And what fantasy might that be?"
"She likes to...watch people."
"So, she's a voyeur?"
"Yeah."
"Interesting. And has she ever watched you before?"
"Uh uh. She's asked me a few times but, well...let's just say that until I met you, my sex life wasn't that exciting."
"But now that it is, you want to share it with your friend?"
She grinned and nodded her head.
"Right. So, what, she'll come here and sit in the corner while we bone?"
"No, she doesn't like to do it live. She said she doesn't trust herself not to join in the action."
"Well, I mean...I'd be fine with that."
Jessica laughed. "I'm sure you would. But unfortunately for you, Emily is monogamous." A grin spread across my face and I was tempted to say 'we'll see about that', but I thought better of it. "That's why she likes to watch. She gets to witness all these wild sexual encounters..."
"But without cheating on Jim Halpert?"
Jessica tipped her head back, unleashing a tittering laugh. "Exactly."
"So, we'll be doing it on here then?" I asked, nodding at my webcam. "Zoom sex?"
"Actually, I was thinking we'd go old school with it."
"Oh, yeah? Good old fashioned sex tape?"
Jessica nodded, a naughty smirk tickling the corners of her mouth. "I bought a new camera specially."
"Damn," I said. "Someone didn't watch Pam & Tommy."
She laughed again. "Well I won't be keeping it in my safe while the workmen are in. It can go on here." She tapped the side of her laptop. "This thing's like Fort Knox."
"I see. So how we gonna show it to her?"
"On here," she said, pointing at her screen. "We'll have a little virtual viewing party."
"Party for three, huh?"
"Four. My girl Annie wants in on it too."
"Annie...Hathaway?"
"Uh huh. You like her?"
"Who doesn't?!"
She laughed once more, her smirk growing wider. "Yeah, she's stunning, right? Such a sweetheart too."
"So, she wants in on the premiere or the making of?"
"Both."
"Nice," I grinned. "So, where we doing it? Here? Yours? Hers?"
"Actually, I thought we'd rent somewhere and make a little trip out of it. I found a little place near Big Bear Lake."
"Sounds good," I said, and well, it really did.
Jessica and I chatted a while longer and she told me she'd set up another call with Anne once we'd landed on a date, so we could discuss the finer details. Emily's birthday, I'm reliably informed, was on February 23rd, so Jessica booked our accommodation for the weekend before. I met Anne during our second call a week or so after and the itinerary for our little trip was laid out before me, getting me very, very excited.
I rearranged a few dates in my diary and the big weekend rolled around quicker than I had expected. I woke nice and early on Saturday morning, ate, showered, packed a few things, and before I knew it, a rental car was pulling into my driveway. Jessica and Anne (both New Yorkers) flew in from the east that morning and drove straight to my place from LAX.
I went outside to greet them, watching as the car doors opened and two gorgeous figures emerged from within. Jessica, of course, I was already more than familiar with, but she looked as stunning as ever in a simple white t-shirt, tucked into a pair of pants, with a matching jacket on top. As did Anne, who looked very cool and sexy in a sleeveless black top and leggings with an oversized green flannel hanging just below her shoulders. Very 90's chic.
Jessica raced up and hugged me, kissing me on the lips before she gave me and Anne a proper introduction. We shook hands and exchanged kisses, then I invited them in for a pit stop before we hit the road. The girls took on some water and made use of the facilities while I popped the trunk of the rental, moving their cases from their car to mine. I shoved my luggage in the trunk with theirs, locked up my place and we all climbed into my car as we set off for Big Bear Lake.
*
Fast forward a week or so and our trip to Big Bear had been and gone. It was early in the evening on February 27th and I found myself in the midst of a second video call with Anne and Jessica. Emily's actual birthday was four days earlier, but it was surmised that the big day and following weekend would be reserved for family matters, so Jessica arranged the call for the Monday after. I was on my bed for this one, dressed in a T-shirt and shorts with my laptop on my thighs. Anne and Jessica were on bed too (though not the same one, unfortunately) and both appeared to be wearing some kind of silk dressing gown, while still being dolled to the nines.
This was the first we'd all seen each other since the trip so that was the main topic of conversation, as I'm sure you can imagine. We were deep in discussion about the events of the second day when Zoom sent us all an alert. A fourth party had requested to join.
"She's here," said Jessica. "We all set?"
"Yep," said Anne.
"Mmhmm," I replied.
"OK." Jessica clicked her trackpad and Zoom helpfully re-arranged our windows for us as Emily Blunt was added to the call.
Before she could speak, Anne and Jessica promptly burst into a hearty rendition of the "Happy Birthday" song. Unlike the rest of us, Emily was sat a sofa, clad in a brown (probably faux) leather dress. A big, broad smile stretched across her face as her friends serenaded her and she thanked them emphatically when they reached the final note.
"Aww, thank you, ladies. You know how to make a girl feel special."
"You're welcome, sweetie," said Jessica. "We know it's a little late, but we wanted to take this opportunity to wish you a happy birthday and to introduce you to our friend, Tyler."
"Ah, so this is the famous Tyler," Emily replied. "I've heard a lot about you, love. Great to finally meet."
"All good, I hope?" I asked.
"Oh, yeah," she said with a grin. "Very good."
The four of us got to chatting, or rather the three ladies got to chatting, while I stayed mostly quiet. The three of them got caught up on what they'd all been up to, with Anne and Jessica keeping our trip to Big Bear carefully under wraps. Discussion switched to Emily's birthday, and she gleefully rattled off all the things she'd done with her family and all the gifts she'd gotten from John.
"Wow!" said Jessica. "Sounds like you've been spoiled this year, hon'."
"Mmhmm. I'm very lucky," Emily replied. "And of course, the big party at the weekend. You girls are still coming, right?"
"Uh huh," said Anne.
"Wouldn't miss it," Jessica added.
"That's great," said Emily. "Can't wait to see you guys. And, Tyler, you're more than welcome to come along too."
Somehow I didn't think this particular 40th birthday party would go the way of Alison's and I'd probably back out of it later, but for now accepting the invitation seemed like the polite thing to do. "Thank you, Emily. I'd love to come."
"And speaking of your birthday," Jessica chimed in, "we need to give you your gift."
"Aww, girls, you shouldn't have," Emily replied, flashing that big, pretty smile. "So are you going to bring it along to my party or...?"
There was a brief pause as Anne and Jessica looked at one another through their webcams, then the pair of them burst out laughing.
"Not sure you'd want that, hon'," Anne declared, her lips curled up in a grin.
"Yeah, I think it's best that we give it to you now," Jessica added, wearing a smirk of her own.
"Now?! How will that work over Zoom?" Emily laughed.
"You'll see," said Jessica. "Tyler, baby, do you have the camera?"
"Uh huh." I picked up the camera from the mattress beside me and held it up to my webcam. I think I might have spooked Jessica a little with my Pam & Tommy comment, 'cause when we got back from our trip, she left the camera with me for safekeeping. We both agreed that my place was statistically far less likely to be broken into.
"Camera?!" asked Emily, suddenly looking very confused. "Did you guys record me a video message or something?!"
"Oh, God, no," Jessica laughed. "Much better than that. So, the three of us took a trip up to Big Bear last weekend, and we thought you might like to see what we got up to."
Emily's expression had only gotten blanker, and it appeared that Jessica's explanation had only served to confuse her further. "What you got...? Ohhhh," she said, and you could practically pinpoint the exact second that the penny finally dropped, "OK."
"Was that a 'yes'?" asked Jessica.
"Fuck yeah, that was a 'yes'," Emily grinned excitedly. "Hook that thing up, already!"
Anne and Jessica laughed as I did as instructed, connecting the camera to my laptop as quickly as I could. A video popped up in my media player and I shared my screen with the ladies. I adjusted the settings on Zoom so the video played in the centre, with two chat windows on either side.
"Ready, Emily?" I asked.
"I was born ready, baby," she replied, shifting her body a little like she was settling in for a Netflix binge.
But what we were about to watch was far better than anything you'd find on there. I hit the spacebar on my laptop and the video started to play.
Anne was behind the camera for the opening shot, pointing it at the window and the cars speeding by as we cruised down the freeway. Panning from the window and across the back of the driver's seat, she settled on the gap between the two front seats, framing me from the shoulders up as I handled the steering wheel, my eyes on the road ahead. Locks of red hair crept into frame as she moved down slowly, finally settling on my lap where Jessica Chastian was blowing me behind the wheel.
"Ooh, yeah!" Emily exclaimed, her eyes glowing as she watched the tape. "This gets right to the good stuff, huh?!"
Kneeling on the passenger seat with her feet tucked up against the door, Jessica leant over the centre console as she bobbed her pretty red head, sucking my dick in a steady rhythm. I noted at the time how good this felt (blowjobs from Jessica usually did), but it wasn't until I 'reviewed' the footage when I got back home that I realised how deep she was going. With every pass she took, her lips slid up to the ridge of my crown and she sucked at my head a few times before plummeting back down to the base.
"Bloody hell," Emily gasped, as the full length of my cock came into view. "He's huge!"
A steady refrain of loud slurping noises and contented 'mmm''s of enjoyment poured into the camera's mic, interspersed with the occasional groan from yours truly as I was sucked six ways from Sunday. I can still remember how wet her mouth was and every pass she took had a wonderfully sloppy sound to it as she worked me over, coating my shaft in saliva.
"Blimey!" said Emily, looking through her webcam at Jessica. "You can suck a cock, can't you, love?"
"Mmhmm," Jessica replied, grinning proudly as the four of us admired her handiwork.
There's a lot about this that I remember distinctly. The amount of precum I was leaking (a lot). The force of her suction (high). How hard I was gripping the steering wheel (so hard I almost yanked it off). How much I wanted to pull over and fuck her on the backseat (so much that I was willing to risk a twenty car pileup). But what I don't remember was Anne pointing the camera past me to show how busy the road was, and quite how many people passed the 2021 Best Actress winner as she blew me right there on the highway.
"Oh my God, there's so many people!" Emily laughed. "Weren't you worried about getting caught?!"
"Tinted windows," Jessica grinned. "Besides, I was so freakin' horny! I didn't want to wait 'til we got to the cabin."
"Fucking slag!" Emily quipped. That means 'slut' in British. "Wait, is that the 210?!"
"Mmhmm," said Anne.
"Fuck me! You guys hadn't even left LA yet?!"
"Uh uh," said Jessica, smirking as she shook her head.
Emily laughed. "My God, you horny fuckers!"
Light gagging sounds started to pour through my laptop speakers and I recalled the exact moment where my tip touched the back of Jessica's throat.
"Aww, fuck!" I heard myself say and I remembered quite vividly how hard it was getting to concentrate on driving.
"Fucking hell, Jess!" Emily exclaimed.
The initial shock was beginning to wear off and she was moving into the horny phase. Her mouth hung open slightly, and I could see that her eyes were beginning to gloss over.
Jessica throated me a few more times, then pried her lips from around my helmet, saliva coating every inch of my schlong. She raised her head and Anne followed her with the camera as she sat back in her seat, still stroking my spit-drenched cock.
"Your turn," she said, looking straight into the lens.
"Not sure I can reach from back here," Anne laughed from behind the camera.
"Oh, it can be done. Trust me," Jessica grinned. "Here, you can lean on this," she instructed, patting the armrest in front of the centre console.
Anne handed the camera to Jessica who immediately pointed it at her as she crawled through the gap in the seats. Her lips parted and my grip on the steering wheel tightened as they slid down onto my cock. At the time, I wasn't quite sure how she'd gotten herself in that position. And quite frankly, I couldn't have cared less. But watching the video when I got back home, I could see that she was kneeling on the backseat, her elbows on the armrest as she dipped down into my lap. Her ass stuck out behind her, and Jessica got a nice little shot of it with the camera, even squeezing it with her free hand before she panned back around to the front of the car.
She couldn't get the camera low enough to see what was happening, but Anne's head bobbing up and down beneath the lens told its own story. She couldn't go as deep as Jessica in her awkward position, but she compensated for her lack of depth with a variety of different moves that almost made me shoot my load in the middle of I-210. She began by lapping at the slit, cleaning up the precum as it seeped from the tip in copious volume. Then she moved down a little lower, swirling her tongue around my crown, then flicking it against the side of my shaft.
"Yeah, that's it, Annie," Jessica encouraged. "Suck that cock, girl."
She panned the camera down briefly as she sat back against the door, her feet wedged up against the armrest. She'd undone the button on her pants and her free hand was rummaging around in there with some degree of relish as she watched her friend blow me. Panning back up, she pointed the camera at the back of the car, capturing a full body shot of Anne as she sucked my dick.
She was a lot higher up than Jessica had been and it got me thinking about all the things that passing drivers would have witnessed if not for the advent of tinted windows. They wouldn't have seen Anne's face, of course, 'cause it was in my lap, but what they would have seen was world famous actress Jessica Chastain filming the whole thing from the passenger's seat, while a wandering hand scoured the inside of her pants.
"Fuck, you guys are crazy!" Emily laughed, her expression a curious mixture of arousal and amusement as she watched the events unfold.
"Wait for it," Jessica grinned. She clearly knew what was coming next, and I surmised from this that she'd since 'reviewed' the footage as thoroughly as I had.
Anne's head started bobbing faster and the sounds spilling from my laptop were a clear indication of just how hard she was sucking me. It was genuinely one of the best blowjobs I've ever received. So good, in fact, that I momentarily forgot where I was, what I was doing and, quite possibly, who I was as well.
"Ohhh, Jesus," I groaned, letting my head fall backwards until I was staring at the roof of the car.
I remember that moment of bliss lasted just a few seconds before a voice to my right clawed me from my reverie.
"Erm...Ty," said Jessica, "eyes on the road, baby."
I snapped out my stupor almost immediately, just in time to see that the car had veered ever so slightly into the neighbouring lane. Thankfully, there were no cars in the immediate vicinity but it was still enough to make me leap straight out of my skin.
"Fuck!" I yelped as I pulled at the steering wheel, returning my car to a single lane.
I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, but I think it would be fair to say that my two famous passengers didn't share my level of alarm. Jessica's only response was a faint chuckle from behind the camera, while Anne didn't even lift her head out of my lap, still sucking my dick like nothing had happened.
"Oh my God!" Emily gasped, her mouth hanging open. "You guys! This is fucking crazy!" she laughed, shaking her head in disbelief.
"Do you need to pull over?" Jessica asked in the video.
"Yes," I replied, still breathing heavily, overcome by the near death experience.
Jessica laughed. "Annie, that means 'stop', honey."
"Aww!" Anne whined as she popped my crown from between her lips, grinning from ear to ear as she returned to her seat.
Jessica followed her with the camera, keeping it on her as she peeled her leggings down to her knees, taking her panties with them. Laying back across the seat, Anne rested her head against the backrest as she reached between her thighs, spreading her legs as wide as she could. Putting a hand to her clit, she strummed herself with a pair of fingers, cooing softly as she looked at the camera.



"Can I go first?" she asked, fluttering her eyelids in a way that was hard to say 'no' to.
"Looks like you need to," Jessica chuckled. "When's the next exit, Tyler?"
"Erm...not sure," I said stiffly.
I put my cock back in my pants and I recall trying with all my might to keep my eyes on the road and away from the rearview mirror.
"Hmm," said Jessica, "maybe I oughta keep you busy in the meantime then."
At first I thought she was talking to me and I remember that I was just about to protest when I saw who she was really addressing.
"I think you better," Anne smirked, then motioned for the camera. "Hand that to me."
Jessica passed the camera through the gap in the seats and next thing we knew it was trained on her as she climbed up onto the armest. She looked into the camera as she pulled Anne's leggings down to her ankles, a tall pair of platform boots prohibiting her from lowering them further. Her ass stuck out behind her as she leaned down to remove them and I saw my arm creep into shot as I grabbed a handful of buttcheek, giving it a hearty squeeze.
"Poor choice of footwear," said Jessica, grinning at the camera as she untied Anne's bootlaces.
"Well, I didn't know we'd be doing this," Anne laughed, still playing with her pussy as she held the camera.
Jessica removed Anne's boot and dropped it into the floor, then pulled down her leggings and panties, leaving them dangling off her right leg. Anne spread her legs as her friend crawled between, capturing the moment that her tongue rolled out and she guided it straight to her clit.
"Mmm, yeah, that's it," Anne moaned from behind the camera. "That's what I need."
I had a suspicion that what she really needed was up front with me, but I'm sure Jessica's tongue was a worthy appetiser. It was around this time that I broke my vow not to watch, and I let my eyes indulge in the action taking place in my rearview mirror. My view was blocked by Jessica's head and all I could see was Anne's face lighting up as she ran her fingers through that pretty red hair. But that was more than enough to keep me rigid, and I split my time between watching the action, keeping my eyes on the road and hunting for an exit ramp.
And though I couldn't see much at the time, the video footage more than filled me in on what I'd missed when I got back home. Pointing the camera down between her thighs, Anne had captured the perfect POV shot and was moaning straight into the microphone as her friend ate her out. Gazing into the lens with those bright blue eyes, Jessica slid her tongue along Anne's wet slit, gathering the moisture that had oozed from between her lips. Settling on her clit, Jessica rolled her tongue across Anne's pink pleasure point, spiralling around it in concentric circles. I remember lamenting at the time that I couldn't see what was happening, but honestly I think it was just as well. If I had gotten this angle when I was driving, I probably wouldn't be here to tell the story.
Emily, I'm pleased to report, was just as enthralled as I was, and she bit down hard on her bottom lip as she watched one of her friends going down another.
"Mmm," she purred, her voice light and breathy. "Fuck, that's hot!"
She wasn't wrong, and I recalled how torn I was between letting them continue and speeding down the nearest exit so I could fuck them both into a coma.
Peeling her tongue from Anne's stiff clit, Jessica slid two fingers between her lips, wetting them with saliva before she rubbed them against her pussy. Anne was absolutely sodden and the slightest push was all it took to guide those digits right down to the knuckle. I couldn't see what she was doing with them, of course, even now while watching the video, but Anne told me later that day that she was hooking them upwards as she pushed them inside her, quickly finding her g-spot.
Briefly pulling away from the all-girl action, Anne pointed the camera at the window as cars sped by, showing how many people were just a few feet away from one Oscar nominee eating out another.
"Oh my God, this is so wild!" said Emily, looking like she wasn't sure whether to laugh her head off or frig herself senseless as she watched the video.
In the end though, she didn't do either, and simply stared at the screen with a kind of strange fascination as Anne swung the camera back to its previous position. Now Jessica was pumping her fingers into Anne's tight pussy with greater force and gusto, moans increasing in volume as her tongue swirled faster around the brunette's clit.
"Oh, fuck!" Anne squealed into the mic. "Yes, Jessie, you're gonna make me cum!"
It was at this point that the background changed from cars zipping by on the freeway to buildings coming and going as I searched for a secluded spot. It took me a while to find somewhere- longer than I would have liked- but in my defence, I was kinda distracted.
I found a dark little side street in some industrial area which, with it being the weekend, was entirely deserted. I remember Anne cumming as I parked the car, and a loud 'ohhh my Godddd, fuuuccckkk!!!' spilling out into the alley as I opened the door. What I didn't witness at the time was the satisfied smile on Jessica's face as Anne's sweet arousal gushed across the length of her tongue. But thanks to the advent of digital video, I was able to watch it all when I got bck home. Anne was cumming so hard that the camera was a little shaky, but it still captured the moment perfectly when Jessica Chastain got a mouthful of A-list pussy juice.
"Ohhh, wow!" Emily gasped. "Blimey, Jess, I didn't know you could do that!"
A smug smile formed on Jessica's face, one that was remarkably similar to the one we'd just seen on film. "How about I show you sometime, Ems? I'm sure John wouldn't mind about that."
"Maybe if he got to join in!" she quipped in response.
Anne and Jessica laughed while I merely rolled my eyes. I think we all knew that if anyone was going to join those two for a threesome, it was going to be me.
The next thing I remembered was racing around the car as fast as my legs would carry me. I opened the right rear door and practically leapt onto the backseat. Jessica climbed out of the passenger's side and joined me and Anne in the back, a little more reserved than I was, but if I recall correctly, there wasn't a great deal in it.
What was happening with the camera at this point, I was truly none the wiser, and even now while watching the footage again, I still wasn't entirely sure. I think that Anne might have dropped it at some point during the course of her climax and she handed it to Jessica as she joined us in the back of the car. By the time she'd set up the shot, Anne and I were all over one another, practically chewing each other's faces off as I parked my ass on the seat.
"Ooh, yeah," said Emily. "Now we're getting to the good stuff."
Her grin grew wider and I returned one of my own. You know a video is hot when Jessica Chastain goes down on Anne Hathaway and that isn't the good stuff!
Anne straddled me and our tongues continued to tussle as I fought with the buttons on her baggy green flannel. Somehow unclasping them without breaking a single one, I slid her shirt down her arms and she tossed it aside, inadvertently (I think) hitting Jessica and briefly covering the camera lens.
"Ahh, Annie!" Jessica shrieked as the video went black then returned to the heated kissing as she plucked the shirt from on top of her and threw it straight back at her friend.
"Oh, God! Sorry, Jessie!" Anne laughed, holding up her hands instinctively as she was hit by the balled up flannel.
Emily burst out laughing as she watched, prompting further chuckles from myself and the ladies.
Anne popped her shirt down on the seat this time, then pulled my tee up over my head, running her hands over my sculpted torso. Her lips returned to mine and the kissing resumed as she quickly unbuckled my belt. Her leggings and panties were still dangling off one of her legs, and she removed her renaming boot as quickly as she could.
"Why the fuck did I wear these shoes?!" she growled as she hastily unthreaded the never ending bootlace.
Yanking it off her foot, she threw her boot at the window in frustration, nearly shattering the tinted glass.
Emily laughed. "Won't be wearing those again, huh?"
"I put them straight in the trash," said Anne, coaxing laughter from all four corners of my screen.
She kicked off her leggings then lifted her ass a little so I could lower my jeans and boxers. I pulled them down as fast as possible, and I remember my cock actually hitting her pussy as it sprung out from my waistband. My jeans stayed pooled around my ankles but I left them there. Shoes and socks still on, but fuck it, I didn't care. I needed to get into that pussy right freakin' now.
So that's what I did. Grabbing Anne's hips, I lowered her onto my cock with surprising grace and poise. Both of us were so horny, I'm surprised I didn't pull her straight onto it. She slid straight down to the base and I held her there on top of me, letting her feel every inch inside her.
Jessica zoomed in on our faces as a sharp gasp of pleasure sailed from Anne's full lips. We gazed at each other for a few bliss-filled seconds before our mouths interlocked and devoured one another once more. Thrusting in this position was not gonna be easy, so I let her do most of the work. Knees planted either side of my ass, she used her strong thigh muscles to work her up and down, guiding her pussy along the length of my shaft. She was so worked up that her pussy was steaming and I basked in the warm and moisture each time she sunk to the base.
Jessica knelt up against the right side door, framing us perfectly so you could see each movement and the looks on both our faces as she rode my dick. Every so often, she'd pan the camera downwards to show the roving hand stuffed down the front of her pants, then return the lens to the source of her arousal.
And she wasn't the only one enjoying the show. Emily's eyes had all but glazed over by this point in the video, and me and the girls noticed some curious movements stemming from her left shoulder.
"Emily, are you playing with your pussy?" Jessica asked, in a way that sounded like she was about to scold her for it.
It was all in jest, of course, and if I knew Jessica like I thought I did, then such behaviour was only going to be encouraged.
"Maybe," Emily replied, eyelids a flutter like butter wouldn't melt in her mouth.
"Show me," Jessica instructed, and Emily immediately complied, reaching for her laptop with her free hand and angling it down to her crotch.
Her dress was hiked up to her waist and a pair of nimble fingers were teasing her pussy through her sheer red tights. She didn't appear to be wearing any underwear.
"Mmm, yeah. Good girl," Jessica grinned. "You keep doing that, OK?"
See, what did I tell ya?
Emily returned the camera to her face, nodding slowly as pleasure began to spread across her features.
Back in the car, Anne and I had kicked things up a notch. Holding her hips as she bounced on my cock, I used my strong arms to provide some assistance. Pulling her up to the ridge of my crown, I held her there for a fraction of a second before slamming her back down again, impaling her repeatedly on my long thick cock. Sharp breaths turned to louder moans, merging with the loud smacks now filling the car's interior as her ass beat down on my thighs.
"Yeah, that's it, Annie. Ride that cock, girl!" Jessica encouraged, still panning downwards at regular intervals, the hand in her pants still moving as wildly as ever.
Panning back up, she zoomed in on our faces as Anne rode me harder, lust burning in those nut brown eyes.
"You gonna cum, Annie?" Jessica asked. "You gonna cum on that big, fat dick?"
Anne kept looking at me, but nodded in response, her face lit up in the throes of passion.
"Cum then, baby. I want to suck your pussy off his cock."
I slammed her down into me a few more times then pinned her pelvis to mine, feeling her squeeze me as her orgasm hit. Holding her down with one arm, I licked a thumb and put it to her clit, enhancing the pleasure already coursing through her every inch. Jessica zoomed in tight to show what I was doing and then up to Anne's face as she threw her head back, aiming a piercing scream towards the roof of the car.
"Ohhh, fuuuccckkk!!! I'm cuuummmiiinnnggg!!!"
The camera stayed tight to Anne's pretty face, capturing her change in expression. Harshly contorted features slowly softened as the tremors subsided, giving way to a dreamy look of sheer orgasmic bliss. Jessica followed her with the camera as she fell into me, running her fingers through my hair and kissing me several times.
"Wow!" said Emily, her mouth hanging so far open that her chin almost fell out of frame. "Bloody hell, I haven't had an orgasm like that in..." She trailed off for a moment as she racked her brain.
"Ever?" said Jessica.
Emily thought for a second before a telltale grin tugged at the corners of her mouth. "OK, yeah, you got me. I have never fucking cum like that!"
"Nor had I," Anne admitted, and I couldn't help but smirk as these three gorgeous women gushed so avidly about my sexual prowess.
Anne gave me one last kiss then climbed down from on top of me, wobbling a little as the final waves of pleasure made their way to her furthest extremities.
"OK, me now," said Jessica, handing the camera to me.
"I'll go up front," said Anne. "Give you guys some space."
It was kinda cramped with three of us on the backseat and I pointed the camera at the girls as they squeezed past each other, sharing a quick kiss on the way. Anne pulled her leggings back on and retied her discarded boot. Pulling on her top, she left her flannel on the backseat as she opened the door and hurried back around to the front. Climbing inside, she motioned for the camera as she knelt on the passenger's seat. I handed it to her and she made a little kissy face at it before turning it on Jessica and I.
Jessica removed her jacket then pulled her t-shirt up over her head, red hair spilling all over as she unveiled those perky tits. Kneeling on the seat, Jessica made good on her earlier promise as her head sunk into my lap, wrapping her lips around my swollen crown. Sticking her ass out behind her, it was pointed right up at the window as her head went lower, cleaning Anne's pussy juices as her lips slid down my shaft.
Anne kept the camera low, framing a neat little close up as her redheaded friend blew me for all I was worth. I knew at the time that she was going deep and a review of the footage confirmed it, each pass taking her closer to the base of my shaft. Anne moved the camera upwards, zooming in on me as my head fell back against the headrest, then followed my hand as I reached across, grabbing a handful of Jessica's ass.
She still had her pants on, but they'd remained unbuttoned from her earlier rummaging. I was able to lower them with a single hand, freeing her peach shaped bottom and the thin black thong that bisected her cheeks. Squeezing each cheek, I slipped two fingers under the waistband of her thong, feeling her wetness as I slid them down to her pussy.
Anne returned to her previous angle as Jessica moaned around my cock, her eyelids fluttering as I teased her clit with my fingers. But she didn't let it break her stride, and she kept sinking downwards until her lips were puckered at the base. My tip touched the back of her throat and she kept me there for several seconds until my expert strumming of her throbbing pink clit finally got the better of her. Anne followed her with the camera as her mouth slid up my shaft, releasing a pent up squeal as my crown popped free from her lips.
"Ohhh, fuuuccckkk!" she groaned, lifting her head from my lap. "Give me your cock!"
I put my fingers to her chin and kissed her, then wrapped my arms around her torso, pulling her into me as I laid out on my side. Feet on the floor behind the passenger's seat, my ass was almost wedged up against the door as I peeled Jessica's thong aside, baring that sweet, sweet pussy. Wrapping an arm around the tops of her calves, she pulled her legs up until her knees almost touched her chin. The camera stayed tight to her pussy as I pressed my cock up against it, entering her with a single thrust. My earlier teasing had left her sodden and the slightest push was all it took to sheath myself to the hilt.
Anne panned to the right, framing Jessica's face at the point of penetration. Her eyes bulged wide and her mouth hung open as a deep, very un-Jess-like grunt flew forth from between her lips. Anne kept the camera trained on Jessica's face, capturing her change in expression as I delivered the first few thrusts. She was clearly incredibly pent up, and an intense look of raw, animalistic passion stretched across her face as I threw myself into her, plunging balls deep with every row of my hips.
The camera moved back to its previous position and Anne framed a close up of my dick as I drilled it hard into Jessica's box. Jessica turned to face me and our tongues entangled as she pressed her lips against mine, moaning into my mouth as I thrusted harder. Anne panned upwards, capturing the passion as our lips came apart, staring into each other's eyes as I kept on railing.
"Ohhh my God. Fuck, that is so bloody hot!" Emily whined, her upper arm now moving visibly quicker as she watched me fuck her friend.
"Wait, wait, wait. There's more," Jessica grinned, and it got me wondering quite how many times she'd watch this video since we returned from our trip. She seemed to know it like the back of her hand.
Jessica's eyes grew wider and I distinctly remember her pussy tightening at the exact same moment. I knew that reaction anywhere and Anne kept the camera trained on Jessica's face as the unmistakable response to clitoral stimulation enveloped her gorgeous features. She stared at me intensely, thinking it was me. Then Anne panned downwards, revealing a pair of black-tipped fingers rubbing at Jessica's clit. The penny finally dropped and Anne moved the camera back up as Jessica turned to face her, mouth hanging open as the pleasure overtook her.
"Oh, fuck! Annie!" she squealed, and I can still remember the wily grin stretched across the brunette's face as she strummed her girlfriend's twat.
Jessica moaned loudly, her inner walls tightening another notch with every rub of Anne's skilled digits. I slowed my thrusts but kept going deep, enjoying the feeling of her pussy contracting, the warmth and moisture making me tingle from head to foot.
"Oh my God! Keep going, Annie!" Jessica cooed, staring straight into the camera as Anne shoved it back into her face. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum!"
Anne frigged her faster and I felt her body shake as the sensations spread, engulfing her entire frame. I thrusted harder, hitting her g-spot each time as I tried to keep pace. Anne moved the camera at regular intervals, panning up from Jessica's pussy as my cock drove into it, and up to her face as her features contorted in a fit of orgasmic lust. Fingers still strumming at her clit, Anne steadied the camera as I slammed into Jessica's pussy, capturing the look on her face as I delivered the decisive thrust. Her eyes clamped shut and her neck craned backwards as she screamed at the top of her lungs.
"Ohhh, Goddd!!! Fuuuccckkk!!!"
I gripped her tight and held her against me, remaining deep inside her as I felt her cum. She squeezed me even tighter, bathing my cock with a fresh surge of fluid that soaked me from bellend to base. Her features softened but her eyes stayed shut as a look of pure ecstasy spread across her face.
"Damn," said Anne from behind the camera.



"Fuck," said Emily from the comfort of her living room.
I put a hand to Jessica's cheek and turned her towards me, kissing her on the mouth. Anne kept the camera on us as our lips sealed shut, and I felt her pussy start to loosen as our tongues entwined.
"He hasn't cum yet," Anne pointed out, and Jessica gave me one last kiss before turning to face her.
"He hasn't, has he?" she said with a grin. "How we gonna finish him off?"
"I want it in my mouth," said Anne.
"Mmm, me too," Jessica agreed. "Why don't you come back here with me and we'll make that happen?"
Anne didn't need a second invitation. Climbing out of the passenger's side door, she hurried back around to the rear, squeezing in on the backseat. I eased out of Jessica and sat in the middle of the seat, the girls either side of me.
"What shall we do with this?" asked Anne, gesturing to the camera still clutched in her manicured hand.
Good question, I remember thinking. The girls couldn't hold it 'cause they were about to start blowing me, and if I took it all I'd get was a top down angle of the backs of their heads.
"How about there?" I suggested, pointing at the armrest between the two front seats.
"Good idea," said Anne and she placed the camera where I indicated, turning the viewfinder to see what the angle was like.
The answer was pretty good. My body was framed in its entirety from the knees up, my head just creeping into shot. And as the girls leaned over me, everything from the waist up fit neatly into frame. No ass shots unfortunately, but you can't have it all, can you?
Anne went first. Sliding her lips down my shaft, she tasted Jessica's pussy as they plummeted towards the base. Jessica went next, adding a fresh layer of spit as she took me down deep, my dick throbbing against her tongue. They did this several times, two plump sets of lips kissing my groin repeatedly as they swallowed my cock in turn. Then they started sharing it. Licking my shaft from bottom to top, they tilted their heads to the side a little and started making out with each other, with my swollen crown smack dab in the middle. It was twitching something fierce now, something that didn't go unnoticed by my travel companions.
"Hmm, I think he's gonna cum," said Anne, taking a short break from tonguing at the tip of my penis.
"I think so too," Jessica agreed, a hand clasped firmly at the base of my shaft. "Get those lips around it. I want to jerk this big cock into your mouth."
Anne did as instructed, sucking hard at the head of my cock as she took it between her lips. Jessica's grip remained tight as she started jerking, pumping her fist from the base of my shaft, right up to where Anne's full lips were pursed around the helmet. Her handjob technique was second to none and the spit spilling from between Anne's lips ensured that my cock stayed nice and wet as she jerked me off like her life depended on it.
A few slick pumps were all it took and my head fell backwards, grunting deeply as a volcanic eruption surged forth from the tip of my prick. Anne kept sucking as my dick went off, moaning a little as the first blast of spunk was fired at the roof of her mouth. A naughty grin crept across Jessica's face and she jerked me harder as she felt the thick cum pumping out of my shaft. The first rope of jism was quickly followed by another that struck Anne's tonsils with equal force and ferocity.
"Ooh, yeah!" Jessica cooed and she didn't stop jerking until every last drop had been extracted.
Anne's lips were pursed tight as they slid towards the tip, keeping as much cum in her mouth as possible as she peeled them from around my crown. A few drops spilled out regardless, but Jessica made light work of those, quickly licking them up as they leaked down onto my shaft. Lifting her head a little, Anne's lips separated as Jessica's pressed against them, spunk sploshing back and forth from one pretty mouth to the next. A bit more came out as their mouths peeled apart, trickling down their chins as they tipped their heads back, swallowing their share of the spoils.
Jessica scooped the cum from Anne's chin, popping her finger in her mouth so the brunette could suck it clean. Anne returned the favour then they wrapped it all up with one last kiss, blowing two more at the camera as Jessica reached over to turn it off.
"Wow!" said Emily. "Just...wow!" She didn't look like she'd cum yet, but she was definitely getting close. "Please tell me there's more."
"Of course there is," Jessica laughed. "We haven't even got to the cabin yet!"
The camera stayed off as the ladies and I redressed ourselves and remained like that for the rest of the journey. Anne came up front with me while Jessica stayed in the back, re-watching what we'd just recorded. The remaining drive passed by without incident, and if memory serves me right, we arrived at the cabin a little after 4PM. The 'cabin' in question was actually a pretty massive house, almost as big as mine and boasted many of the same amenities- pool, gym etc. We were all quite sweaty from the road, so after I'd fetched the luggage from the trunk of the car and stashed them in our room, we went to the bathroom for a shower. Which is where the video picked back up.
Anne was behind the camera again at the start of scene two. Pointing it at herself as she walked from the bedroom to the ensuite bathroom, her bare breasts jiggled delightfully as playfully stuck out her tongue, winking at the lens before she turned it towards the shower. Jessica and I were already in there, hands all over each other and locked in a heated embrace as high velocity water pelted us from above. The glass was foggy and a blanket of steam was enveloping the room as Anne came strolling in. The door was open, revealing us to the camera as we passionately kissed.
"Ooh, here we go!" said Emily, already growing impatient after approximately fifteen seconds of sex-less footage.
It took us a moment to even realise that Anne was there, so engrossed were we in each other's bodies. My hands were on her pert little ass, groping both cheeks while her left arm draped across my shoulders, her right hand stroking my already rock hard cock. Our lips separated and she raked her fingers through my sopping wet hair as she turned towards the camera.
"Aren't you gonna join us?" she asked, her manicured hand gently sliding up and down my shaft.
"In a minute," said Anne. "I want to watch you guys first."
"Suit yourself," said Jessica, and she turned to kiss me again, yelping into my mouth as I moved my hands to the top of her thighs and hoisted her into the air.
Anne moved around to the side of the shower, filming through the glass as Jessica wrapped both arms around my shoulders, kissing me deeply as I grabbed my dick and pointed it towards her pussy. Anne moved the camera downwards as I slid her friend down onto me, capturing the slightly fog-blurred image of my cock as it vanished into Jessica's pussy. Then she panned back up and even the condensation on the glass couldn't mask the look of ecstasy plastered across the redhead's face.
Her lips returned to mine as I turned us around, pushing her up against the steamed up glass. Her body against the glass cleared away some of the fog and the image became clearer as I started thrusting, driving my cock into her tight pink pussy. Anne moved back to the open door, getting a better angle to show just how hard I was fucking her friend. Jessica stared into my eyes as I held her up, her full lips puckered in a perfect O as I slammed up into her, delving into her deepest parts.
"Oh my God, Jess!" Emily gasped, the movement in her shoulder now back and as vigorous as ever. "Fuck, babe, he's really giving it you, huh?"
"Yes, he is," Jessica grinned. "He always fucks me just how I like. Don't you, Ty?"
"Well, I don't like to brag, but..." I said, attempting to sound nonchalant.
It was around this time that Anne grew tired of her role as director and wanted to get in on the action. Turning on her heels, the camera was suddenly pointed at the very large mirror at the opposite side of the bathroom, the image of Jessica and I now reflected in the background as the brunette marched towards it. Placing the camera on the sink, she adjusted the angle a little to make sure we'd stay in shot then hurried back over to join us.
The first thing she did was slide in beside us, putting her hands to our heads and kissing us both in turn. Keeping her director's hat on, she made sure to come in from the left so she wouldn't block the view of us fucking as she pressed her lips against mine, kissing me hard before turning to Jessica. My cock throbbed a little as I watched them makeout and Jessica groaned a little louder into Anne's pouty mouth as I grew a little thicker inside her.
"Turn around," said Anne, slapping my dripping wet butt. "I want to lick her ass."
I did as ordered, leaving a back and ass print on the glass as I pulled Jessica away from it, turning a full one-eighty. Anne dropped to her knees on the wet shower floor, and threw her face forward, shoving it in Jessica's ass.
"OH!" Jessica shrieked, and I felt her pussy tighten further as Anne's gorgeous face buried itself between her asscheeks.
I couldn't see what she was doing at the time, of course, and even the static camera angle didn't paint the full picture, but the way her head was bobbing with her tongue outstretched really did tell its own story. I thrusted harder as I felt Jessica tighten and you could see from the footage how close my balls were to slapping against Anne's chin as she tongued her girlfriend's asshole. The extra stimulation brought Jessica to the brink in a matter of minutes, and a few hard thrusts were all that was required to tip her over the edge. Her head fell back towards the ceiling as I drove to the hilt one final time, quaking in my arms as violent tremors racked every inch of her body. Her mouth came open and she got a mouthful of water as a wordless scream launched forth from the bowels of her throat.
Emily didn't comment this time but I saw her shoulder move noticeably quicker as Jessica started cumming, and she even clamped her eyes shut as the distinctive look of self-gratifying pleasure engulfed her gorgeous features.
"Enjoying yourself there, Em?" Jessica asked, that familiar grin of hers pulling at the sides of her mouth.
Emily raised a finger and shook her head. Not saying 'no', but telling her friend not to interrupt. Her eyes stayed shut as a quiet but very intense looking orgasm rushed through her entire body. By the time her eyes re-opened, she'd missed the bit where I plucked my cock from Jessica's pussy and gave it to Anne to suck on as I lowered her to her feet.
"Oh, fuck!" Emily cussed breathily. "What did I miss? Rewind it, rewind it, rewind it!"
I pulled the video back to where I thought she stopped paying attention. It was only a few seconds, but the insistence in her voice told me that she didn't want to miss a single frame of the action. I hit play as I reached for my cock, pulling it from Jessica's pussy and holding it out to her friend. Anne pounced upon it, throwing her head forward at lightning speed and taking me straight to the base.
"Ugh, Jesus!" I groaned, almost dropping Jessica as I lowered her down.
Slurping at my shaft with ravenous greed, Anne slurped up Jessica's fluids as she knelt down beside her, slicking two fingers and sliding them beneath her ass. Anne started moaning as she sucked my dick and at the time I thought it was just the enjoyment of my throbbing shaft basted in her girlfriend's fluids that had caused her to make those sounds. But the footage clearly showed Jessica's nimble digits sliding back and forth across her pussy as she worked me over.
Her lips touched the base again then slid back up to the top, prying my crown from her mouth as she handed me off to her friend. Jessica took over, still playing with Anne's wet pussy as she guided me between her lips, sinking to the hilt on the very first pass. Anne started moaning as Jessica rubbed her clit, her lips still plunging down the length of my shaft. She deepthroated my cock a few more times before prying me loose, my shaft now dripping with water and spit.
But they weren't done yet. Turning to face each other, they latched onto my shaft from either side, beautiful eyes both brown and blue gazing up at me as they slid their lips up and down my pole. Steering their mouths right up to the tip, one of them would occasionally wrap their lips around the head and suck it a few times while the other worked the shaft. It felt amazing and looked even better, and I recall thinking about grabbing the camera for a POV shot before I remembered I was in the shower. So instead I placed a hand at the back of their heads and started thrusting, sawing my dick between both sets of lips. Their tongues came out and they openly Frenched each other, tips brushing together as they lapped at the underside.
This went on for quite some time and I noticed Emily's shoulder slowly start to move again as she watched her girlfriends share my cock. Peeling her lips from around my shaft, Jessica stroked it a few times as she looked at Anne, beaming that gorgeous smile.
"I want to watch you now," she told her, then promptly leapt up from her spot on the floor.
Hurrying across the bathroom floor, her perky tits jiggled as she rushed towards the camera. Drying her hands on a nearby towel, she grabbed it excitedly, filming in the mirror briefly as Anne stood up, pressing her against mine. Jessica turned and walked back towards the shower, training the camera on Anne and myself. Anne threw her arms around my shoulders and my hands went down to her ass as we started making out.
Coming up close, Jessica held the camera right up to our faces as we kissed with heated fervour, lips sealed shut and tongues intertwined. Panning downwards, she followed Anne's hand as she ran it down my chest, then gripped my cock and jerked it with gentle strokes. Our lips came apart and Anne turned under my direction, putting her hands to the glass as I pushed her against it.
Lowering myself slowly to the floor, Jessica tracked me with the camera as I kissed down Anne's wet back, pulling her asscheeks apart as I settled on my knees. I took a quick look at her juicy wet pussy then shoved my face in her ass, guiding my tongue straight to it.
"Ohhh, wow!" Anne purred as I started licking, rolling my tongue along her sticky slit, across her taint and right up to her asshole.
I did this several times then focused on her clit, flicking my tongue across it as I smothered it with my lips. You couldn't really see what was happening in the video but the deep, impassioned moans tumbling from Anne's full lips were enough to tell the viewer that whatever I was doing, I was doing it pretty damn well. Jessica moved around to the side of the shower, filming through the glass as I licked Anne's pussy. A new layer of condensation had steamed up the walls of the shower, and Anne wiped some away so the camera could see her face. She was moaning incessantly as I tongued her clit. Eyes closed and mouth open, the pleasure coursing through her was clear for all to see.
Moisture oozed from the slit of her pussy, coating my lips and tongue as I dug in deeper, my tongue working at ferocious speed. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and gripped her tightly, feeling her legs start to quiver as I ate her out. The camera was glued to her face and Jessica kept it there as her orgasm hit. Lower lip quivering, Anne's mouth opened wider as she started to cum, her moans so loud they could be heard through the glass and over the sound of the shower. Her eyes opened slowly, and she smirked as she saw the camera pointed at her, perhaps not even knowing it was there until that very moment.
"How was that?" Jessica asked.
"Fucking incredible," said Anne, almost breathing the words out as she unleashed a contented sigh. "I thought this was supposed to be Emily's birthday present. Feels like mine right now."
Jessica laughed. "Well, your fortieth was in November, right? Think of it as a belated gift."
"Blimey!" said Emily. "You're everyone's birthday gift, huh, Tyler?"
I said nothing, just sat there with a shit-eating grin as my ego was vigorously stroked.
Anne grinned back at Jessica as I emerged from between her asscheeks, lips sticky with the fruits of my labour. Rising to my feet, I placed a hand between her shoulders and pushed her right up against the glass. The image was perfect as Jessica kept the camera trained on her friend through the wall of the shower. Turning her head to the side, one of her cheeks was pressed up against the glass, as were her hands, her arms, her torso and, most notably of all, those lovely perky tits of hers. Jessica held the camera selfie-style for a minute as her head squeezed into frame and she licked along the glass right where Anne's left nipple was. She moved to the other and 'licked' that too and then mimed shoving her head in between them, making the brunette laugh.
Pointing the camera at Anne's pretty face, Jessica captured the loud gasp she made as I grabbed my cock, steering it into her snatch. Anne looked back at me as best she could as I kept her body pressed against the glass, holding her there as I started thrusting. Her ass was stuck out behind her as she hugged the shower wall, giving me the perfect angle to drive my dick into her pussy. I started slowly, slamming into her ass with rough, hard thrusts that plunged my prick into her darkest depths.
"Uh! Uh! Uh!" Anne grunted, each thrust punctuated by the same gruff noise.
Moving my hands to her hips, her body came away from the glass as I pulled her into me, loud, wet smacks ringing out as my pelvis crashed into her ass. Jessica returned to her previous position, filming through the shower door so she could show how hard I was thrusting. The answer, it turned out, was very, very hard, and the camera's frame rate was being put through its paces as it tried to keep up with my hips.
Jessica squatted just above the bathroom floor, getting a close up of my dick as it drilled it into Anne's tight snatch. I could hear her purring as she watched the action, and it wasn't long before the camera started panning downwards, showing her playing with herself, just as she'd done in the car.
"Oh, fuuuck," she groaned from behind the lens. "Guys, I can't, I'm sorry."
At first I was confused. She couldn't what, exactly? Then all became clear as she raced across the room, plonking the camera on the sink before she rushed back over to us. Ahhh. She couldn't just film us fucking. She needed to join in too. Though why she felt the need to apologise for that remains a mystery to this day.
Squeezing herself between Anne and the wall of the shower, she dropped to her knees and poked out her tongue, putting it straight to her clit. Anne gripped me tighter as Jessica started licking, and she gripped the back of her head, brown eyes staring into blue as she held her friend in place.
"Ohh, yes!" she purred. "That's it, Jessie. Right there, girl!"
Her moans grew louder and she turned to kiss me as I kept on railing, thrusts increasing in speed and force. My lips went to hers and she moaned into my mouth as I threw myself into her, pumping with little restraint. She was close now and a few more flicks of Jessica's nimble tongue were all that were needed to light the spark inside her. Our lips separated and her neck craned upwards, screaming towards the shower head as her body was overcome by the savage quake of orgasm.
"I'm cumming! I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" she gasped, repeating the mantra in hushed and breathless tones.
I delivered a final thrust and buried myself to the balls, hot fluid flooding my shaft as her powerful orgasm reached its shuddering peak. Jessica kept licking her and didn't stop until the tremors subsided, a smug grin tickling the sides of her mouth as she peeled her lips from Anne's throbbing clit. Gripping my cock, she pried it from Anne's pink pussy, the shaft caked in sticky residue. Anne stepped aside, kneeling beside Jessica as she took me in her mouth, sinking straight down to the hilt. Sucking hard, she slurped up the fluids that Anne had left behind, moaning a little as she savoured the taste. Withdrawing to the tip in a seamless motion, she plucked my cock from between her lips, eyes twinkling up at me as she passed me to her friend.



"You ready?" she asked, her grin stretching wider as I nodded in response.
I wasn't even sure what she was asking, but if it was 'are you ready to cum?', then I definitely answered correctly. Anne took me to the balls, leaving a fresh coat of spit on the shaft as she pried me loose.
"Come on then. Give it to us," Jessica instructed, nuzzling in close to her friend and touching cheek to cheek.
Sticking out their tongues, they flicked them against each other as they both gazed up at me, silently begging me to shoot my load. They didn't have to beg very hard as those four gorgeous eyes staring into mine was enough to seal the deal. Jerking slowly, I pointed my cock at Jessica, shooting a thick rope of spunk that splattered across her face, leaving a streak from hairline to chin. Aiming to the right, I stroked a little harder and fired again, hitting Anne with an audible splat. Returning to the middle, I jerked my cock like a man possessed, peppering their outstretched tongues with whatever was left in my pipe.
I took a moment to regain my senses, then turned on my slippery heels, giving Emily a nice view of my cock flopping up and down as I hurried across the bathroom floor. Grabbing the camera, I rushed back towards the shower and pointed it through the open door, capturing a nice, detailed close up of Anne and Jessica, both their faces coated in spunk.
"Oh my God! You girls are covered!" Emily gasped, laughing a little as she took it all in.
She wasn't wrong. They were drenched in the stuff- thick white lines of semen stretching across their faces and even messing their perfect hair. Both women giggled and exchanged impish smiles, both in the sextape and live on our video call. I kept the camera on them as they turned to face each other and pressed their lips together, swapping the cum on their tongues as they shared a heated kiss. Then Jessica licked some cum from Anne's wet face and they kissed a second time, then a third after Anne returned the favour. Giddy smiles were etched across their faces as they giggled amongst themselves, and Anne gave Jessica a big, fat smooch on the cheek as they waved goodbye to the camera. I switched it off and the screen went black.
"Wow!" said Emily. "Any more?"
"Mmhmm," Jessica replied.
Indeed there was more, but we'll get to that in a minute. I left the camera off as I returned it to the sink and rejoined the two girls in the shower. We washed ourselves and each other (mainly each other), with Anne and Jessica staying in there longer to ensure they got all the cum off their faces and hair. I went back into the room, towelled myself dry and was just about to pick out some clothes when I heard some moaning through the door and over the sound of the shower. Of course, curiosity got the better of me and I pushed it back open to reveal Anne eating Jessica's pussy against the wall of the shower.
I thought about grabbing the camera then reconsidered; we'd done enough of that already. Then I considered getting back in there with them, but I was already dry. So instead I just watched for a bit, my cock quickly re-stiffening as I watched the brunette munch on the redhead's box. Jessica's eyes came open and she saw me standing there, already rockhard again in a matter of moments. She beckoned me with a finger but I shook my head, waving them over with both my hands. Jessica grinned and put her hand to the top of Anne's head, pushing her away then helping her up. They followed me hand in hand as I led them back into the bedroom and onto the king size bed. The camera stayed in the bathroom as we fucked liked bunnies for the best part of an hour, working up such a sweat that we had to return to the shower.
This time we kept to ourselves, maintaining a safe distance as we returned to the room so we didn't end up fucking again and starting the cycle anew. We all got dressed up and went to the kitchen for dinner. The ladies prepared us a meal, and we ate and talked over a bottle of wine. We popped another bottle and shared it on the couch as we flicked through the channels on the flatscreen TV. Of course we fucked again before the evening was through- twice, in fact- and the three of us were thoroughly exhausted by the time we called it a night.
I slept like a log (as I'm sure you can imagine) and if not for what I'm about to describe, I probably could have snoozed until well into the afternoon. It was a nudge on my shoulder that woke me up. At first, I wasn't sure what was happening and thought I might have been dreaming, but as I rolled onto my back and regained full consciousness, it soon became abundantly clear. Both Anne and Jessica were knelt near the foot of the bed, slotted side by side and between my open thighs. Both were wearing a devilish grin and each had a hand clasped around the trunk of my penis. Usually it takes me a few minutes to get hold of my faculties first thing in the morning, but not that time. I was wide awake.
Jessica poked out her tongue and licked the head of my cock, scooping up a big dollop of precum that had already pooled in the wide open tip. I was itching to get started, but the two of them next to each other, one either side of my cock looked so freakin' good that it could not go undocumented.
"Wait a second," I said, and I threw my right leg over both their bodies and climbed down from the bed.
"Where are you going?" asked Anne, and I made the charades movie gesture to indicate that I was fetching the camera.
I slipped into the bathroom and smoothed down my bedhead as I looked in the mirror. I had to look my best if I was going on video. I was too excited to brush my teeth but I owed it to the girls to do something about my morning breath, so I gurgled a mouthful of Listerine and spat it into the sink as I grabbed the camera. Flipping open the viewfinder, I hurried back into the bedroom and all but leapt up onto the bed, returning to my previous position. And this is where the video continued.
Laying back across the mattress with my elbows by my side, the camera was pointed forwards in the classic POV position, framing me from the midriff down. The girls were between my legs, both sets of eyes gazing into the camera lens as Jessica wrapped her lips around the tip, sliding them down my shaft. Red hair fell from behind her ears, tickling my thighs as she took me deeper. Anne helped her, scooping her hair into a ponytail then gently pushing her towards the base of my shaft. Her full lips puckered and she kissed my groin, gagging a little as my crown pushed past her tonsils.
"Ohhh, fuck!" I groaned from behind the camera, feeling myself twitch in Jessica's throat.
Anne grinned at the lens as Jessica retreated, leaving a thick mess of spit to drip towards the hilt. The crown came free from her lips and Anne took over, slurping up her friend's saliva as her lips went down my shaft. She didn't go straight for the base like Jessica did, but opted instead to bob her head in a steady rhythm, each pass taking her deeper. The method may have been different but the result was the same, and it wasn't long before a second pair of lips left a kiss at the base of my shaft. The tip touched the back of her throat and she kept me there for as long as she could, finally releasing me a spray of sticky saliva.
They grinned with pride at their accomplishments, then turned to face each other, sharing a very wet celebratory kiss. Two hands found my cock and they stroked me in unison as they kissed each other, tongues writhing beneath their cheeks. Their lips parted and they steered them towards my balls, enveloping one each as they continued to jerk me. Jessica's hand moved up to my helmet, kneading it gently as Anne took care of the shaft, pumping her fist from bottom to top.
A ball fell from Jessica's lips and Anne moved her hand away as the redhead licked along the length of my shaft, not stopping until she reached the top. Lapping at the slit, she scooped up the precum now oozing from the tip of my prick. She wrapped her lips around the crown and Anne remained on ball duty as her friend began to blow me. She went a little slower this time, allowing me to feel the warmth, moisture and suction of her mouth, every slurp and suck sending shockwaves through my body. Her lips pulled back to the tip and the girls switched roles, doing so with wordless telepathy. This wasn't their first rodeo, no doubt about that.
"Damn!" said Emily, watching in awe. "You girls really know what you're doing, huh?"
Curling her fingers around my helmet, Anne kissed along the shaft, leaving a particularly juicy smacker at the ridge of my crown. Jessica, meanwhile, was taking good care of my ballsack, dousing both gonads in spittle as she suckled each one in turn. Anne's lips enveloped my crown and I groaned behind the camera as she dipped down lower, sinking towards the base. She didn't go all the way down as Jessica's head between my thighs prevented her from doing so. But she sucked what she could with tremendous aplomb, coaxing out precum as she bathed my shaft in spittle.
Lips peeled gently from around my crown and balls, and the two of them kissed again as they gripped my cock, stroking it slowly and smoothly.
"Who's going first?" asked Anne as their lips came apart, gazing deeply into Jessica's eyes.
"Why don't you do the honours?" Jessica suggested, and they shared another quick kiss before she joined me at the top of the bed.
"Give that to me," she said, gesturing for the camera.
I handed it over without complaint, and Jessica took control of it as she pulled the pillow from under my head and threw her leg over, planting her pussy on my face. She pointed the camera downwards as I rolled out my tongue, guiding it straight to her clit. You couldn't see very much, just the very tip of my tongue poking out as I lapped at Jessica's pussy. But you could tell from the moans and groans pouring out from behind the camera that I was doing a decent job.
Jessica panned upwards, pointing the camera at Anne as the brunette straddled me. Gripping my cock at the base, her knees were planted on the mattress as she lowered herself onto it, flashing a euphoric smile as I slipped into her pussy. Jessica kept the camera on her face as she slid down the shaft, then pointed it downwards as she reached the base. Anne stayed there for a moment and Jessica panned back up, capturing the look on her face when she felt how deep I was. Her expression was hard to describe; kind of a mixture of ecstatic bliss and shocked amazement. Despite having fucked her two times already, my length was still a surprise.
The camera stayed there, recording the intense look of pleasure she gave as she started to ride me. Her eyes bulged in almost comic fashion and her mouth fell open as she pulled her pussy to the ridge of my crown then dropped back down again, taking the entire thing.
"Oh my GOD!" she shrieked, staring straight into the camera lens as she impaled herself on my long flesh pole.
Moving the camera lower, Jessica got a great shot of Anne's perky tits, jiggling up and down in spectacular fashion. Then, continuing downwards, she got right into the heart of the action as her friend rode my cock, showing just how far up she was going and just how hard she was slamming back down. Panning back up, she held the camera selfie-style as she and Anne kissed, moaning into each other's mouths as they straddled my face and cock. She was doing a great job behind the lens, especially since I'd been eating her pussy this whole time in a way most women could only dream about.
Wrapping my lips around her swollen clit, I swirled my tongue around it like a flesh tornado, spinning and spiralling this way and that. Her pussy was sodden and my mouth was coated in warm, sugary fluids as I tongued at her stiff nub of pleasure, extracting more with every lick. But still her camerawork remained as accomplished as ever. She was moaning into the mic, of course- a lot, actually- but her framing was second to none, and the camera stayed relatively steady, considering the swirls and swipes of my tongue would have made most women convulse.
But even she could only withstand it for so long, and as my tongue kept whirling around the nub of her clit, the fiery pleasure coursing through her body began to get the better of her. I felt her start to shake and the footage reflected that as she pointed the camera at my cock, desperately trying to capture Anne's pussy as it greedily swallowed it up.
"Ohhh, God! Fuuuccckkk!" she moaned from behind the camera, aiming it at her pussy almost instinctively as her body was racked by violent convulsions.
It wasn't the best angle if truth be told, and all you could really see was her little red landing strip and the tip of my tongue as I licked her through the throes of climax. A shot of her face would have been better, so we could see her look of ecstasy. But of course I wasn't complaining at the time, especially when the hot rush of sweet, tasty fluid flooded the length of my tongue. The camera shook wildly and continued to do so until her climax had reached its peak. Then all that could be heard were a series of deep, heavy breaths pouring out from behind the camera as she pointed it back at Anne, now grinning as she rode my cock.
"Bloody hell, Jess!" Emily exclaimed. "I'm surprised you didn't drown him alive!"
"She almost did," I quipped, making Anne and the birthday girl laugh.
"Pfft! You try sitting on his face then, girl," Jessica countered. "Guy eats pussy like it's going out of style!"
"Oh, God, don't tempt me!" Emily grinned and I rose my eyebrows suggestively, letting her know, in no uncertain terms, that my face was ready for her anytime she liked.
Emily understood and pointed a finger at me, her brow furrowed in a scornful glare. "And don't you tempt me either!"
"Wouldn't dream of it," I said, looking as angelic as possible.
In the meantime Jessica had to come to her senses (somewhat, at least) and climbed down from the bed, setting the camera down on a nearby dresser. It was conveniently placed and allowed her to frame the whole bed in a side on view. While she set up the shot, I pulled Anne into me, kissing her assertively as I wrapped my arms around her back, pinning her body to mine. Grabbing her ass, I squeezed both cheeks as I bucked my hips off the mattress, drilling up into her pussy.
Jessica rejoined us on the bed and knelt between my legs, her face promptly vanishing into Anne's buttcrack. You couldn't really see what she was doing, but as Anne pried her lips from mine, the words that came out of her mouth were more than enough to enlighten the viewer.
"Oh, fuck! Yes, Jessie! Lick my ass, babe!"
Her pussy tightened in response, clamping around my dick like a soft pink vice. It triggered something in me, and I thrusted harder, unleashing a flurry of strokes that sent my cock rocketing into her pussy. Our bodies slapped together, loud, firm smacks bouncing from wall to wall and booming loudly from my laptop speakers. I felt her ass start to ripple in my hands, brushing across Jessica's cheeks as she licked her butthole.
"Oh, God, yeah!" Anne purred, her eyes locked on mine. "Yeah, yeah, yeah! That's it! Right there!"
Her lips returned to mine and she moaned into my mouth as my arms went to her shoulders, pumping faster as I held her against me. My balls started flinging upwards, smacking against Jessica's chin with every thrust I took. But the redhead was unperturbed and even expanded her repertoire, licking along my shaft, across Anne's taint and right back up to her asshole. Our mouths came apart and I pushed her up a bit so I could move a little lower, wrapping my lips around a nipple.
This turned out to be the missing ingredient, and it brought her to the brink very fast. Her head flew upwards and she stared at the wall in front of her as I added the finishing touch, sparking a climax from deep inside her. Her scream was loud and wordless, or if there were any words, her voice was so garbled that I couldn't make them out. Delivering one last thrust, I stayed as far inside her as I possibly could, throbbing in her deepest innards. Anne came with a powerful gush, dousing my cock in fluid. Her pussy contracted further, gripping me so hard that I almost fired straight back at her. But I managed to ride it out, keeping her on my cock until her orgasm ceased and not a second longer.
"Ho-ly fuck!" Emily gasped, her shoulder moving in its usual way. "So. Fucking. Hot!"
I pulled Anne off me and tossed her onto the mattress, giving my dick a well-earned break. She landed on her back and I rolled on top of her, my still hard cock rubbing against her pussy as I put my mouth to hers, kissing her vigorously. Her hands moved down and she latched onto my asscheeks, digging her nails in as our lips sealed shut. Jessica grabbed the camera and perched at the edge of the bed, filming a close up as I laid on top of her friend, devouring her mouth with my own.
Leaving her lips behind, Jessica followed me as I moved down to her neck, kissing to her collarbone and across her perky chest. Taking her tits in my hands, I caressed them gently as my mouth found a nipple, tongue swirling around it. I moved to the other breast then continued downward, kissing down her midriff until I reached my final stop. Settling between her thighs, I hooked my arms underneath them as I shot out my tongue, licking her pussy from bottom to top. The pounding she'd taken had left her soaked and I gleefully lapped up every drop of fluid that coated her sticky, wet lips. I licked her slit a few more times then settled on the nub at the top, smothering it with my lips. Ringing it slowly in concentric circles, I felt it start to throb as my tongue did its thing, moisture smearing across my lips and chin.
Jessica moved to the corner of the bed and pointed the camera between Anne's thighs, filming a closeup of the master at work. I peeled my lips from Anne's clit so she could see what I was doing, making a real show of spinning my tongue around the swollen flesh. Keeping my tongue pushed outwards, I flicked it back and forth across the nub of her clit, Anne moaning louder at the change of technique. Her pussy was steaming and I could feel the heat on my chin as I tongued her clit, switching tactics as regular as clockwork.
Jessica stayed there for a while then moved back up towards the headboard. Again she grew tired of merely holding the camera and passed it onto Anne so she could join in the action. Pointing it down at her naked body, Anne framed up a great little POV shot as her friend latched onto a nipple, suckling like a babe in arms.
My eyes found the lens and I stared it down as I licked Anne's pussy, tongue swishing all around her clit. Copying my earlier movements almost to a T, Jessica moved to Anne's left breast then kissed down her toned little tummy, leaning over her thigh as she joined me in between them. Poking out her tongue, she steered it to Anne's wet pussy, doubling up on her throbbing pink clit. Our tongues flicked against each other as we licked her in tandem, Frenching one another as we dined for two on her snatch.
We kept this up for quite some time, but my cock was itching for more. Emerging from between Anne's thighs, I scooched back to the edge of the bed, looking at her friend as I patted the mattress. Jessica nodded and I hopped down from the bed as she moved into the spot that I'd just vacated. Planting her knees at the edge of the bed, her ass stuck up in the air as she shoved her head between Anne's long legs. The camera captured it perfectly as she rolled out her tongue, promptly returning it to her friend's stiff clit.
Anne did well to keep me in frame as I moved in behind, pointing my cock at Jessica's pussy. You couldn't see me enter her, of course, but you could definitely see her eyes rolling into the back of her head at the point of penetration. A hand reached down from behind the camera and grabbed the back of her head, making sure it stayed where it was as I steered myself inside her. I entered her slowly, enjoying the tightness and warmth, yet her pussy was so wet that I sank to the base on the very first pass.



I grabbed her butt cheeks and spread them apart, watching her asshole wink at me as I rolled my hips. Thrusting slow and deep, I admired the coat of moisture that smeared across my shaft as I plunged into her tight pink pussy. It was too good not to share and I leaned forward a little as I motioned for the camera, bottoming out in Jessica's snatch. Anne handed it over and I pointed it down as I thrusted harder, showing just how wet her friend's pussy was as I drove my dick into it.
"Fuck me, Jess!" Emily exclaimed. "You're fucking soaking, love!"
"I needed to be," said Jessica. "Look how big his cock is!"
"Mmm, yes, I can see that," Emily replied, and I enjoyed the glazed over look in her pretty blue eyes as she watched my fat cock drill into her girlfriend's snatch.
Jessica's ass was perfectly framed as I pounded her pussy, plump cheeks rippling with every pelvic thrust. She was loving it as always, and I could hear the muffled moans tumbling from between her lips as she ate Anne's box. Her pussy felt so good that I almost forgot she was even doing that, and I panned the camera upwards to capture the rest of the threesome. The camera shook a little as I continued to thrust, but you could clearly see Jessica's head buried between Anne's thighs, manicured fingers brushing red hair out of her face as she tongued her girlfriend's clit.
Pointing the camera back down, I watched through the viewfinder as Jessica's perfect ass almost filled the whole of the frame, still jiggling delightfully as I slammed my pelvis into it. I remember how incredible it looked and just how much those peachy asscheeks were begging for a slap. I moved my hand from her hip and it fell out of frame from a moment as I drew it backwards, bringing it back forward and spanking her hard on the ass. It was a powerful strike and elicited quite the reaction, both at the time and now as we watched the video.
"MMM!" Jessica yelped, moaning into Anne's warm pussy as my hand made contact, a big red palmprint left behind on her creamy white skin.
"Oh my God!" Emily gasped, clearly unaccustomed to such impassioned displays of lust. Methinks her sexlife may be lacking somewhat.
Jessica loved getting spanked and this time was no exception. In fact, she liked it so much that she stopped licking Anne's pussy long enough to show her appreciation. She lifted her head from between her legs, and I moved the camera up just in time, capturing her horned up expression as she turned back to face me.
"Mmm, yeah! Do that again!"
Her wish was my command, and I pointed the camera back down at her ass as I slapped it a second time, drawing a groan even louder than the first. Anne gripped the back of Jessica's head, pulling her back to her pussy as I threw myself into her, slapping her ass every five or six thrusts. Anne scooped her red hair into a makeshift ponytail and held it up as she licked her, cooing and groaning on an endless loop.
"Oh, fuck! Yes, Jessie, eat my pussy, baby! Fuck, you're gonna make me cum!"
A hand came back as I slammed into Jessica, pushing against my abs. No words were said but the meaning was clear- slow down a little so I can make her cum. It took a lot of discipline but I managed to do it, slowing my thrusts considerably so she could focus on the task at hand. It didn't take her long and I zoomed in tight on Anne's cute face as Jessica licked her into ecstasy. She came hard and Jessica told me later just how much fluid had gushed from within her at the point of climax. I kept the camera on her as she rode the waves of pleasure, watching her expression change from primal lust to absolute serenity.
"Oh, wow!" Emily gasped, almost gawking at her screen as she watched the whole thing play out. "Jess, your tongue! Fuck, I've gotta try that sometime!"
"Anytime you like, babe," Jessica grinned. "Anytime you like."
I waited patiently until Anne was finished then quickly picked up from where I left off, tearing into Jessica's pussy with a flurry of quick, hard thrusts. Anne grabbed the camera and pointed it at Jessica's face, the brunette's wetness smeared all around her mouth. She held the camera selfie-style as she leaned in and kissed her, tasting herself off that full set of lips.
"Are you gonna cum for me?" she asked, putting her fingers to Jessica's chin and tilting her up towards the camera.
Jessica nodded, staring at the lens as I gave her my all, pounding her pussy with very little self-control.
"Tell me," Anne said, moving her hand a little lower and gently clutching her neck.
"Oh, God, I'm gonna cum, Annie! I'm gonna cum on his big fucking dick!"
Gripping a handful of hair, I pulled her upwards and wrapped my arms around her, holding her against me. One hand went to her throat, holding it lightly, just like Anne had done, while the other went down to her clit, strumming ferociously as I delivered the last few thrusts. Sheathing myself to the hilt, my cock was squeezed to the point of bursting as a powerful orgasm ravaged her every inch. I succumbed to the feeling and let it all out, shooting creamy ropes of semen straight into Jessica's womb. I rubbed her clit as I unloaded inside her and she came again in a matter of seconds as I splashed her cervix with hot blasts of thick, white goo.
The camera stayed on us the entire time and it was hard to tell who'd cum the hardest, Jessica or myself. Personally, I think it was a tie. My hand moved slower on her clit as I pumped out the last of my load, then stopped entirely as she turned to kiss me. Our tongues entwined as our lips locked together, panting into each other's mouths. But the orgasms didn't end there, and Emily quickly followed up our pre-recorded climaxes with a live one of her own. Her eyes clamped shut and high-pitched moans spilled from between her lips as she frigged herself to orgasm.
Anne zoomed in on Jessica and I as we swapped saliva, then squeezed herself into frame as she kissed us both in turn, the redhead first and then myself.
"Lie down," she said, looking at Jessica as she peeled her lips from mine. "I want to lick that cum out of you."
Anne gave the camera to me as Jessica did as instructed, laying her head on a stack of pillows as she sprawled out across the bed. I knelt behind Anne, filming over her shoulder as she crawled between Jessica's thighs. Sticking out her tongue, I captured the moment perfectly as she plunged it deep into her girlfriend's box. Rummaging around inside, she kept it in there for a good few seconds, finally emerging with a puddle of spunk trickling across her tongue. Closing her lips, she swallowed the cum in a single hit, poking her tongue out as she went back for more. She licked out all that was in there, then moved a little higher, sealing her lips around Jessica's clit.
I moved up to the top of the bed, laying beside Jessica and filming from her viewpoint as her friend and fellow actress went to town on her tasty snatch. Licking two fingers, she steered them slowly into Jessica's twat, tongue whirling around her clit as she sunk them down to the knuckle. Anne looked upwards as I framed the shot, eyefucking the camera as she fingerfucked Jessica's snatch. Still riding the high of her previous orgasm, it didn't take much to get her off. A few swishes and swirls of Anne's slick tongue and another shuddering climax was logged in the camera's memory.
Anne kissed up Jessica's torso, stopping briefly at her perky breasts before she reached her final destination. I caught a breath-taking close up as Anne pressed her lips to Jessica's, sharing the remnants of spunk still lingering on her lips and tongue. They kissed for close to a minute and I got a little mesmerised (and stayed very hard) as I watched through the camera's viewfinder. Anne patted the mattress next to Jessica and told me to lie down, and I switched to POV as I assumed the position.
The girls got on their knees in front of me, each of them straddling a leg as they sucked my cock a few times, making sure no cum went to waste. Turning to face each other, they swapped whatever cum they'd extracted as they shared one final kiss. Anne licked my cock again for good measure then they each blew a kiss to the camera as the screen went black for the very last time. Though our trip wasn't over just 'cause the video had ended- not by a long shot- and we all fucked each other three more times before we took off back to LA, then once more when we got back to mine. No, wait...twice more when we got back to mine.
"So, how did you like your gift?" Jessica asked, that familiar grin stretched wider than ever.
Emily was stunned and at first a simple 'wow!' was all the response she could muster.
"That's it?" Anne asked. "'Wow'?"
"Best. Gift. Ever," Emily said sincerely, sounding like she meant every word.
"That's better," Anne grinned.
"We have another surprise for you, so stay right there, OK?" said Jessica, pointing a finger at her webcam.
"Another surprise? Wow! I'm getting spoiled today, huh?"
I think she was half-expecting me to step up behind her as she sat at her computer, and despite her claims of not wanting to cheat on her husband, I don't think she would've complained. But alas, that wasn't to be. Instead Anne and Jessica rose from their seats, the chat windows halving from four to two as they both closed out of Zoom.
"So..." Emily grinned, "then there two, huh?"
"Mmhmm," I said, climbing down off the bed but taking the laptop with me so my face remained in frame.
"So what happens now?" asked Emily, sounding like she was up for anything. After all, it's not cheating if it's over webcam.
"You'll see," I replied as I placed my laptop on the floor, giving Emily a shot of my legs as I grabbed a HDMI cable and hooked it up to my huge TV.
I fiddled with the settings on Zoom, full screening Emily's chat window while mine shrunk down into the corner. I adjusted the angle a little to perfectly frame my bed then climbed back onto it, sitting against the headboard.
"So are you going to...?" Emily began, trailing off suddenly as two gowned figures stepped into frame, keeping their backs to the camera. "Oh."
Yeah. Weren't expecting that, were you? Well, neither was Emily and she sat there slack jawed as Anne and Jessica undid the ties on their silken gowns and dropped them to the floor. While the trip and video had been Jessica's idea, I'm taking full credit for this one. I suggested it as we drove home from Big Bear and both women were fully into it. So with our call with Emily scheduled for 6pm, the girls arrived at my place two hours before to set everything up. First, they each took a shower, dried and readied themselves before slipping into their lingerie (which I'll get to soon) and covering it up with their gowns. Then I led them both to rooms in the house where I knew the sound of them talking wouldn't be heard on anyone else's feed. I returned to the master bedroom, the call got underway and Emily was none the wiser.
OK, where were we? The girls stood before me, kitted out in the finest lingerie money could buy. Item wise, their outfits were basically the same- small lacy bra and matching panties, with garter belts holding up two sets of stockings, capped off with stiletto heels. Anne's was black, which suited her dark hair and creamy white skin. Jessica's was light green which, with locks of red hair dangling over her shoulders, gave off serious Poison Ivy vibes. And if you factor in Anne's Catwoman experience, I felt like I was about to have Bruce Wayne's dream threesome.
They approached the bed and I couldn't hide my shit-eating as the pair of them climbed onto the mattress, draping an arm across my chest as they lay on either side.
"Oh my God," Emily gasped. "Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God!" she repeated quickly as leapt up from her seat. "Wait! Wait! Wait! Wait! Wait!"
But...we didn't. In spite of her insistence, we didn't wait a single second before we got down to business. Anne's hand roamed across my torso as Jessica's moved up to my cheek, turning me towards her as she kissed me on the mouth. It was a typical Jessica kiss, soft and sultry, yet with an aggressive edge to it that hinted at wildness to come. Our lips came apart and she moved to my neck, kissing it delicately as she pushed me towards her friend. In between kisses, I took a quick glance at the screen as Emily hurtled through her living room, the camera shaking violently as she sprinted up the stairs and into the master bedroom.
Next thing I knew I was making out with Anne, tongues entangled as those thick, pouty lips pressed up against my own. Breaking the kiss, I took another glance at the screen as Emily hooked her laptop up to the TV, just as I had done, then opened a draw on her dresser. She rooted around for a while then plucked something out of it. I was distracted by Anne and Jessica kissing each other before I saw what it was but, well...I had a pretty good idea.
I watched them kiss for a bit then joined in, making out with both of them, then each of them in turn. By the time we came apart, Emily had shed her dress and was tearing off her bra and panties when my t-shirt was lifted over my head, briefly blocking my view. Jessica kissed me again as she tossed my t-shirt aside, so the next time I saw Emily she was stretched across her bed, stark naked with one of those little bullet vibrators held tightly to her clit. And that was the last I saw of her for a while as I was shoved back down onto the mattress, watching closely as Anne peeled off her panites then sat on top of my face.
My tongue came out and I found her clit, licking with speed and precision. A loud buzz began to hum from my big surround speakers, interspersed with light groans, both from said speakers and from within the room itself. I could feel Jessica kissing down my chest slowly, taking her time as she moved down to my abs, sliding her fingers under the waistband of my shorts. The kissing stopped and the next thing I felt was the waistband sliding past my ass and my rockhard cock springing out into the open. I heard a louder moan from the speakers the second my dick came free, then the buzzing increased in volume as Emily turned up the juice on her bullet vibrator.
Jessica licked at the tip of my prick, then that familiar warm wet feeling washed over my body as her lips slid over my helmet, sinking down to around mid-shaft. They dragged back up to the ridge of my crown and her tongue swirled around the tip a few times before she plunged back down, going a little deeper. Blowjobs from Jessica are always amazing, but with my senses heightened due to my lack of vision, everything she did just felt that little bit better. I wasn't aware of how deep she was going until her lips puckered and she kissed my groin, the tip nudging against the back of her throat.
It felt magnificent and I moaned into Anne's tight pussy as I ate her out, tongue twirling around her clit. I couldn't see a lot at the time, of course, but noted how great this looked when I watched the video the following day (yeah, I recorded it). You couldn't see much of what I was doing, but the look on Anne's face and the way she pawed at her tits as I ate her pussy were the stuff that dreams are made of. Emily seemed to like it too and I could hear her moans growing just that little bit louder as she saw how much her friend was enjoying it.
It was around this time that Jessica moved down to my balls, and I could feel her tight fist sliding up and down my shaft as she wrapped her lips around them, suckling them both in turn. Then she licked along the shaft until she reached the summit, tonguing at the slit a few times before that plump set of lips enveloped my swollen crown. Her mouth sunk down again, just as it had before, only this time she went straight to the bottom, vanishing my cock in an instant. The move was unexpected and a louder moan was muffled by Anne's hot snatch as her friend's full lips puckered at the base of my shaft.
She did this a few more times before her mouth slid up past my crown, leaving my cock basted in her saliva. Watching the video, I enjoyed the sight of Jessica standing up tall once she'd finished blowing me. Her body looked great in that green ensemble, and I relished the image of her in full lingerie before she took off her panties and kicked them aside. Then she removed her stilettos and climbed onto the bed, planting her stocking-clad feet either side of my legs as she squatted over me.
She gripped my cock at the base, and the next thing I felt was the warmth of her pussy as she lowered herself on it, sinking down to the hilt. Again, the sensation was increased by my temporary blindness (pussy blindness, is that a thing? It is now), and it felt incredible as that God-tier pussy slid down the length of my shaft. I wasn't sure if she was actually hotter and wetter than normal or if it just seemed like that, but honestly, the feeling was indescribable. I think she knew it too as she seemed to stay like that a lot longer than usual, allowing me to bask in the heightened sensations before she started riding me.
But when she did start, she didn't hold back. All I had at the time was the feeling of her pussy sliding along my shaft, but I could tell from that alone how fast she was going. The video confirmed it, and her legs were getting quite the workout as she powered herself up and down my pole. Soon her asscheeks started slapping against my thighs, rippling with every motion. I noticed at the time how loud it was, but I wasn't until I watched the footage that I got the full extent of it. It was deafening, and only got louder as the video progressed.
Somehow, throughout all of this, I was still tonguing greedily at Anne's pink pussy, her expression as euphoric as ever as I showcased my God-given gift. Sweet, tangy fluids were setting my taste buds ablaze, and the more she leaked, the better I licked her, extracting all the cum that my tongue could accommodate.
"Holy fuck, your tongue," she whined, eyes staring down at me as I ate her out.
I could tell she was close, but she needed a little something extra to push her over the edge. I moved my hands to the small of her back, guiding her forward until her ass was stuck out behind her. There wasn't enough room for her to lean straight forward so she turned to the side a little, her face now visible to the camera as her shoulder wedged against the headboard. Then I moved my hands lower, grabbing onto Jessica's shoulders and pulling her down on top of me. Her face went straight into Anne's peachy ass, and she was more than happy to keep it there as I gripped her buttcheeks, holding her in place as I started thrusting.
I couldn't tell what she was doing at the time, but watching the video back I could clearly see her head bobbing back and forth as she tonguefucked Anne's butthole. Jessica's ass felt amazing as it rippled in my hands and I couldn't fight the urge to leave my mark upon it. Lifting a hand high into the air, I kept on thrusting as I brought it back down, a loud, sharp smack sound echoing around the room as I slapped her jiggling ass. It took her by surprise and she yelped into Anne's asshole as I raised my other hand, doing the same to the second asscheek.
I was having a lot of fun, as I'm sure you can tell, but I didn't let it distract me from the task at hand. Multitasking is a skill of mine and I didn't once stop licking Anne's pussy, no matter how hard I was fucking her friend. The extra stimulation had her leaking more profusely than ever as I spun my tongue around the nub of her clit. Her pussy was soaked, and every so often Jessica would move her tongue down to taste it before promptly returning to her designated hole, moaning all the while as I drilled up into her snatch.



Even tongue deep in her friend's backside, there was no mistaking the sound of her moans getting louder. Anne's were louder too, the volume increasing with every swirl of my tongue. Both were getting close and I was suddenly overwhelmed with glee and excitement. 'Cause you know what's better than getting a woman off? Getting two women off at the exact same time.
Jessica came first, screaming into Anne's tight asshole as I thrusted harder, dicking her through the throes of climax. Most women wouldn't have been able to think while in the midst of such a powerful orgasm, much less do anything else. But Jessica is a consummate pro, and she kept on tonguing Anne's pert little bottom like nothing was even happening. Anne came next, and I could still feel Jessica's pussy gripping me extra tight as my tongue was drowned by a warm flood of sweet, sticky fluid. Unlike Jessica, Anne was free to scream as loud as she liked. And she promptly did so, looking straight at the webcam as a garbled string of breathless, high-pitched words shot forth from between her lips.
"Oh, fuuuck! Yes! Yes, yes, yes, yes! I'm cumming! I'm cumming so fucking hard!"
I kept on doing my thing, licking and dicking until Jessica went limp and the river of fluid gushing from Anne's pink slit finally began to run dry.
"Ohhh, my God!" they both said together, each voice breathier than the last.
Anne climbed down from on top of my face and Jessica leaned down to kiss me, sharing the taste of pussy and asshole still lingering on both our tongues. Anne joined in, turning the kiss into a threeway. Anne and I made out for a bit while Jessica watched, then they made out with each other, my cock throbbing inside Jessica one last time as I watched them kiss.
Jessica dismounted and I looked at the TV as we changed positions. Emily was laid spread eagle across her marital bed, the bullet vibrator pinned tightly to the nub of her clit. It was a little hard to tell with all that was going on around me, but I'm pretty sure I heard her cum at least one time already, and she looked pretty close to repeating it as we moved to the next position.
Anne laid out across the mattress, spreading her legs as Jessica climbed on top of her, parking her pussy on her girlfriend's face. Leaning forward, she hooked her arms around the brunette's thighs as she poked out her tongue, steering it straight to her clit. An idea struck me and I hopped down from the bed, grabbing Jessica's phone that she'd left on a dresser by the door. They were already moaning by the time I returned to the bed, bodies entwined as they ate each other out.
I knelt at the Jessica end (as it shall henceforth be known) and tapped her on the shoulder. She looked up at me as I pointed the phone at her face. Even in the midst of pleasure, she was recognised by Face ID and the phone was unlocked in the blink of an eye. I swiped through her apps until I came upon Zoom and tapped it open, adding her back to the convo. I fiddled with the settings then heard an excited groan tumble from my TV speakers as I pointed the phone between Anne's legs, capturing a close up as Jessica licked her clit.
Jessica looked up as she realised what I was doing, making a kissy face to the camera as she returned to Anne's stiff clit, rolling her tongue across it in long, wet, fluid strokes. I moved to the other end and got a shot of that as well. Jessica's ass looked incredible as Anne gripped it with both her hands, digging her nails in as she ate the redhead's pussy. From what I could tell, Anne's technique was similar to mine, her tongue spiralling swiftly around the nub of Jessica's clit. She looked up at the camera as I pointed it down her, flashing a cheeky wink as she worked her magic.
Moving back to the other end, I pointed the camera downwards as I aligned my crown with the slit of Anne's pussy, pushing my cock inside. She was still sopping wet from her previous orgasm and a thick layer of sticky fluids smeared across my shaft as I started thrusting. I zoomed in a little with the camera, framing my cock nice and tight so you could see how wet her pussy was. It looked incredible and felt even better, so warm and so slick that I almost couldn't take it.
I zoomed back out to get Jessica in frame and she looked into the camera every so often as she tongued Anne's pussy. Her head was close to my abs so I couldn't thrust as hard as I might have wanted to, but I certainly wasn't complaining. It was super hot watching her lick Anne's clit and every swipe of her tongue seemed to turn the heat in her pussy up another couple degrees, making it tighter and wetter to boot.
"Ugh, shit!" I exclaimed, groaning loudly as one particularly long lick of Jessica's tongue tightened Anne's snatch to intolerable levels.
She peeled her tongue from Anne's stiff clit, looking at me with an impish grin.
"Oooh, too much for you?" she asked, slipping two fingers between her lips so she could rub Anne's clit with them.
I didn't respond verbally, but I expect that the look on my face was answer enough.
"Do you need to cool off a little?" Jessica said, licking her lips suggestively.
I nodded and retracted slowly from Anne's tight pussy, pointing my cock at Jessica's mouth. I steered myself in and she locked her lips around it, taking me straight to the base. I thrusted a little as she started sucking, enjoying the airtight suction that the orifice provided. She sucked with relish as she always did, moaning a little as Anne licked her pussy. She always loved sucking my cock, but when it was doused in a friend's sweet fluids, she liked it all the more. The feeling was out of this world, though how she thought this would cool me off I am truly none the wiser. She was all but sucking the life out of me and if I didn't actually cool off soon I was gonna shoot straight down her throat.
I gripped my cock at the base, wrenching myself from between her lips. Placing the phone on the mattress, Emily had to make do with the webcam angle as I moved down between Anne's legs and shoved my face between them. I started at her asshole as Jessica returned to her clit, licking across it several times before I pushed my tongue inside. Head bobbing back and forth, I locked eyes with Jessica as I probed her friend with my tongue, pushing it deep inside her. We made a good team and I could hear Anne moaning louder as we stimulated her two main points of pleasure.
Retrieving my tongue from her ass, I licked across her taint and along her pussy lips, gathering moisture as I moved to her clit. Jessica was already there, of course, and we kissed with open mouths as our tongues both flicked across Anne's stiff nub, making it throb like crazy. I pushed two fingers into Anne's tight pussy and hooked them up to her g-spot as Jessica and myself shared an extended kiss. A few minutes of this and I was ready to plow again. Fuck that, I was desperate to plow again, and I made out with Jessica as I moved into position, pushing her back until she was sitting upright on Anne's pretty face. As hot as it was watching her lick Anne's pussy, this time I wanted to fuck without any obstructions.
I grabbed the phone as I pushed my cock up against Anne's wet slit, re-entering her with the slightest push. This time I went right to the base and continued to do so with every thrust, now that nothing was blocking my way. Her pussy wasn't quite as tight now that her clit wasn't being licked and I was able to thrust much faster than I had done previously. I pointed the camera downard, showing how hard I was going as I slammed into Anne's wet pussy, occasionally panning upwards to Jessica as she sat on the brunette's face. It was a hell of a sight and it was clear from Jessica's expression that Anne knew how to eat pussy. She might not have been using all her best moves (which was understandable, since I was deep into the process of pounding her into a coma), but it was more than enough to leave a heavenly look of euphoric bliss etched across the redhead's face.
One hand went to her tits, pawing them gently while the other grabbed my head, pulling me in for a kiss as I drilled into Anne's hot pussy. I switched the phone to selfie mode and held it upwards, pointing it at us as we tongued each other. Both of us were moaning heavily, me from the warmth of moisture of Anne's tight snatch and her from the skill and agility of the brunette's nimble tongue. Our mouths came apart and Jessica took her phone from me, tapping out of selfie mode as she pointed it downwards, getting a little shot of Anne as she ate her pussy. You couldn't see all that much, just her chin moving as she tongued the redhead's clit. But of course it was hot as hell, particularly the sticky drops of moisture that trickled across her chin.
Now my hands were free and I took full advantage of that, grabbing the strings of Anne's garter belt and using it for leverage as I pulled myself into her pussy. Jessica panned upwards, training her phone on my cock and capturing the speed and force of every thrust I took. I wasn't holding back, pulling at the strings of Anne's black lingerie and showing little concern for the probably very expensive price tag as I drove into perfect pussy.
Then Jessica moved higher, pointing her phone at my face. I winced a little when I watched this back; my face shining and my hair wet with perspiration. Not my best look, but it was a clear sign of the work I'd put in. As was the moisture coating my shaft, shown in its entirety as Jessica returned the camera to its previous position. Anne had been creaming since the very first thrust and had only gotten wetter with the increase in tempo. Her moans grew louder, and Jessica and I shared a knowing look as the volume rose, both aware of what was coming next. Jessica reached down and started strumming Anne's clit, fingers a blur as she frigged her off. To say it was the finishing touch would be putting it lightly. Not only did it finish Anne off but it nearly finished me off too, her pussy squeezing so tight that I almost erupted inside her.
Jessica pointed her phone down as she heard Anne cum. You couldn't see her face, which was a shame, but the loud screams only slightly muffled by the ass on her face told you all you needed to know. I kept on thrusting for the entire duration, only stopping when the screams began to wane, fading seamlessly into a series of contented groans. I took the phone from Jessica then gripped the back of her head, pulling her in for a kiss. The kiss was hot and aggressive and I moaned into her mouth a little as Anne's pussy gripped me with a final full-body shudder.
Lightly tugging at those red locks of hair, I pulled Jessica's face from mine and pushed her downwards, both hands at the back of her head. I slid my cock from Anne's tight pussy and moved it upwards, guiding it to Jesscia's mouth without the use of my hands. I sunk in deep and she wrapped her lips around it, sucking hard right out of the gate. I held her in place as I started thrusting, plunging into her mouth with slow, deep pumps that took me right to the back of her throat. She gazed into the camera, gleefully slurping up Anne's sweet fluids as I fucked her mouth, sinking to the hilt with every thrust.
My cock was soaked with saliva by the time I was done, and I took it in my hand as I moved to the other end, pointing the tip at Jessica's pussy. I looked at the TV as I switched positions, catching Emily right at the point of climax. One hand groping a tit, her face was screwed in a fit of ecstasy, breaths short and laboured as the bullet vibrator buzzed against her clit. I watched for a moment as I rubbed my tip against Jessica's slit, moans pouring from my speakers as a very powerful orgasm raced through Emily's body. She switched off the vibrator and set it down, running her hands over the body as she basked in the afterglow. Starting at her tits, she moved them down her tummy and between her thighs, teasing her clit with a pair of fingers. The vibrator may have gone off but she wasn't done yet, not by a long shot.
I returned to my duties, easing into Jessica with the slightest exertion. Both my cock and her pussy were so wet that I barely had to push and I sheathed myself to the balls without any resistance at all. My free hand latched onto her hip as I pointed the camera downwards, steadily rolling my hips. I watched through the phone screen as I thrusted slowly, fucking her wet pussy with smooth, unhurried strokes. I could've gone faster, of course, but frankly I was in awe, both at the sight of my cock sinking straight down to the base, and with the lack of effort that was needed to do so. What's more, it felt incredible, and I gave serious thought to maintaining this speed throughout the entire duration. But impatience got the better of me and it wasn't long before I'd kicked into second gear.
I thrusted harder, slamming into her pussy with quick, hard snaps of my hips. Her head came up from between Anne's thighs, tilting backwards as a shrieking cry of passion flew forth from between her lips.
"Ohhhh, YES! Fuck me! Gimme that dick!"
Shiny locks of bright red hair fanned out dramatically as her head went up towards the ceiling, practically begging me to pull it as it spilled down her sculpted back. So that's exactly what I did. Gathering strands in the palm of my hand, I wrapped it around my knuckles as I gave a sharp tug, pulling her head back further. From here on out, I didn't hold back, pulling her hair like reins as I bore into the depths of her snatch. Anne peeled her tongue from Jessica's clit and I could feel her lapping at my ballsack as I drilled my dick into her friend's tight pussy.
Pulling harder at Jessica's hair, I lifted her up from the mattress as I thrusted harder, holding her body against mine. Anne crawled out from underneath her and took the phone from me, pointing it at us as she knelt in front. She panned slowly down Jessica's body, starting at her head which was turned towards me, gently gripping her throat as our lips locked together. She moved down to her tits, framing them nicely as I grabbed onto one, groping it with my hand. Then she moved down to her pussy, getting a shot from beneath as I rammed my cock into it.
My hand migrated downwards and I started rubbing her clit, her pussy contracting in response. Anne kept the camera there for a minute or two, watching through the phone screen as I fucked her friend, frigging her clit with my fingers. Then she moved back up, switching to selfie mode as she kissed first Jessica, then myself, then both of us together. Our lips came apart and I brushed red hair from Jessica's left shoulder, listening to her moan as I nuzzled into her neck, still strumming her pussy as I pounded her hard. The sounds of our bodies clattering together echoed around the room, much to Emily's enjoyment, and I could hear her moans getting louder with each bodily collision.
Anne moved down to Jessica's tits, keeping the camera on herself as she licked back and forth from one perky breast to the next, deftly sucking on each of her nipples. Then she kissed down Jessica's tummy, stopping just shy of her pussy. I moved my hand from her clit and up to her titties, fondling them tenderly as I let her friend take over. Anne poked out her tongue, still filming selfie-style as she put it to Jessica's snatch, lapping at the nub of her clit. Jessica's pussy tightened once more, gripping my cock as I thrusted into her.
I put my hand to her cheek and turned her towards me, kissing her again as I upped the ante, slamming into her pussy as hard as I possibly could. Anne's tongue was working wonders and it brought her to the edge very quickly. Jessica gripped a handful of hair and pulled my head back, prying my lips from her own. She kept her head turned as she stared into my eyes, barely even blinking as I drove my dick into her pussy, giving her all I had.
"Yes, yes, yes!" she squealed, her face mere inches from mine. "Keep going! I'm gonna cum on your fucking cock!"
I kept on pounding at the same force and speed, not letting up for a second until she delivered on her promise. I put my lips back to hers and the camera was shoved in our faces as I kissed her deeply, blocking the screams as the full force of her climax hit her like a ton of bricks. Hot fluid streamed forth from the depths of her pussy and I buried myself inside her as I felt her cum, allowing her sweet juices to coat my every inch. We kissed each other slowly as I remained inside her, tangled in each other's arms. Anne joined us then stared into my eyes as our lips came apart, pushing against my chest.
"Lay down," she said, handing the phone to me as I fell back onto the bed. "I wanna ride that cock."
Tucking a pillow underneath my head, I trained the camera on her as she mounted my frame, backing that ass up towards me. Gripping my cock at the base, I pointed it at her pussy as she squatted above, dropping down onto the tip. I couldn't help but groan as she lowered herself down, her tight, wet pussy sliding down my shaft. She sank to the base then stayed there a minute, letting me feel how warm she was. Then she started riding me, squatting up and down in the reverse cowgirl position.
Jessica moved in front of her and I could hear them kissing as the gorgeous brunette bounced up and down on my cock. Hands reached around behind her back, unhooking her bra with consummate ease. Sliding it down her arms, Jessica tossed it towards the computer, a strap hooking around the corner of the screen. At the time I was far too engrossed to notice, but when I watched the video back, the image was partially obscured by a blurry black loop in the top right corner. Not that Emily was complaining, of course. Moaning, sure. But not complaining.
Bra now removed, Anne's lovely tits started bouncing as she rode my cock. I couldn't see it at the time, of course, but I enjoyed the sight of those perky funbags flopping up and down as I watched it the following day. Jessica clearly liked it too, as she latched onto those perfect tits at the first chance she got, sucking on them as best she could as bounced all around her chest.
I kept the camera trained on Anne's backside, watching her asscheeks ripple as they crashed against my abs. Jessica noticed as she peered around to look at me, taking those orbs in the palms of her hands.
"Yeah, you like that, baby?" she asked, giving that ass a commanding slap. "You like this juicy ass bouncing up and down on your dick?"
I didn't bother responding; the answer seemed obvious to me. So instead I showed how much I liked it by tossing the phone aside and grabbing onto Anne's wide hips, pulling her down onto my cock. Emily groaned as I deprived her of the closer angle, but need not she fear. Jessica grabbed her phone almost as soon as I set it down, pointing the camera at Anne's thick ass as I slammed it down into my abs.
She'd been riding me pretty hard already but that move really kicked things up a notch, that ass now beating on me with greater speed and ferocity. Anne moaned louder, sweaty dark hair whipping across her shoulder as she turned back to look at me, lust etched across her face. That look should have come with a trigger warning, for it sparked something within me in a matter of seconds. I reached out without even thinking, grabbing her hips instinctively and holding her in place as I bounced my hips off the king size bed, driving into her pussy with immediate vigour.
"Ooh, yeah! That's it, baby!" Jessica shrieked excitedly. "Fuck that pussy! Give her that fucking dick!"
She pushed Anne forward so her ass was stuck out behind her, then slapped one of her cheeks again, flipping her phone to selfie mode. Leaning in from the side, Jessica rolled out that lovely, long tongue of hers and guided it to her friend's tight sphincter. Moans increased in volume and I felt Anne's pussy tighten yet again as Jessica's tongue flicked back and forth across her asshole. Thrusting harder, my hands slid down to Anne's round ass, feeling it ripple as I smacked it with my pelvis. My cock was throbbing incessantly and each thrust I took pulled me closer to the point of climax. Jessica noticed and pried her tongue from her girlfriend's ass, looking at me with a smirk on her face.



"Yeah? You gonna cum, baby?" she asked, each passing syllable more sultry than the last. "You gonna nut in this tight little pussy?"
I simply nodded as I kept on thrusting, driving to the base one final time as my cock twitched and spasmed, blood pumping through it at a mile a minute. Jessica moved behind me and filmed from over my shoulder as I gave in to the growing sensation, pulling Anne into me as my cock exploded.
"UHHH! FUUUCCCKKK!!!" I roared into the phone mic as a tidal wave of piping hot semen burst forth from the tip of my prick.
"Oooh, my Goooddd!!!" Anne yelled back, shrieking loudly as thick ropes of cum splashed her inner walls, pumping straight into her womb.
She came too, just seconds after I did, drenching my shaft with a hot gush of fluid that coaxed another spurt of cum from my now very tender schlong. I kept her against me until I was sure we'd both finished then released my grip on her hips, allowing her pussy to slide up the length of my shaft. The crown popped free from between her lips, a thick mess of spunk pouring out after it and spilling down onto my cock.
"Wow!" Jessica grinned, putting her hands to my cheeks as she leaned down and kissed me. "You needed that, huh?"
I nodded back at her, unable to do much else as I recovered from the force of my climax. Anne turned and knelt in between my legs, sinking her mouth down onto my dick and slurping up a mixture of her cum and mine. Jessica gave me her phone then went to join her friend. I had just enough energy left to hold up the camera as the girls took turns on my cock, cleaning my shaft of the various fluids. Then Jessica circled around behind Anne and took one last look at the camera before she shoved her face in the brunette's ass.
I could barely move by this stage but one woman's face buried in another woman's ass felt like something I should document. I willed myself up off the mattress and pointed the camera past Anne as she kept her mouth on my cock, sucking a little harder than my nerves could cope with. Big bright blue eyes stared into the camera as Jessica pushed her tongue into Anne's sweet pussy, extracting any cum that had stayed inside. Anne peeled her lips from around my cock and the two of them faced each other, mashing their mouths together as they shared the last of my load.
"Mmm, yummy!" said Anne, grinning from ear to ear.
Licking her lips clean, she and Jessica shared one final kiss before they turned to the TV. Anne laid on her side with her head propped up on her arm as Jessica moved in behind her, wrapping an arm around her body. I knelt behind Jessica, kissing her shoulders and neck as we all looked up at the screen, watching as Emily lost herself in a haze of self-passion. Legs spread wide, one hand pawed at her perky right breast while the other held the bullet vibrator tightly to the nub of her clit.
"You gonna cum for us, Em?" Jessica asked, trailing a hand across Anne's flat tummy.
Emily nodded slowly, looking back at us through her webcam as she frigged herself off.
"Yeah, come on, Emily," Anne encouraged. "Let's see that pretty O face."
Emily moaned, letting her head fall back into the pillows as her body squirmed against the mattress. Her mouth hung open, eyelids fluttering as the pleasure took her, gently writhing in place as her moans increased in volume. The three of us watched, enjoying the sights and sounds as a vigorous orgasm rushed through her body, engulfing her every inch. One final shudder and her body went limp. Panting several times, she plucked the vibrator from her throbbing pink clit, fingers shaking as she switched it off. We gave her a moment to recover then grinned at her as she regained her focus, blushing a little as she smiled back.
"So..." said Jessica, "good birthday?"
"Oh my God, incredible," said Emily, still panting a little as she stretched out across her bed, a contented sigh sailing from between her lips. "Thank you, guys. For everything."
"You're very welcome," Jessica replied. "And if you ever want to watch it in person, you're more than welcome here. Isn't that right, Tyler?"
"Absolutely," I confirmed, planting a kiss on her shoulder.
"I'll keep that in mind," said Emily as a weary, but still very gorgeous, smile spread across her face. "Right, I better go shower before John gets home. Bye, guys. Mwah!"
She hopped down from the bed, blowing a big kiss at her webcam as she crossed the room. She picked up her laptop from the bedroom floor and, with a tap of her keyboard, vanished off my screen.
Anne turned over and cuddled up next to Jessica. "Well...that was eventful, huh?"
"Yep," I agreed. "Any more of your friends into voyeurism?"
"Not that I know of," Jessica replied. "But I'm sure they would be if we showed them that."
Anne giggled in agreement, leaving a kiss on the redhead's cheek. "Shower?"
"Mmhmm," Jessica agreed.
The girls climbed down from the bed and I watched their bare asses swing back and forth as they headed for the en suite bathroom. Jessica stopped, suddenly spotting the camera that I stashed on top of my dresser. Clutching it in her hand, she flipped open the viewfinder, looking at me with a grin.
"Sequel?"
Man, birthdays are the best.
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It's hard not to love Jessica Chastain. I try to treat each guest as her own woman and not compare her to others, but if I did have some kind of ranking system for my female visitors then she'd be at the top of it. Stunningly gorgeous with a body to die for? Check. World famous actress with awards up the wazoo? Check. Fantastic in bed with a pussy that tastes like heaven and feels even better? Check. Add a touch of winning personality, Mensa-like intelligence and world class culinary skills and you have the recipe for the perfect woman.
Then, just when you think she can't get any better, she organises a trip to Big Bear Lake with Anne Hathaway, where we shoot a tape so XXX-rated it would make Paris Hilton blush. Then she brings her around to my place a week or so later where we fuck like bunnies in front of Emily Blunt. Then as she's leaving she tells me she's given my number to a friend of hers who'll be calling me in a couple of weeks when she returns from her press tour. I didn't get a chance to ask who it was, but given that her taste in women (i.e Anne) is almost as good as her taste in men (i.e me), I had a feeling I wouldn't be disappointed.
And well, I wasn't. I tried to wait until this woman called me so her identity would be a surprise, but curiosity got the better of me and after a week of impatient waiting I texted Jessica and asked who it was. At first she wouldn't tell me but my persistence wore off and after hounding her incessantly for days on end she revealed her friend to be Bryce Dalls Howard.
Me: Damn. Didn't know you knew her. Are you part of some Hot Redheads Club or something?
Jessica: [laugh emoji] Kinda. It's called The Cast of The Help [wink emoji]. Emma Stone is in that too.
Me: Fuck. Why haven't I seen this movie?!
Jessica: I don't know [gasp emoji]. I thought you'd seen all my movies.
Me: Well I definitely saw the last one you were in. I think it's your best work [smirk emoji]
Jessica: [laugh emoji] Is that a fact?
Me: Yep. I should know, I've watched it enough times.
Jessica: Me too. In fact, I'm watching it right now [wink emoji]
Me: Really? [raised eyebrow emoji]
Jessica: Yep.
This message came accompanied by a short video clip. I pressed play, and sure enough, our movie was playing on her huge TV. She was about halfway through the first scene and as I enjoyed the sights and sounds of me fucking her on the backseat of my car, a different kind of noise- a low, buzzing hum- began to mingle with the sounds of the movie.
Me: What's that noise I can hear? [thinking emoji]
Jessica: This?
A clip was attached to this message too. Filmed from her POV, it showed her naked from the waist down (probably the waist up too, but the bottom half was all I could see) with a bullet vibrator held to the nub of her clit.
Me: Masturbating to yourself? Bit narcissistic, wouldn't you say? [wink emoji]
Jessica: I can stop if you like?
Which I took to mean 'I can stop sending you clips', rather than 'I can stop masturbating'.
Me: No, no. Please, continue.
And continue, she did. She sent me a few more clips then went one better, calling me on Zoom so I could watch the whole thing. Obviously watching her jerk off made me want to jerk off too, and seeing a fullscreen shot of my rockhard cock made her want to jerk off again, this time with her fingers (two inside her and two on her clit). And seeing her...well, you get the idea. Suffice it to say, I lost almost an entire day doing that, but I definitely wasn't complaining.
Anyway, enough about Miss Chastain. Onto Miss Howard. I got a call the following Friday as I was seeing a guest to the door. I answered the phone like I had every time that week: hoping it would be her. And this time, it was.
"Pleasure to meet you, Miss Howard," I said. "I've heard a lot about you."
Usually, when addressing a guest as 'Miss', she'd insist on dropping the formalities, and I found it interesting to note that Bryce (or Miss Howard, as I guess she still was) did no such thing.
"Likewise," was all she said.
"So you're interested in booking a stay?" I asked, choosing to just avoid her name altogether.
"Uh huh."
I've gotta say, I've had more talkative guests.
We landed on a date and I asked her if she had any special requests.
"I like to be in control."
That wasn't something I heard a lot, but given her icy demeanour it didn't come as a huge surprise.
"I see. So what exactly do..." I started, and was quickly cut off by...
"Uh uh uh." I could almost hear her shaking her head through the phone line. "Your safeword is 'grape'. That's all you need to know."
And with that, the phone went dead. Well...this could be eventful.
*
Bryce arrived a little after 2pm on a Friday afternoon. The doorbell rang and I had a quick look in the mirror before going to answer it. I was dressed casually, as I often was for my guest's arrival- shorts and t-shirt. It was no frills, of course, but I'd never had any complaints.
I opened the door and there stood Bryce, looking every bit as stony as she'd sounded on the phone.
"Hi, Miss Howard," I said, attempting to break the thick layer of ice. "Welcome to my home. It's great to finally meet you in person."
I offered her a hand but Bryce ignored it, practically pushing straight past me as she strode through the doorway.
"What do you call this?" she said, looking me up and down. "Do you always greet your guests dressed like that?"
I was taken aback. Even with her demeanour as frosty as it was, I certainly hadn't expected her to critique my dress sense.
"Umm...yeah, usually," I answered honestly.
"Pfft!" Bryce scoffed. "What sort of place are you running here? Go and fetch my bags."
"Err...yes, ma'am."
Well, this was different. Whether this is how Bryce always was offscreen or if this steely bearing had been cultivated just for me, I wasn't entirely sure. But either way it was about as far from her bubbly public persona as was possible to be. Though, ice queen though she may have been, one particular part of her was as bubbly as ever. As I went out to the driveway to fetch her things, I of course did what any red-blooded male would do and I took a peek at that famous ass. Even in the loose fitting sweats she was wearing (yeah, she wasn't exactly dressed to the nines herself), that booty looked out of this world. Even bigger, thicker and rounder than it does online.
I hauled her suitcase from the trunk of her car and Bryce stood there watching me as I brought it inside, looking as stern and impatient as ever.
"Your bag, Miss Howard," I said as I wheeled it through the doorway.
"Thank you," she said, much to my surprise. Wasn't the warmest thanks I'd ever received, but it was a start. "Well, you gonna stand there or are you gonna give me the tour?"
"Err...yeah. This way, please."
I led her through the house, showing her each room in turn. Most women gush at the sight of the place as I show them around, but it won't shock you to learn Bryce stayed largely quiet, mumbling the occasional 'mmmhm', and just generally seeming unimpressed as I took her from room to room. The tour ended at the massage room. Or at least, that was the last room I showed her. There was actually a lot more to come, but Bryce had seen enough.
"This seems like a good place to start," she said as she entered the room. "I need a massage."
"You...do?"
"Yep. I've had a busy couple weeks. Jessica says you're good at this so I hope she's right."
So do I, I thought to myself.
"Towel," she said, holding her hand out as I plucked one from the shelf.
Bryce looked at me for a second then signalled for me to turn. I did as instructed and had to force myself not to peek as I heard her undressing.
"OK, I'm ready for you."
By the time I turned back around, Bryce was on the massage table. Entirely nude with her hair in a bun, she laid out on her front with her head in the face hole, the towel draped across that big, round ass. I fetched a bottle of oil from the dresser and poured some onto my hands, rubbing it in as I approached the table. I started at her feet, watching her toes curl as I massaged each one, smoothing oil across both her soles.
"How's that?" I asked. She didn't answer. "Pressure OK?"
"Mmmhm."
I moved past her heels and up to her ankles, enjoying the feeling of her two very thick calves as I caressed each one in turn.
"So, Jessica told me you were on a press tour," I said, just making conversation. "Was that for a new project or...?"
"I don't like to talk during massages," she said back. Well, there's a surprise. "If I want to speak then I'll engage you, OK?"
"Sure," I said, half-heartedly. I'll be honest, the ice queen schtick was getting a little old.
I finished her calves off then moved up to her shoulders, running my hands down her back and arms.
"Can I remove your towel?" I asked.
"Well, how else are you gonna do my ass?"
I rolled my eyes and whipped the towel away, baring that huge ass. It pained me to admit it, but...wow! She wasn't my favourite guest thus far, but holy fuck, that thing was amazing. I think everyone knows that Bryce has a huge ass, but believe me when I tell you, it is so much bigger in person; so thick and shapely that it almost defies belief. I returned to the dresser, pouring out a fresh dose of oil. I filled both palms but I still wasn't sure it would be enough. I think an ass like that would need an entire bottle.
I rubbed the oil in and returned to the table, slapping my hands down on that big, fat ass. Now, I know what you're thinking and, no, I couldn't get an entire cheek in my hand. Frankly, I wasn't even close. It felt fucking good though; not the most toned ass I'd ever grabbed hold of, but undoubtedly the thickest. Honestly, I could've played with that thing all day, and as far as I was concerned, with an ass like this, she could be as rude as she liked. I slathered every inch of it in oil (which took me a while, I'm not gonna lie), then did it again for good measure, only stopping when Bryce told me to.
"OK, I think you've done that now," she said, and I could be wrong but I think I saw a little grin form on her face as I peeled my hands from her buttcheeks. She liked how much I liked it.
Bryce turned over and I got my first look at her tits and pussy, topped by a thin red landing strip. I started at her shoulders this time and worked my way down, quickly getting my hands on those lovely perky breasts. Obviously they fly under the radar a little with what she's got in the back, but make no mistake, Bryce Dallas Howard has very, very nice tits. Again, I spent a little longer on those than I probably needed to. Not as long as I did on her ass, but that was partly necessity, believe it or not.
Then I moved down to her tummy, letting my hands glide over her milky white skin until I reached those shapely hips. I ran my hands over them several times, noting how wide they were, then moved to the end of the table, starting at her feet again and moving up her legs. Her thighs were parted slightly and I got a glimpse of her pussy as I moved up past her knees, already shiny and wet with arousal. It looked good enough to eat and all I could think about was wrapping my lips around it. Who knows, maybe she'd lighten up a little if I made her cum.
"Did Jessica tell you about any other services I provide?" I asked, running my hands over the tops of her thighs.
"She did," Bryce replied, the slightest moan fluttering from her lips as she spoke.
"Would you like to partake?"
"Well, what did you think I came out here for? The scenery?"
I climbed onto the table without response, planting my knees at the edge. Pushing her legs apart, I wrapped my arms around her thighs as I moved in between them, rolling out my famous tongue. Guiding it to her clit, a sharp breath sailed from between her lips as my tongue dragged across it, stimulating her every nerve. A hand came down and grabbed my hair, about as roughly as I'd expected, holding me in place as I moved down lower, licking along her slit. Her lips were moist and I enjoyed the sweet taste as I went up higher, rolling my tongue across the nub of her clit. I did that several times, licking her pussy from top to bottom before settling on her clit, ringing it in concentric circles.
Her moans grew louder and I looked up from between her thighs, watching those stony features finally begin to soften as I licked her into ecstasy. One hand pawing at those perky tits, the other clawed tighter at my thick locks of hair, nearly pulling them straight from my head. I could feel the warmth pouring from between her lips, her clit now throbbing as my tongue spun around it. She was obviously very pent up (her demeanour alone had told me that) and it didn't take a lot to pull her to the brink of climax.
The moans continued, increasing in pitch and volume with every swirl of my tongue. Her legs began to tremble, her tummy tightening as I licked her towards the inevitable. Her hand gripped tightly to the back of my head, ensuring it stayed where it was and that I didn't stop licking until I made her cum. Honestly, she really didn't need to; I wouldn't have stopped if I'd been struck by lightning. I swirled my tongue just three more times, prompting a high-pitched squeal and the familiar gush of fluid from deep inside her pussy. I kept on licking as I felt her cum, lapping every drop of fluid that came my way, and my tongue didn't rest until her legs stopped shaking, a deep, contented sigh escaping her full set of lips.
Her grip loosened and I fought my way out from between her thighs, moisture dribbling down my lips and chin. Bryce said nothing and simply pulled her thick body from the table, turning back onto her front.
"Now do the back," she said.
At first I didn't know what she meant. I'd already done her back, not to mention her shoulders, arms and the backs of her legs. Then it hit me. There was one part of her body I was yet to explore. Gripping her ass cheeks with both my hands, my fingers dug in deep as I pulled them apart, baring her cute little asshole. I took a quick glimpse then shoved my face in there, pushing those cheeks up around my head. Fuck, it felt amazing. I've buried my face in some asses before, but hers was so big that my head almost vanished entirely.
My hands kept moving, jiggling those plump asscheeks as I pushed my tongue out, starting at her pussy and working my way up. Her clit was still pulsing and I flicked my tongue across several times before moving to her slit. The lips of her pussy were drenched in fluid, and I wasn't sure if it was the remnants of her previous orgasm or if a new coat had already formed. It made no difference to me and however long that juice had been there, it was on my tongue in a matter of seconds. I kept going upwards until I reached her taint, licking along it slowly until I reached my final stop. Her asshole winked as my tongue rolled across it and I felt her body shiver in response as I soaked it in saliva.
Repeating my earlier trick, I licked from her pussy to her asshole numerous times, then focused on the latter, swirling my tongue around it, just as I'd done to her clit. A hand came back and gripped my head once more, pulling me into her ass. Again, there was no need to do so, for I was already buried to the ears, but it made her feel like she was in control. And frankly, as long as my face stayed in that ass, she could do what the fuck she liked.
"Get your tongue in there," she instructed. "Right inside. Don't worry, I'm fully prepped."
Her grip loosened slightly and I pulled my head from her buttcrack, quickly refilling my lungs as I gripped her asscheeks harder, prying them further apart. Her asshole split open a little and I poked my tongue out, steering it into the welcoming slot. Bryce moaned loudly as I bobbed my head, kissing her ring repeatedly as I pushed my tongue into the depths of her ass. I heard a rubbing sound from under her ass, and though I couldn't see past those two huge cheeks, it was pretty clear that she was rubbing her clit. Her asshole contracted as she did so, tightening around my tongue so securely that I wondered if I'd get it back out again.
"Mmm! Yes, yes, yes!" Bryce purred, her voice breathy and slightly muffled by the hole her face was in. "Eat that ass! Eat that ass! Oh, fuck, I'm gonna cum again!"
Her body shook violently and she mewled down towards the floor beneath her as a second quickfire orgasm raced through her curvy frame. She gave a deep sigh and her asshole relaxed as she collapsed onto the table, allowing me to retrieve my tongue. She puffed out a few deep breaths then pulled her head from the hole in the table, peering at me from over her shoulder.
"Come here," she said, beckoning me with her finger.
I walked around to the head of the table and she propped herself up on her elbows as I stepped in front of her.
"Take off your clothes."
I nodded and began undressing. I kicked off my sneakers then pulled my t-shirt up over my head, baring my sculpted torso. Bryce remained expressionless, but I could tell from her eyes as she scanned me up and down that she definitely liked what she saw. I untied the drawstring on my shorts and dropped them to the floor, unveiling the bulge in my undies. Bryce did her best to maintain her straight face, but she couldn't help but bite her lower lip as I pulled off my boxers, my already rock hard cock flopping up and down before her.
"Hmm, not bad," she said, doing a good job of sounding unimpressed. "Let's see what you can do with it."
She grabbed the edge of the table and pulled herself up until her head hung over the edge.
"Bring it here," she said, then opened her mouth, her tongue wagging up and down as I guided my cock towards it.
I slotted my crown into her open mouth and she wrapped her lips around it, sucking at the first few inches. The suction was strong and I could feel drops of precum already leaking from my tip as she began to work me over. She couldn't bob her head too much in the position she was in so it was up to me to do most of the work. She looked into my eyes with an impatient glare, beckoning me forward with a wave of her hand. There were no words, of course, but the meaning was clear- hurry up and give me this dick. So that's what I did.
Placing a hand at the back of her head, I held her in place as I thrusted slowly, pushing my cock in deeper. Bryce glared at me again and I went a little harder, pumping my hips until the tip touched the back of her throat. I'm usually a little weary of thrusting too hard when I'm with a first-timer, but Bryce was able to take it, still urging me deeper, even as my balls began to hit her chin.
Soon my cock was pushing down into her gullet, making her gag a little and I watched closely for hand signals, blinks of her eyes; some kind of sign that told me to stop. But nothing came, and so I went deeper, thrusting harder still until that plump set of lips were wrapped around the base of my shaft. I held her there a few seconds then slowly withdrew, spit dripping from the shaft as I pried my dick from her throat. My cock was basted by the time I retrieved it, soaked in saliva from bellend to base.
"Mmm," Bryce purred, gasping a little as she sucked in air. "You've got a nice cock," she declared, a hint of smile finally playing across those big, full lips. "Lube me up. I want it in my ass."
Damn. A few of my guests like to take it in the ass but that was usually after a lot of preparation and a lot of vaginal sex to warm themselves up. Putting in there straight away was utterly unheard of. In fact, I don't think I've ever fucked a woman in the ass without trying her pussy first. I almost asked if she was sure, but opted against it. I had a pretty good idea of what she'd say. If you're not man enough to fuck me in the ass I'll go find someone who is. Something along those lines. So I decided just to go with it. I went and fetched the lube, as per her request. Not lube per se, but massage oil that, as I knew from previous experience, doubled as lube very effectively.



Bryce moved to the foot of the table, parting her legs as wide as she could as she knelt at the edge, thrusting her ass into the air. Her head went down to the surface of the table and she turned it to the side as she gripped the edges. I took a moment to admire her ass again, as it somehow looked bigger (I wasn't actually sure that was possible) as she stuck it out behind her. It really was phenomenal; a true work of art. Utterly enormous, yet shaped to perfection.
I flicked the cap off the bottle of oil and gave it a squeeze, watching in awe as the shiny, yellowish liquid dripped down both her cheeks. I set the bottle down then rubbed the oil into those two large orbs, taking my time and ensuring every inch was shining thoroughly. Then I squeezed some more into the crack of her ass, smearing it across her pussy lips and her tight little puckered sphincter.
Then, once the bottle was almost empty, I tossed it aside and rose to my feet, pointing my cock at her asshole. I gave her a second to back out (knowing full well that she wouldn't) then steered myself forward, splitting her open with the tip of my prick. Bryce looked back at me as best she could, giving a satisfied whine as I gripped her oily cheeks, inching myself forward and guiding my crown into her ass. Her ass was tight but the sheer volume of makeshift lube that I slathered her sphincter in made entry relatively easy. Once the head was inside I started to thrust, going slowly at first so I didn't overwhelm her. If that was even possible.
It had been a while since I'd fucked anyone in the ass so it took me a moment to find my rhythm. But once I did, I didn't lose it. I dug my fingers into both her cheeks as I started thrusting harder, coaxing louder moans from Bryce as my dick sunk deeper, boring into her anal cavity. It didn't take long for me to reach the base, and from that point on every row of my hips sent my pelvis crashing straight into her ass, drawing loud clapping sounds that echoed around the massage room.
I moved my hands lower and grabbed onto the tops of her thighs. As great as that ass felt in the palms of my hands, I wanted to see how it looked without any obstructions. The answer, of course, was fucking amazing and every thrust I took made those huge cheeks jiggle like jello on a plate. Watching those asscheeks clap was bordering on hypnotic and I redoubled my efforts, almost on impulse as that big, thick booty bounced in front of my eyes. Soon I was going full pelt, tearing into that ass with as much speed and force as I would any pussy.
"Oh, fuck!" Bryce growled, peering back at me from her awkward position. "Yeah, yeah, yeah! That's it. Give it to me. Pound that fucking ass!"
I moved my hands back up to her butt, enjoying the feeling of her ass meat rippling as I drilled her hard and deep, driving to the hilt with every pelvic slam. It felt amazing and looked even better. I love a good visual as much as the next man but, at the end of the day, fucking a woman never looks as good as it feels. Or at least that's how I felt until I met Bryce. Honestly, she might be the first woman I've met where the sight of me fucking her was better than the actual sensation. Which is saying something 'cause pounding that ass is literally a dream come true. It might have been muscle memory from my trip with Anne and Jessica, but it took all my willpower not to grab my phone and capture the image of that big ass bouncing as I slammed my dick into it. Of course I'd never do that without discussing it first, but this struck me as the kind of thing I could pull myself senseless to for hours on end.
I think Bryce noticed that my thoughts were straying, 'cause she looked back at me with a grin that was by the far the largest I'd seen so far.
"How you doin' back there, big guy?" she asked, taunting me a little, like I couldn't handle the size of her ass. In fairness, she wasn't far wrong.
"Oh, I'm doing just fine," I replied, grinning back as I raised my hand behind me and slapped her hard on the ass.
Now that she'd lightened up a little, it felt like a safe move (Lord only knows what would have happened to me if I'd done that to her earlier). But honestly, it would have been worth any repercussions, 'cause that ass just needed to be spanked. Bryce liked it though (as I suspected she would). So much, in fact, that she told me to repeat it.
"Oooh, yeah!" she cooed, her grin stretching wider. "Do that again."
I did it again.
"Harder!"
I did it again. Harder. Then again, harder still, and this time without a prompt. It took her by surprise and she squealed in delight as the sound rang out. A red palm print was left behind on her cheek, her ass so big it looked like I had the hands of a toddler.
"OK, OK!" Bryce laughed. "I think you're having too much fun there. Take it out," she instructed, shooing me back with her hand.
With an audible groan, I pulled back slowly from the depths of her ass, watching intently as my crown popped free from her sphincter. Bryce pushed herself up, turning one-eighty degrees. Her mouth came open and she gazed into my eyes, beckoning me forward with a wag of her tongue. I gripped my cock as I took a step forward, steering it into her mouth. My shaft was shining with lube and ass juice, but not for very long. Taking me straight to the hilt, those thick lips puckered at the base of my shaft and she kept me there as she started sucking, cleaning up the various fluids. Thank God I used edible oil. She deepthroated by cock several times then pulled her head back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to the tip of my penis.
"You wanna fuck this ass some more?" she asked, reaching back to slap an oversized cheek.
"What do you think?" I said with a smirk, eyeing that ass unashamedly as she stuck it in the air.
I went to move to the end of the table but Byrce stopped me. "Uh uh. You stay right there."
She turned onto her back and lifted her legs up, pulling them back until her ass stuck out over the edge of the table. Bryce reached down and gripped her buttcheeks, her asshole splitting open a little as she pulled them apart. I pressed my cock against her sphincter and guided it in, watching it stretch around the width of my crown.
"Mmm, fuck yeah!" she moaned, biting her bottom lip. "Fuck, you're so thick!"
"So are you," I replied, grinning back at her as I started thrusting.
Bryce laughed; her ice queen exterior was starting to melt. I thrusted a little harder this time, knowing how much she could take. Her hands moved up and she grabbed her thighs, keeping them pulled back as I ventured deeper, bottoming out with each thrust. Her head fell back onto the leather, deep grunts pouring from between her lips as I tore through her anal passage. A hand went to her clit and she started rubbing, her asshole tightening around my shaft. I felt some resistance so I went a little faster, slamming into her backside with hard, unbridled thrusts.
"Oh, yeah, that's it," she growled, still staring at the ceiling above her. "Keep going! I'm gonna fucking cum!"
Her hand was a blur as she strummed her clit and I did my best to match her pace, railing my cock into her with very little self control.
"Oh, fuck, yes! Yes, yes, yes!" she panted, her head coming up from the table.
Her features were twisted and her eyes went into her head as I delivered the decisive thrust. She pulled her hand away and I kept on pounding as a hot jet of crystalline fluids shot forth from her quivering snatch. It had been a while since I'd been with a squirter and the sudden burst of fluid took me by surprise as it sprayed in my direction, soaking my abs and cock.
"Mmm, Goddamn!" Bryce exclaimed, laughing a little as she rubbed her pussy. "Fuck, I haven't done that in ages!"
I grinned right back at her as I slowed my thrusts, ramming home a few deep ones that took me right down to the base. Each one hit her hard and a few thin sprays of juice squirted from her pussy, steadily decreasing in volume until she ran out of fluid. The whole ordeal had left me throbbing and I briefly stopped for a breather, still half-buried in her perfect ass.
"You ready?" she asked, looking into my eyes as she propped herself up.
"Hmm?" I said blankly, not quite sure what she was asking me.
"Well, you made me cum," she said with a grin. "Now it's your turn."
"Ohhh, OK. Where...?"
"You can do it in there," she said, stopping me before I could ask.
"Right you are."
Seeing her squirt like that had triggered something in me and my hips started moving almost of their accord as I quickly returned to my previous rhythm. Pushing down on the backs of her thighs, I kept her legs pulled back as I took her backdoor, drilling in deep with repeated savage thrusts. I was seriously close and a few hard slams were all it took to push me over the edge. Sheathing myself inside her for the very last time, my neck craned backwards and I launched a deep roar at the ceiling above as my bellend erupted, firing thick ropes deep into her rectum.
"UHHH! FUUUCCCKKK!!!" I yelled as Bryce started rubbing her clit again, her asshole contracting and squeezing more spunk from the tip of my prick.
She didn't cum again herself (I don't think) and it seemed that her sole purpose for doing that was to make me cum extra hard. And, if that was the case, Miss Howard, then mission fucking accomplished. I hadn't cum that hard in weeks. I took a moment to regain my senses then slowly withdrew my cock from her asshole. Her ass gaped open a little as I pried it loose and a few globs of cum came trickling out after it, dripping down onto the carpet. Bryce didn't stop it and kept her asscheeks spread as the remaining splooge slopped out of her open sphincter, leaving a mess on the massage room floor.
"Phew!" said Bryce, puffing her bright red cheeks. "I needed that."
"I needed that," I returned as I poked my cock at her asshole, smearing the remains of my load.
Bryce laughed. "Well, you got it."
She lowered her legs then hopped down from the table, wrapping an arm around my shoulder as she pulled me down for a kiss. It was only then that I realised that we hadn't actually done that yet, and I tried to think if I'd ever fucked a woman in the ass without kissing her before. Surely this was the first.
"What would you like to do now?" I asked, lightly gripping that gorgeous ass.
"I know just the thing," she said. "Come with me."
We slipped back into our clothes and went upstairs. She led me to her room and unzipped the suitcase that I'd left on her bed. She rummaged through it for a while then took out a folded sheet of paper and handed it to me. I'm not sure what I was expecting her to produce from the depths of her luggage but it certainly wasn't that.
"What's this?" I asked, unfolding the paper.
"Those are your lines," she replied, flashing that filthy grin.
"My...lines?"
I looked down at the paper and, sure enough, what appeared to be some kind of script was stretched out across the page, with lines of dialogue for both her and myself.
"Mmhmm. It's called 'roleplay', honey. Now go and learn them while you get yourself ready, then come to that office room you showed me with your computer in it. You've got an hour."
I left Bryce's room and went back to mine for a shower, then looked over my lines as I towelled myself dry. A few lines in and I quickly learned that Bryce took roleplaying very seriously. I won't spoil it for you, but suffice it to say, she had spent a lot of time putting it together. I hadn't done any acting since grade school, so I think it would be fair to say that I wasn't versed in the art of line-learning like I'm sure she was. And there were a lot of them to learn and not much time to do so.
No costume requirements had been stipulated (except one, but we'll get to that later), so I chose the clothes that I thought best suited my character, and had a go at reciting the script. I dropped a few lines here and there, but I think I did a pretty good job, all things considered. I had about twenty minutes left after I'd dressed and styled my hair so I used that time wisely, familiarising myself with the script as best as I could.
The time came and I went to the office as per my instructions. The door was closed when I got there so I gave it a knock as the script indicated.
"Come in," came a voice from within.
I pushed the door open and stepped inside. Bryce was sat at my desk, her hair still in a bun, wearing a pair of black framed glasses and a white silk blouse that was unbuttoned to the top of her cleavage. Her ass was stuck to the chair, of course, so I couldn't see what it looked like in the tight grey pencil skirt she was wearing, but if I had to hazard a guess I'd say that it looked incredible. I'd imagine it looks incredible in pretty much anything.
So, yeah...she looked sexy as fuck, basically, and I tried not to let that distract me too much as I recited my opening line. "You wanted to see me, Dean Howard?" Boom. Nailed it.
Bryce looked up from my computer screen, and peered at me over the rims of her glasses, stiffening my cock a little as I'm sure was her intention. "Ahh, yes, Mr Roberts [not my actual surname, by the way]. Please take a seat."
She gestured to the chair opposite hers and I went and parked my ass in it, placing my backpack (that she'd requested I wear) on the floor at my feet. "Thank you."
"OK, Mr Roberts, I'll cut to the chase. The finance department has been in touch and it appears there have been some issues regarding your tuition fees."
"Oh...err...yeah. Sorry about that, Dean Howard, but my father was laid off from his firm and has had to claim unemployment. My brother and sister are still in high school and he needs his savings to support the family."
"Well, I'm very sorry to hear that, Mr Roberts, but I'm afraid you're not entitled to free education. If you'd told me about this straight away maybe we could have arranged some kind of payment plan, but it appears your tuition is now three months in arrears."
"Yes, and again I'm very sorry for that, Dean Howard, but I was hoping my dad would find another job quickly. He's always been such a good provider for me and my siblings but with the recession there aren't too many companies that are hiring right now."
"I know, Mr Roberts. It's hell out there, but it doesn't change the fact that you haven't paid a cent of your tuition for the entire semester. And I'm afraid that without immediate payment there will no longer be a place for you at this university."
"Oh, no! Please, Dean Howard, this school is everything to me. Could I settle up once my dad finds a job?"
"Well, I'd love to do that for you, Mr Roberts, I really would. But as you said yourself, not many companies are hiring at the moment, and even if your father were to find employment, there's still the question of paying off any debts he might accrue, not to mention supporting your two siblings which I'm sure are a bigger priorities than your college tuition. No, I'm sorry, Mr Roberts, but I'm afraid that money will have to be paid in full within seven working days, or I will have no choice but to remove you from your course of study. You are welcome to re-enrol whenever you have the requisite funds."
"No, no, no! There must be something we can do. Please, Dean Howard, I'll do anything. Just don't kick me out of school!" That bit was tough. It required actual acting which, I think it would be fair to say, is not my strongest suit.
A playful grin played across Bryce's face as she slid her glasses down the bridge of her nose, gazing at me with those blueish-green eyes. "Anything, huh?"
"Erm...yeah."
"Well, your professors have told me what a good student you are and everyone knows you're one of the star players on the football team, so it really would be a shame to lose you. Since you are such a talented athlete, maybe we could arrange some kind of athletic scholarship to run until the end of the school year."
"That would be great, Dean Howard! Staying in school means everything to me. I love this place with all my heart."
"I know you do, Mr Roberts, I know you do. But just so you know, there will be certain...responsibilities that you will be expected to fulfil."
"Oh, don't you worry about that, Dean Howard. I'll ace all my classes and give my all when I'm out on the field. I'll take this school to the championship game, you mark my words!"
Bryce laughed. "Well, that's great, Mr Roberts, but I'm afraid that's not what I had in mind."
"Oh? So what did you have in mind?"
Bryce rose from her seat and strolled to my side of the desk, perching her ass on the corner. "You know, I've always found you very attractive, Tyler."
"Erm...likewise. You're a very beautiful woman, Dean Howard." Yeah, Bryce wrote that herself. A little conceited, but hard to argue with all the same.
"Thank you, Tyler. So, since you find me so attractive, I guess you wouldn't object if I were to include some...personal requests in our little deal?"
"Err...no, I don't think so. What kind of personal requests?"
Bryce grinned, then placed a finger underneath my chin, looking me straight in the eyes as she told me to, "get on your knees."
I was taken aback. Or rather, I acted like I was taken aback. Or tried to, at least. "Erm...excuse me?"
"You heard me," she said, then repeated slowly, "get...on...your...knees."
"But...why?"
"Don't worry about the 'why'. All you need to concern yourself with is doing what I tell you. Now, I'm not going to say it again. Get. On. Your. Knees."
So, yeah...I got on my knees.
Bryce hopped down from the edge of the desk. "So you said you find me attractive, right?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"That's very flattering. And what is it about me that you find so attractive?"
"Well, you're very beautiful, like I said, and..."
"I bet you like my ass, don't you?" she interrupted, turning on her heels and sticking it out behind her.
I was a little distracted as she shoved it towards me, my face and her ass just a foot or so apart. "Erm...y-yes," I said, struggling to remember my lines. "You have a great ass, Dean Howard."
"Yeah, you like a big ass, don't you, Tyler? I've seen those little coeds you run around with, showing off their butts on Instagram. But they don't have an ass like me, do they?"
She put her hands on her hips and slid them down to her ass, grabbing two handfuls through the fabric of her skirt.
"No, ma'am," I said. "I don't think anyone has an ass like you, Dean Howard." I ad libbed that last bit. Bryce looked back at me, and if the grin on her face was anything to go by, I don't think she minded one bit.
"Aww," she said. "Well, aren't you sweet? And since you like my ass so much, maybe you'd like a closer look?"
She definitely posed it as a question, but she didn't wait for an answer. Reaching back, she gripped a handful of hair and pulled me into her ass. Her skirt stretched tightly across her cheeks, but even so her ass was so big that my face could still vanish inside it. I didn't go as deep as earlier but there was still enough ass to cut off my oxygen supply, her thick cheeks sucking me in, even through her tight-fitting skirt.
She kept me there for a close to a minute then released me with a tug of my hair. I gasped deeply, sucking in air as she pulled my face from her crack.
"Mmm, you like it in there, baby? You like your face in that ass?"
"Uh...uh huh," I said, still breathing heavily.
"Yeah, you do, huh? Maybe I should take this skirt off so you can get in there deeper. Would you like that?"
Again, she didn't wait for an answer. Reaching back behind her, she found the zipper and pulled it down, unfastening a skirt that looked ready to burst as the seams. She tugged it down an inch at a time, and I'm still not sure if she was intentionally doing it that slowly or if her ass was so big that that was as quick as she could go. Either way, she bared that beautiful ass at an agonising pace, and it took enormous self-discipline to keep from grabbing that skirt and ripping it straight off of her. Finally she tugged it past the thickest part and both her big ass cheeks came bouncing out.



She pulled the skirt down her thick set of thighs and let it fall to a heap on the floor, stepping out of it and kicking it aside. She was wearing a black thong, buried so deep I could barely see it. Lifting her hands out behind her, her fingers cut through the air as she brought them back down, landing a sharp blow that sent ripples through those big, fat cheeks. Fingers digging into smooth, pale flesh, she gripped her cheeks tightly and pulled them apart, finally revealing the remains of her thong.
"OK, baby, come on in," said Bryce, peering back at me from over her shoulder. "Don't be shy."
I didn't need a second invitation. Shifting forward on my knees a little to close the gap between us, I threw my head forward without a moment's delay, shoving myself in deep.
"Ooh, yeah!" Bryce giggled. "That's it, baby. Get in there nice and deep!"
Bryce let go of her asscheeks, the resulting blow nearly knocking me unconscious as they slapped against the side of my head. Then she reached back, gripping the back of my head as she held me in place. She seemed to like doing that but again she needn't have bothered; I was buried so deep that I couldn't have escaped if I'd wanted to. My nose and mouth were pressed up against her thong and that tiny piece of material was all that separated me from her pussy and asshole. In fact, so small were her undies that I could feel the heat pouring from her through the thin layer of fabric; almost taste the moisture as it soaked into the polyester. I wasn't sure how long she kept me there this time. However long it was, it wasn't long enough, and if not for the need of oxygen, I'd have stayed in there all day and all night.
Bryce turned and put a finger to my chin, tilting my head until my eyes met hers.
"Good boy," she said, a cat-like purr in her voice. "You're really earning that scholarship, huh?"
"Yes...yes, ma'am," I said, gasping between each word.
"Right, now you're gonna fuck me. And you better do a good job, 'cause your place at this college depends on it. Got that?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"Good," she grinned. "On your feet."
I stood and Bryce grabbed me by the t-shirt I was wearing and led me to 'her' (my) desk. She opened a drawer and rummaged around inside it until she found a bottle of lube. I generally don't keep that in the office so she must have brought it from her room and stashed it there herself. Anyway, I did a little fist pump in my head as I assumed that meant I'd be putting it in her ass again.
"Take off your clothes," she instructed, then leant against the desk and watched as I did what she told me.
I removed my UCLA sweater (worn for the character, of course) and pulled my t-shirt over my head, Bryce cooing a little as I bared my sculpted chest.
"Mmm, very nice. No wonder you're so good at football," she said, stroking my arm. "Bet you've thrown a few Hail Marys with this thing, huh?"
"I'm a wide receiver," I grinned, "not a quarterback." I ad libbed that bit too.
"Alright, whatever," she replied, waving her hand dismissively. "Never been too into sports. I just came to the games so I could stare at you." We were going off-script pretty drastically now, but it only served to heighten the chemistry.
My grin grew wider as I kicked off my sneakers and pulled off my socks, then started to unbuckle my belt. I slid my thumbs under the waistband of my boxers and whipped them down with my pants. My cock came springing out and Bryce bit her bottom lip as it flopped up and down, acting like she was seeing it for the very first time.
"Oh my," she cooed. "I had a feeling you'd be big, but...damn. You know what you're doing with that thing?"
I nodded.
"I hope so," she said as she turned around, gripping the edge of the desk. Looking back at me as she stuck out her butt, her eyelids fluttered as she said those magic words. "I like it in my ass."
I moved in behind her, hooking her thong with a pair of fingers and tugging it down to around mid-thigh. I grabbed the bottle of lube and was just about to squeeze it into the crack of her ass when Bryce stopped me with a hand on my wrist.
"Wait," she said. "Aren't you gonna lick it first?"
"Anything you want, ma'am."
I put the bottle down and dropped to my knees, gripping her hips as I dove in deep, immersing myself in that big, round ass. My tongue came out and I guided it straight to her clit, licking with immediate vigour.
"Mmm, yeah. That's it, baby," said Bryce, purring a little as I worked my tongue. "You earn that tuition."
I licked several times at the nub of her clit then ran my tongue up and down her pussy, cleaning up the juices as they seeped from between her lips. Grabbing her ass with both my hands, I pushed those cheeks up around my face as I licked her sweet, sweet pussy, extending my route from her clit to her taint. Licking a little higher each time, I kept moving north until I found her asshole, settling there permanently as I swirled my tongue around her sphincter.
"Oooh, fuck yeah!" Bryce squealed, her voice quavering as my tongue extended, delving deep into her anal cavity. "Yes, baby! Come on. Eat that fucking ass!"
Head bobbing back and forth, I pushed my tongue in as far as I could, repeatedly kissing her puckered pink rim. Wrapping my arms around her thick pair of thighs, I used them for leverage as I pulled myself into her, throwing my face into her asscrack. The roleplay had gotten her seriously horny and it didn't take much to get her off. A few deep plunges of my stiff, wet tongue and I felt her legs start to shake.
"Ohhh, fffuuuccckkk! Yeeesss!!!" she squealed, her asshole tightening around my tongue as her body was racked by thunderous convulsions.
I strengthened my grip on her quivering thighs, ensuring she stayed where she was as I bobbed my head back and forth, tonguing her ass through the throes of pleasure. The squeals gave way to contented sighs, but I kept my tongue in her asshole until the violent tremors racing through her body finally began to subside. Prying it loose, I moved it down to her pussy and licked along the length of her slit. I'd made her cum hard and her lips were soaked with the fruits of my labour. I licked up and down her pussy a few more times, gathering what I could and enjoying the sweet taste as it washed across my tongue. Moving back up to her asshole, I licked that a few times for good measure then pulled my head from between her cheeks, slapping her ass as I rose to my feet.
"Alright, now you can fuck me," said Bryce, giving her ass an enticing wiggle. As if it wasn't enticing enough already. "Nice and hard, OK?"
"Yes, ma'am," I replied, grabbing the lube from my desk.
I squeezed some out onto her asshole and smeared it with my thumb, pushing it inside her to warm her up. Bryce moaned as I pushed it in deep, sinking straight down to the knuckle. I kept it there for several seconds, feeling how tight she was before popping it loose. Taking her asscheeks in both my hands, I laid my cock in the gap in between them, still amazed by the size of her bottom and the gorge-like depth of her asscrack. It was so deep and cavernous that those big, plump cheeks could wrap around my shaft almost entirely. I couldn't let the chance go to waste. I mean, how many opportunities do you get to fuck a pair of asscheeks as big and as beautiful as these?
I plucked my cock from between them and grabbed the bottle of lube, squeezing a thin line along the length of my shaft. I wrapped a hand around the base and stroked it up and down, smearing in the lube with a few slow jerks. Slapping it back down in between her cheeks, I pushed them around my shaft as I started thrusting, sawing my dick through that deep, dark chasm.
Bryce giggled, looking back with a grin as I fucked her thick set of cheeks. "OK. Not what I had in mind, but that feels pretty good too."
She wasn't wrong. Those lovely pale asscheeks were so plump and juicy, it was almost like fucking a pair of tits. Honestly, I could have kept this up for hours, but as my dick slid back and forth past her winking asshole, that tight little ring looked more appealing by the second. Spreading those big, thick cheeks, I pressed my crown up against her sphincter then grabbed my dick as I guided it in. My cock and her asshole were both so greasy that I was able to enter her with a single thrust. Honestly, anal admission had never come so easy. I almost felt like I was putting it in her pussy instead.
Digging my fingers into her creamy white flesh, I kept those cheeks spread apart as I pushed my way in, sinking my cock right down to the base. Bryce groaned, tightening her grip on the desk as I entered her fully, balls flush against her snatch. Thrusting slowly, I stared right down at her perfect asshole, admiring the way it stretched as she took my cock. Feeling them wobble in the palms of my hands, my attention shifted to her two huge cheeks, still amazed by the shape and width.
"Damn," I said, gripping them extra hard. "Looks like you're a wide receiver too, huh, Dean Howard?"
Bryce turned her head, looking back with an impish grin. "And I've got a tight end as well."
She really did. Despite how easy it had been to push my cock inside it, Bryce's ass was tight as fuck and I could feel her rectal muscles tensing further each time I thrust inside. I went a little harder, releasing my grip on her asscheeks and letting my arms fall down by my sides. Sure, I missed the feeling of her ass in my hands, but the sight of those plump cheeks rippling with every thrust was a good consolation. I remained like that for a while, watching those big cheeks move as I pumped my hips, slamming them hard with my pelvis.
Every thrust made them bounce and jiggle, those huge, thick cheeks just begging to be slapped. So that's what I did next, making a hell of a noise and leaving a mark on her porcelain skin.
"Uhh, yeah!" I hissed excitedly, slapping that ass once more. "Gimme that ass, Dean Howard. Throw that thing right back at me!"
"Oh, yeah?" said Bryce, looking back with a glint in her eye. "You want this ass, do you?" she asked, reaching back behind her and slapping both her cheeks.
"Fuck yeah, I do," I quickly shot back, following her double slap with a nice hard single. "Gimme that big fuckin' ass!"
And give me it, she did. Returning her hands to the edge of the desk, she gripped it harder than ever before as she backed up that big, fat ass, throwing it into my groin. My cock was going deeper now, all the way inside her with every thrust I took. I kept that up for several minutes then slowed to a stop, happily relinquishing all control. I stood there like a statue as she backed up into me, presenting my pelvis as a defenceless target to ram her ass into.
Her knuckles turned white as she clung to the desk, using her arm muscles to throw her thick body into mine. She didn't have the muscle tone of some of my regulars (Hayley Atwell and Alison Brie are two that come to mind), but the force with which she slammed her ass into me showed that there was plenty of brawn underneath all that lovely thickness. Her stamina wasn't bad either, for she kept that up for a good few minutes, all but using my cock as her own personal sex toy.
Not that I was complaining, of course, and for the next few minutes I barely moved a muscle. I gave her thick ass the occasional smack, but for the most part I just stood there and watched, admiring the sight of her greedy asshole swallowing every inch of my cock. She wasn't holding back, and a loud, deep grunt launched from between her lips each time those plump asscheeks smacked against my abs.
"Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!" she growled. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum!"
Her voice was light and breathy, both from the effort she'd put in and from the fiery pleasure coursing through her hourglass frame. I took that as my cue, latching onto those big, wide hips again and holding her still as I started thrusting, driving deep into that beautiful ass. Bryce reached down in between her legs, gripping the desk with a single hand as she strummed her throbbing clit. Her asshole tightened and her grunts turned to screams that only got louder with each new thrust.
"AHHH!!! MY GOD! FUUUCCCKKK!!!" she squealed, roaring at the top of lungs as she squirted a second time, firing a hot blast of clear, sticky fluids that drenched my thighs on its way to the carpet.
"Damn!" I exclaimed as I slowed my thrusts, staying lodged inside her. "So, Dean Howard's a squirter, huh?"
"Yes...she...is," said Bryce, panting deeply as her lovely thick body gave one last violent shudder. "I bet the wide receiver can cum pretty hard too."
"Hmm," I grinned. "Let's see about that, shall we?"
With that, Bryce turned and hopped up onto the desk, laying back as she spread her legs.
"Uh uh," I said, shaking my head back and forth. "On your side. Stick that ass out."
Bryce grinned and did as I told her. Rolling up onto her side, she pulled her knees up to her chest as she propped herself up with her elbow, leaving that big, juicy ass to hang over the edge of the desk. I applied some more lube to the tip of my penis then pressed it against her ass, steering it in without missing a beat. No slow buildup this time; I started thrusting without a moment's delay, pounding her hard from the off. Bryce turned her head and she stared at me the entire time as I gripped onto her left hip, railing my cock into her anal passage.
The previous position had left me throbbing and my balls were swollen like a pair of plums, churning incessantly as they smacked against her ass. I knew I didn't have long left and I bucked my hips as hard as I could, getting in as many thrusts as possible before the tightness and warmth of that world class booty finally got the better of me. I managed a few before I threw in the towel, prying my cock from her asshole.
Bryce's head popped up from the desk and a grin played across her face as I wrapped a hand around the base of my shaft. I jerked it twice and my cock exploded, cum spraying forth from the tip. I didn't even have a chance to aim and my load went pretty much everywhere. On her ass, on her hip, on her chest, on her ribcage. Some even flew so far that it landed on her face, leaving a thick white streak across her lips and chin.
"Oh, wow!" she laughed, flinching a little as it hit her. "Think you just hit the twenty yard line."
A sly grin formed on her cum-soaked lips and I mustered just enough energy to laugh at her joke. I took a step back as Bryce climbed down from the desk, kneeling on the floor at my feet. She took my cock in her hands and poked her tongue out, licking the cum from my slit. Then she wrapped her lips around the tip of my prick, greedily sucking out whatever was left inside. She popped the crown from between her lips, a hand gripped gently at the base of my cock as she stroked my shaft with the other.
"Mmm, very good, Mr Roberts," said Bryce, gazing up at me as she slowly jerked my cock. "Looks like we may be able to work something out after all. Same time tomorrow?"
"Yes, Dean Howard," I replied, nodding my head with a smirk.
"Good. Now get back to class. You've got work to catch up on."
We put our clothes back on and Bryce returned to 'her' desk, cleaning the cum from her face with a wet wipe as I headed for the office door. I pulled it open and looked back at Bryce, exchanging one last grin as I stepped out into the hall.
The door opened moments later and Bryce wrapped her arms around my shoulders, pressing her body against mine as she joined me in the hall.
"And...scene," she said with a giggle, grinning as she kissed my lips.
She took me by the hand and we went back to her room for a shower, together this time (and yes, we did have sex). Slipping into our cosy clothes, we went to the lounge, cracked open a bottle of wine, and ordered a pizza. Obviously, I appreciate a nice fit body as much as the next man, but it was quite refreshing to hang out with a woman that doesn't have a phobia of carbs. We stayed on the couch for most of the evening, flicking through the TV, then went to my room where we fucked a couple more times (once vaginally, once anally) before calling it a night.
We fucked again first thing in the morning (vaginal to start with, anal to finish up) then I asked Bryce if there was anything else she wanted to do before she left that afternoon.
"Yes," she said with a grin. "As a matter of fact, there is."
"Oh, yeah?" I asked. "And what might that be?"
"Well, I was led to believe that there's some rather...interesting things in your basement. Is that correct?"
Ah. So Jessica told her about that then. She wasn't exactly a regular fixture in the basement of my home (not like Aubrey Plaza or Kristen Bell), but she'd been down there a couple of times and had obviously shared her experience with some of her friends. I tend to leave it out of the tour 'cause showing a woman your basement as soon as you meet her is a little...well, creepy. Especially if your basement is full of ropes and paddles like mine is. But if a woman enquired about it herself? Well, that was a different story.
"It is," I replied, a smirk now playing across my face as I imagined that giant ass of hers held into place by some leather straps. I just hoped they were long enough.
"Good."
She wiped the grin off her face, reverting back to Ice Queen Bryce (or the Bryce Queen, as she shall henceforth be known) in what was practically a blink of an eye. She climbed down from my bed and went to my dresser. She plucked a pair of boxer briefs from my underwear drawer and tossed them at me, hitting me square in the chest.
"Take a shower and put those on. Go down to your basement, put a blindfold on and get down on your knees. I'll be down in an hour." OK. I may have misjudged this a little. "Got that?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"Good."
And with that, she was gone.
I got out of bed, cleaned my teeth and took a shower. Drying myself with a towel, I pulled on the boxers that Bryce had picked out for me, then ran some pomade through my hair. I left my room and went down the hall to the basement. Switching on the lights, I closed the door behind me as I went down the stairwell. Even in the warmth of Southern California, the stone floor of the basement was cold against my feet, and I shuddered a little as I stepped across it, heading for the dresser on the far side of the room. I opened a drawer and picked out a blindfold. I grabbed a cushion from a nearby chest and took it with me as I found the most spacious area, placing it on the floor as I dropped to my knees. I put on my blindfold and I waited.
And then...I waited some more. It must have taken forty-five minutes to shower and get myself ready, so if Bryce kept time as well as she fucked, she would have been about a quarter of an hour. Now, I hate to kill the tension, but...she wasn't. I'll never know for sure how long I was waiting, but it was definitely longer than that. I don't know if she actually spent all that time getting ready or if she was intentionally making me wait (if I had to pick, I'd go with the latter), but I stayed in that position for a good long while, getting increasingly less comfortable the longer I was in it.
Finally, the door swung open and the familiar click-clacking of stiletto heels echoed around the room as she began down the stairwell, the sound heightened by my lack of vision. The footsteps grew louder as she crossed the room, then stopped as she took in her surroundings.
"Impressive," she said. Sincerity is a little hard to gauge without seeing someone's face, but it sounded like she meant it.
The rhythmic clicking began again in earnest as she continued across the room. It sounded like she plucked something from one of the wall-mounted racks, then her footsteps got louder again as she came towards me. The next thing I heard was Bryce's intimidating, but still very sexy voice, coming from directly behind me.



"Hands behind your back."
I did what she told me, reaching back with both arms until my wrists were gripped by a dainty, yet surprisingly strong pair of hands. I heard a rattle, then felt cool steel on my skin as she fastened something around my wrists, locking it with a click that could only come from a pair of handcuffs. I could hear a kind of squeaking sound whenever she moved and figured it must have been her clothing; something PVC, no doubt.
"I trust you remember the safeword?" she asked, heels clicking once more as she stepped back in front of me.
"Grape," I said. She told me that on the phone when she booked her stay, and the manner in which she'd said it had left it burned in my memory forever.
"That's right."
Then, without further warning, she placed a hand at the back of my head, gripping a fistful of hair as she pulled me forward, shoving me into her ass.
"Mmpf!" I mumbled, her grip tightening as she held me between her cheeks, smothering my face entirely.
I wasn't quite sure what she was wearing; some kind of catsuit or mini dress would be my guess. But whatever it was, there was plenty of space for her ass to breathe, since there didn't appear to be a stitch of material covering either her buttcrack or her two huge cheeks. Frankly, I was glad to know that something could breathe, 'cause I certainly couldn't. In fact, my oxygen supply was pretty much cut off altogether and I was starting to see why we needed a safeword. Though how I was supposed to voice it with 20lbs of ass in my face was another matter entirely. I could feel her pussy up against my lips, the heat and moisture almost making me salivate. I poked out my tongue and ran it along her slit, gathering some of the nectar before a sudden sharp tug pulled my face from between her cheeks.
"Hey!" she snapped. "What do you think you're doing?! Did I say you could lick my pussy?!"
"No...no...ma'am," I replied, gasping for air in between each word.
"No, I didn't, did I? You will keep that tongue in your mouth until I tell you otherwise. Do I make myself clear?"
"Yes...ma'am."
"Good."
Bryce gripped my hair even harder than before as she pulled me back into her ass.
"Yeah," she purred. "You get in there good."
Her grip tightened as she pushed me in deeper, burying my face like an ostrich in the sand.
"You will earn the right to lick my pussy, and you can start by smelling my ass."
I was in there so deep that I was pretty much doing that anyway, but I inhaled extra deeply as per my instructions, breathing in the smell of her asshole. She'd clearly prepped herself fully before coming downstairs, 'cause all I could smell was the fruity scent of her shower gel and whatever she'd used to clean herself out.
"Yeah, that's right. Breathe it in."
Her scent was divine and I inhaled as deep as I could, letting the sweet smell waft into my nostrils. How long I was in there I can't say for sure, but I could feel my oxygen depleting as I breathed in nothing but ass. A few more seconds and Bryce took pity on me, pulling me out by my hair. She let me out for a matter of seconds, permitting me just enough time to catch my breath and to utter the safeword, should I so desire. Nothing came so she pulled me back in, holding me in there for as long as I could take. This continued for several minutes until she let me out for good, satisfied that I'd learned my lesson.
She put a finger to my chin, tilting my head back as I sucked in lungfuls of air. The next thing I felt were her lips against mine, and I still hadn't caught my breath properly as she pushed her tongue into my mouth, practically chewing my face off in the process.
"Stand up," she said, prying her lips from mine.
I did as instructed, rising to my feet with my hands still cuffed behind my back. Bryce reached into my undies and pulled my cock out- now rockhard, just in case you were wondering.
"Come with me," she said, using my cock as a leash as she led me across the room.
I followed her blindly across the basement floor, cursing the blindfold for depriving me of the sight of her ass in motion. The footsteps stopped and she came back behind me to remove my handcuffs. She pushed against my chest without saying a word, making me panic for a second as I toppled backwards, not knowing what, if anything, would be there to stop me. My ass hit a padded surface and I breathed a sigh of relief, landing on my back on whichever piece of apparatus she had chosen to lead me too. I didn't know what it was at this stage. All I could feel was the padding underneath me, so it could have been any number of things.
It wasn't until I felt the padded cuffs fasten around my ankles that I realised where I was. I installed a new bench a few weeks back that was seven feet long by four feet wide, with a padded surface. Kind of like a massage table but lower to the ground and with sturdier legs. Until now it hadn't seen much action, but it appeared that that was about to change.
The cuffs on my ankles were attached to the legs at the foot of the table, and there was another set at the top and two in the middle as well. Bryce used the middle ones to cuff my wrists while the top two went unused. The cuffs had very short straps so my arms and legs were pretty much pinned to the table. I tried to move my arms and legs to see how secure I was, and an inch or two lift of each limb was about all the motion I was capable of making. So, yeah...pretty damn secure.
"Hmm, that's quite the image," said Bryce, and I could almost hear the smirk in her voice as she admired her handiwork. "I am going to have some fun with you."
I heard her heels clicking as she stepped to the head of the table, then the next thing I knew my head was almost crushed by the incalculable mass of ass meat that was lowered down onto it, burying me alive once more. I couldn't see what position she was in, but I guessed that she was standing with her back turned at the head of the table, squatting a little so she could park that thick ass directly onto my face. This was all conjecture, of course, but whatever stance she'd taken up it was clearly an effective one, for my face had been smothered almost entirely, leaving me with very little room to breathe.
I could smell the sweet aroma of her very hot and wet pussy, even feel the warmth of her moisture on my mouth as drops of sticky fluid seeped out from between her lips. I was dying for a taste, but since I'd already been reprimanded for licking without permission, I kept my tongue where nature intended.
I heard another squeak of her PVC then pulled in what felt like a life-saving breath as that weighty behind was lifted from on top of my face. I was given just seconds to refill my lungs, so I used it wisely, sucking in as much air as I could before that big, thick ass was cutting off my supply once more. Bryce repeated this several times, staying on my face a little longer each time and seeing how much I could handle. The answer, it turned out, was quite a lot. That ass on my face felt fucking amazing and no amount of suffocation was going to change that.
"Phew!" Bryce exclaimed. "Damn, dude. That's some set of lungs you've got."
"Tha...thanks," I said, gasping. Not the kind of compliment I was used to hearing but, hey...I'll take it.
I heard her stilettos click against the basement floor, followed by a louder clunking noise. I'm no expert on shoe sounds but it sounded to me like she'd taken them off. I heard another squeak of whatever she was wearing then felt the padding sink a little underneath my ass as she planted her knees, or possibly her feet, either side of my body. I knew what was coming next, and braced myself as best I could as that big, plump ass was dropped down onto my face.
It felt even heavier this time, like I was taking more of her weight and the change in her position had put her wet pussy directly onto my lips. I could feel her moisture oozing out onto my mouth and how I kept myself from pushing my tongue straight up her slit I truly do not know. Bryce stayed like that for just a few seconds before she changed her position again. The padding sunk a second time, this time underneath my head as she slapped her hands down, steadying herself as she lifted her legs. I felt her feet up against my abs as she climbed on top of me, giving me all her weight.
"You can lick now," she declared, my face now smothered to such a degree that I almost didn't hear her say it. Keyword: almost; I'd have to be deaf, dumb and blind to miss an invitation like that.
Her pussy and my mouth were in such close proximity that I barely had to move my tongue, the slightest flick putting it right to the nub of her clit. I could hear her moaning as I started to lick, drops of sweet moisture trickling along the length of my tongue. One of her feet moved down to my cock and I felt her tease it as I ate her out, veins throbbing up and down my shaft. My oxygen was low and my head was getting swimmy as I swirled my tongue around Bryce's clit, licking her pussy as best I could.
Then, just when I thought I might actually pass out, that precious, peach-shaped cargo was airlifted from on top of my face. I wasn't quite sure how she'd done it, 'cause her foot was still on my cock. Frankly, I didn't much care; I was just thankful to still be alive. But if I had to guess, I'd say she'd used her arms to push herself up, holding the pose just long enough for me to take on oxygen.
Time was of the essence, and I pulled in as much air as I could before those two large cheeks were dropped back down on top of me. Her foot returned to my cock and this time the other went with it, the soles wrapping perfectly around the width of my shaft as she worked them up and down, jerking from base to tip. It felt incredible, the pace and pressure both second to none. Seriously, I've had my dick jerked off more times than I can count and most women's hands don't feel as good as this, let alone their feet!
My mouth went back to her clit and I spun my tongue around it for as long as I could, only stopping when my head got dizzy and my brain cried out for air. This went on for quite some time. Bryce's feet slowly jerked me off while my tongue returned the favour, twisting and turning around the nub of her clit. Every so often she'd lift her ass off my face, allowing me a moment to catch my breath. I'd panic a little as my head started spinning but Bryce always dismounted at just the right time, knowing exactly how much I could handle. I had a feeling she'd done this before.
It took me a while to get her off, what with all the interruptions, but when I felt her body start shaking above me I knew she was getting close.
"Oh, SHIT!" she moaned, body writhing as she ground her pussy on my face. "Yes, keep licking! Fuck, you're gonna make me cum!"
I had to be quick. It must have been close to a minute since my last dose of oxygen and my head was starting to swim. I licked her faster, swirling my tongue around her clit like my life depended on it. I think I might have said that before at some point, but this time...it actually did. I made her cum in the nick of time, her whole body trembling as I licked her to the point of climax. Hot fluid gushed forth from her pussy and I lapped up as much as I could before that thick ass was pulled from on top of my face.
"Oh, wow!" Bryce gasped, nearly panting as much as I was as she recovered from the force of her climax. "Fuck, you're good at that!"
A grin stretched across my face; I'll never grow tired of hearing that. For a moment I just laid there, enjoying the feeling of breathing freely. Bryce climbed down from the bench and wandered across the room. She wasn't wearing her heels this time, but thanks to my heightened senses, I could hear every step she made. She plucked something off one of the shelves and I heard her flip the cap on a bottle of some kind as she returned to the bench.
The next thing I felt was the familiar sensation of warm, sticky lube dripping down onto my crown. Wrapping a hand around the base, she used the other to disperse the lube, smearing it all over my shaft. Her handjob technique was beyond compare and my cock started throbbing in a matter of seconds. I felt the padding sink once more as she climbed back onto the bench, grabbing my cock and rubbing the tip against her asshole.
"Actually...no," she said suddenly, releasing her grip on my shaft. "I want you to watch this."
She fetched a cushion from a nearby bench then stuffed it underneath my head, sliding two fingers under the band of my blindfold. When removing a woman's blindfold I usually turn the dimmer switch down so her eyes can adjust to the light. But...let's just say that Bryce was less considerate and I was practically blinded as she plucked the fabric from in front of my eyes. I closed my eyes as quick as I could, easing them open slowly to see Bryce's big ass suspended above my groin. It was the first thing I'd seen in over an hour and, well...it was worth the wait.
I also got my first look at what she was wearing and it did indeed appear to be some kind of catsuit- an assless one, of course. How she squeezed her thick body into that tight little thing, I'm not quite sure. But I'm glad she did 'cause it looked incredible. She wore dark red lipstick which fit in well with the whole dominatrix thing, and her hair was up in a bun, as it had been for much of her stay.
Kneeling on the bench with her butt thrust out behind her, Bryce curled her fingers around the tip of my penis, holding it lightly as she ground her ass against the shaft. My tip started leaking, drops of precum trickling down the shaft as she slid her thick ass cheeks up and down my twitching pole. The feeling was out of this world and I noted how wet her pussy was as she rubbed it against the underside.
Sliding her hand from top to bottom, Bryce wrapped her fingers around the base of my shaft, slapping my cock against both her ass cheeks. Moving up onto the soles of her feet, she gripped my cock tightly as she squatted above me, dropping her ass down until my tip was touching her sphincter. Wrists cuffed to the table legs, I could do naught but sit back and watch as the tip of my cock split her asshole open and began to slip inside.
Uncurling her fingers from around the base, Bryce placed her hands on her thighs as she lowered herself slowly, guiding her asshole down the length of my shaft. I watched intently as she sunk down lower, admiring the sight of her asshole as it devoured my cock, swallowing inch after inch. Her ass looked amazing as it slid down my shaft and I pulled at the cuffs instinctively in some vain attempt to reach out and grab it.
Bryce must have heard, 'cause she turned and looked back at me, laughing to herself as I tried it again.
"I'd save your energy if I were you," she said with a smirk. "I tied those extra tight."
She slid her ass down until it touched my pelvis, her buns so big that she almost bounced back up again. She flashed a wink at me from over her shoulder then turned her head back as she started to ride me. She started slowly, working her ass up the first few inches, then quickly gathered speed, going a little higher with every pass she took. Soon she was going right up to the top, her ass climbing up to the ridge of my crown then crashing back down again with ever increasing force. Piercing slaps bounced from wall to wall, getting louder and louder the faster she rode me.
"Ugh! Fuck. Yeah! This. Big. Fuckin'. Dick!" Bryce groaned, the smacks of her ass against my torso punctuating each word she said.
Now her legs were getting quite the workout, and I could see her muscles popping underneath that meaty thickness. She kept it up for quite some time, seemingly riding me until she ran out of energy. Reaching back behind her and grabbing my cock, she held it at the base once more as she slid her ass up the length of my shaft. My crown popped free from her sphincter as she dropped to her knees, turning around to face me as she dipped down low, wrapping her lips around the tip.
Bobbing her head at a steady pace, her lips roamed up and down my shaft, slurping up the juices that her asshole had left behind. She took me to the base about three or four times then pulled her lips back up to the tip, saliva trickling down the length of my shaft. Crawling up between my thighs, she planted her knees either side of my torso as she straddled my waist, my stiff cock nestled in between her ass cheeks. Leaning over me, Bryce gripped the strap of one of my handcuffs, tugging at it gently as she looked me in the eyes.
"Would you like me to untie these?" she asked, a playful smile tickling the sides of her mouth.
"Please," I said, returning a grin of my own.
"Are you gonna be a good boy for me?"
I nodded. "I'll be on my best behaviour."
"Good," she said, then uncuffed my wrists, one after the other.
Bryce put a hand to the side of my face and pushed her lips against mine, kissing me deeply with passion and lust. My hands, of course, went straight for her ass, almost moving of their own accord as I grabbed her enormous cheeks. Bryce stared down at me as our lips came apart, pulling her tongue from my mouth.
"Put your cock in me," she ordered, lust burning in her blue-green eyes.
She didn't have to tell me twice. Quickly smacking one of her big, round ass cheeks, I reached down promptly and grabbed my cock, pointing my crown at her sphincter. I pushed it inside her and Bryce did the rest, lowering herself onto it, just as she had before. I couldn't see her asshole this time as it swallowed my cock, but I could sure as hell feel it, that tight ring sliding down my shaft until it reached the very bottom.
Sitting up straight, she rested her hands on those big, thick thighs, bouncing her ass as she started to ride me. I reached for the zip underneath her chin and pulled it down to her navel, freeing those perky tits. Her face lit up in the throes of passion, titties jiggling as she worked her body up and down my dick. I dug my fingers into both her cheeks, feeling them shake as the pace increased. It was a shame I couldn't see them but the feeling of those big orbs rippling as she rode my cock more than made up for that.
For a while I just sat there and took it, gripping that beautiful ass and feeling it bounce and jiggle as it crashed down onto my thighs. But after being so passive for such a long time, I needed to take control. I gave her ass an assertive slap then moved my hands to her hips. The PVC squeaked underneath my fingers as I gripped them tightly, pulling her down into me and impaling her body on my thick, hard cock.
Her moans grew louder, as did the smacking sounds echoing around the room as her thick ass clattered against my thighs. A look of ecstasy was etched across her features, fingers brushing hair from her flushed red face as she rode me under my direction. She was close now, and as her asshole tightened further around the width of my cock, I knew just what was required to push her over the edge.
I moved one hand to the small of her back, placing the other between her shoulders as I pulled her down on top of me. Her lips went to mine and her tongue pushed into my mouth as my hands went downwards, grabbing two palmfuls of ass. I got a firm grip and started thrusting, bouncing my ass off the padded surface as I drilled my dick into her colon. Our lips came apart and Bryce pushed herself up with her arms as she stared at the wall in front of her, screaming at the top of her lungs.
"Oh, fuuuccckkk!!! Yes! Yes! YES! Fuck me! Pound that big fucking ass!"
Her words were like a starting pistol and they sent my hips into overdrive. I drove into her harder with every thrust I took, her ass cheeks rippling in the palms of my hands. The feeling was incredible, even after all this time, and the harder they jiggled, the harder I fucked her, driving to the base with each ever quickening thrust.



"Ohhh, my God!" Bryce gasped, tilting her head down to face me, wide eyed and open mouthed. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! I'm gonna cum!"
A few more thrusts and she did just that. Her head jolted upwards and she screamed at the distant wall as I slammed up into her, dicking her though the throes of climax. Her body trembled from head to foot, eyes rolling into the back of her pretty red head as she rode the waves of pleasure. I didn't stop thrusting until her body stopped shaking and her asshole began to relax. It felt like a noose had been loosed from the base of my shaft. She collapsed down onto me, kissing me slowly and with lots of tongue, feeling me throb in her anal cavity.
"Wow," she said simply, and as far as words went, that was enough for the pair of us.
She stayed like that for a moment until she regained control of her faculties, then inched herself off my dick, sliding her sphincter past the swell of my crown. She kissed me once more then crawled to the edge of the bench. Pulling the cushion out from under my head, she planted her knees either side of it, dropping that ass back down on top of me. Her big cheeks covered my mouth and nose, instantly cutting off my oxygen supply. It was a familiar predicament, but with my hands now free of those pesky cuffs, I could have escaped it if I wanted to do so. But of course, I didn't. That ass on my face felt as great as ever and honestly I'd gone without air for such long periods that I felt like I could survive without it.
My tongue poked out of my mouth and all but guided itself to whichever orifice it was capable of reaching. This time it was her asshole and I licked across it as best I could, feeling it twitch against the tip of my tongue. Bryce knelt like that for close to a minute, lightly moaning as I licked her asshole. Then I felt a hand reach down, gripping my hair as she worked her ass back and forth, grinding it against my face. I kept my tongue outstretched, tasting both holes as her ass rubbed against me.
Following up with another extended bout of facesitting, Bryce allowed me to catch my breath as she turned one-eighty degrees, returning that ass to its rightful place. Leaning forward at the waist, she slid her lips down onto my cock, sinking to the balls on the very first pass. Grabbing two handfuls of ass, my tongue rolled out from between my lips and I guided it straight to her pussy, licking along the length of her slit. A fresh coat of moisture hard formed on the lips of her pussy, but my greedy tongue made light work of that.
I moved down to her clit, encircling it with my tongue as she continued to suck me. Her thick lips roamed up and down my cock, that sprightly tongue lapping at the shaft as she slurped up her anal fluids. Wrapping her arms around both my thighs, she used them for leverage as she pulled herself downwards, head bobbing at a furious pace. Every few passes she'd stay down low, keeping my dick lodged as deep as possible and only coming back up when her gag reflex told her to.
My cock throbbed harder the deeper she took me but I kept my focus on the task at hand. I stayed on her clit a little while longer then moved up to her asshole, licking across it several times before I pushed my tongue inside. I couldn't go too deep in the position I was in, but I sank it inside her as far as I could, slowly bobbing my head as I probed her anal cavity.
We kept this up for several minutes, pleasuring one another with our mouths until Bryce moved forward, giving me a fantastic view of her ass as she moved it down my torso. I stuffed the cushion back behind my head then grabbed her ass instinctively as it hovered just above my groin. I took a minute to admire the view, gripping it harder and enjoying the sight of my fingers sinking into all that flesh.
"Ahem," said Bryce, peering back over her shoulder. "You just gonna stare or are you gonna stick your cock in there?"
"I was gonna do both," I shot back, drawing a chuckle from my curvaceous guest.
"Alright then, smart guy. Bring it on."
Keeping a hand on her enormous ass, I grabbed my cock with the other and moved it towards her sphincter. I pressed the tip up against it, listening to her whine as I pushed it inside. My hands slid up to her hips and I gripped them tightly, pulling her down my cock. Her asshole slid down my shaft, only stopping when those lovely big asscheeks were squished up against my torso. I kept her there for a second or two then pushed her back up again, watching as my cock was slowly unveiled.
Gripping her hips, I quickly fell into a steady rhythm. Guiding her ass along the length of my shaft, dull smacks increased in volume as I pulled her down harder, slamming it against my abs. Bryce hopped up onto her feet and wrapped her arms around her meaty legs, practically pinning them to her tummy as she worked her ass up and down my dick. My fingers dug into her flesh as I tightened my grip on her hips, keeping her steady as she rode me harder, performing textbook squats on my long, thick cock. I stared ahead, utterly mesmerised as her ass beat down on my abs, every strike sending ripples through both her cheeks. My cock was throbbing and every crash of those juicy buns against my torso brought me closer to the point of climax. I'd been on borrowed time for a while now, and I sought to fit in one last position before Mount Tyler erupted in devastating fashion.
I moved my hands to the small of her back and pushed her forward as I rolled up onto my knees, switching from reverse cowgirl to doggy style in one seamless motion. One quick slap of her ass and I started thrusting, drilling into that big, thick booty with all I had left in the tank. My hands went down and grabbed her cheeks, spreading them wide so I could watch my dick as it vanished inside her rectum. Each thrust took me right to the base and I could hear how wet she was as my big, swinging ballsack slapped against her pussy. She was getting close herself and it got me wondering if I could make her cum before I did. It was gonna be tough, but if there's one thing you should know about me by now it's that I like to push myself.
"Let that hair down," I instructed and, to my infinite surprise, Bryce complied in an instant.
Removing her scrunchy, she gracefully shook out that vibrant red hair, letting it spill over her shoulders and back. Gathering it in a tightly clenched fist, I held it like reins as I thrusted harder, wrenching her head back as my cock bored deep into her anal passage. Bryce screamed at the wall in front of her as I pounded her hard and fast, clapping her ass with my pelvis.
I wound her red hair around my knuckles and yanked it sharply, pulling her up the rest of the way. Now her back was against my torso and I wrapped an arm around her chest to make sure it stayed there as I picked up the pace, pounding with little restraint. Her head turned to the side and I kissed her from behind as I drove my cock into her ass, my hands moving in different directions. One went to her throat, choking her lightly, while the other slid down until I found her clit, thrumming it vigorously as I continued to rail. Her screams got louder and every rub of her clit tightened her asshole like I was turning a lever.
"You gonna cum for me?" I asked, sneering into her ear.
Her body was trembling in my arms and a gasping "uh huh," was all she could manage in response.
I slowed my thrusts but strummed her even harder as I rammed my cock in deep, those incredible ass cheeks cushioning each thrust. It only took a few to tip her over the edge and I buried myself inside her as I felt her cum, kneading her clit as her asshole squeezed my cock to the point of bursting.
"AHHH!!! OH MY GODDD!!!" Bryce screamed as a thunderous orgasm tore through her curvy frame, shaking her down to the core.
I rubbed her pussy until her body stopped shaking then pulled my cock from her ass. Gripping it at the base, I didn't even have time to aim before a thick torrent of burning hot splooge sprayed from the tip of my prick. The first rope went up her back, starting just above her ass and not stopping until it reached her hair. I pointed my cock at her ass and fired again, shooting cum across both her cheeks.
Bryce turned, taking my cock in her mouth as she swatted my hand away. Curling her fingers at the base, she pumped her fist up and down my shaft, jerking out the last few drops. Her lips stayed pursed at the tip as she swallowed the last of my load, then slid down my cock several times as she cleaned me of her various fluids. She pried my cock from between her lips, grinning at me as I stood there panting.
"So, how much time do we have?" she asked as she took my cock in her hands, stroking it slowly from bottom to top.
I looked at my watch; it was three pm. My next guest was arriving at eight, so all I really needed was an hour to shower and get myself ready. Some kind of rest time probably would have been advisable, but as I saw Bryce's ass as it stuck out behind her, still covered in streaks of my cum, I knew I wouldn't be getting any of that.
"Ermm...about three hours."
"Good," she said, looking at the various items dotted around the room. "'Cause there's a lot I like down here."
Damn. Could be a long afternoon.
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Vacations. We all need one once in a while. Even if your life's a near 24 hour fuckathon like mine is, it's good to jet off somewhere every now and again, if only for the change of scenery. Or so I've been led to believe. Those of you who remember my first encounter with Hayley Atwell will know that I, in fact, am woefully under-travelled, and have never actually left these United States. Well, Hayley herself could scarcely believe it when I told that to her and has been bugging me to visit her in London ever since.
Now, call me crazy, but as a lifelong resident of suburban LA, I've never really had much interest in that rainy little island across the pond, and have always thought that I'd feel more at home in the sun of Southern California. But then I met Hayley. Frankly, I'd hop on the next flight to war torn Somalia if she asked me to, and would be more than happy to brave a stroll through the foggy streets of London if I knew that curvy body of hers would be there waiting for me.
So the intent was there, for sure, but getting our schedules to align was tricky to say the least. I was fully booked from our first encounter in September 2022, right through to the following May. Yep, even Christmas. Of course, Hayley came to visit me whenever she was in LA, which was more than enough to tide us over, but that fabled week together in the city of London remained as elusive as ever.
Then, as May turned to June and the heat in Los Angeles ratcheted up just that little bit more, those regulars of mine with partners and families (which is most of them, if I'm totally honest) sought to swap the hustle and bustle of Hollywood for the sandy beaches of Europe and the Caribbean. Suddenly my diary was looking a little thin, so I contacted Hayley as quickly as I could to tell her the good news.
Unfortunately she was still pretty busy with filming and the like, but knowing Hayley as well as I did, I wasn't surprised to learn that she had a solution. Instead of staying with her for the duration of my trip, Hayley suggested renting a place for a week so I could entertain some visitors while she was off at work. She'd told all her friends about me, as guests tend to do, and said she knew of a great many Brits who were longing to pay me a visit.
Of course, I leapt at the suggestion and spent the next few weeks trawling UK property sites for vacation homes in the vicinity of the nation's capital. I found somewhere I liked the look of in a place called 'Kent', and Hayley went along to take a look at it for me, giving me a virtual tour with her phone as the realtor (or the 'estate agent', as she called him) showed her around. The house looked nice and was a decent size (it didn't look too much different to my own place really) so I gave her the go ahead. Hayley's people took care of the rest and before I knew it the place was mine for the third week of July.
I booked my flights and carried on my schedule as normal, growing increasingly excited as Hayley filled me in on her plans for the week. My flight was booked for the Thursday evening, meaning I'd arrive in London at about 3am on Saturday probably, but I'm sure that wouldn't stop Hayley from giving me a very warm British welcome. She was free on Friday but busy on the weekend and for much of the following week, so she booked me in a few visitors to keep me busy. Then Hayley and I would have the weekend together before I came back home. It was coming together nicely. All I needed was someone to keep me company for the first couple days and I was good to go.
Enter Christina Hendricks.
Christina had been a regular visitor for a few months now, after being first brought along by Alison Brie (what a weekend that was!). She'd been with her fiance in Italy for the first two weeks of June and, far be it from me to say that she missed me, but she booked a stay at my place as soon as she got back home. Visits from Christina are always wild, but this one was a cut above. We fucked like bunnies for the entire duration, stopping only to eat, sleep a little and to take the occasional shower.
She'd been busy with work before she went on her trip, so by the time her stay rolled around Christina had been deprived of my cock for about six weeks. I'm not saying she had an itch to scratch, but even after three days of almost non-stop sex she still wasn't fully satisfied and even enquired about the possibility of extending her stay until the weekend. Normally I'd have jumped at the chance, but I was scheduled to drink a nice warm pint of bitter in one of Kent's finest pubs that weekend and not even Miss Hendricks and her world-famous tits were going to get in the way of that.
"Sorry," I said with a heavy heart. "No can do, I'm afraid. I'm flying to London on Thursday."
"London, huh?" she replied, sounding more intrigued than disappointed.
"Yeah...visiting someone."
"Care to tell me who?"
"Erm...not really sure I should."
"Oh, come on," she pushed. "I'm not gonna blab. Who is it?"
"OK, it's Hayley Atwell."
"Oooh, lucky you! I've always wanted to meet her. Think I could tag along?"
Now, obviously my first thought was 'Hayley Atwell and Christina Hendricks? Yes, yes, a million times YES!', but with Hayley's work commitments, we'd only have three days together and...well, I wasn't sure she'd be willing to share.
But instead of explaining all that I simply laughed it off, replying with a casual, "well, I'm leaving in the morning. I'd imagine the flight is fully booked by now."
Christina laughed too, louder than I did, then patted my head like a dog. "Oh, God. You're adorable. I'm Christina Hendricks, honey," she explained with a grin. "Nothing is fully booked for me."
Kinda patronising, but I guess that made sense. "OK, but I haven't seen Hayley in a while. She might, you know...want me all for herself."
I half expected her to say 'I'm Christina Hendricks' again, but instead she basically just ignored me, dismissing my words with a wave of her hand. "Oh, I'm sure that won't be a problem. How long are you going for?"
"Ten days."
"Ten days?! Fuck, I don't think even *I* could handle you for ten days! She's gonna need some help! Tell you what, I'll just come for the first couple days, then greedy little Miss Atwell can have you to herself. Sound good?"
Of course that did sound good, but obviously Hayley wasn't gonna be there for much of my stay so I still wasn't sure that would work. I considered telling Christina that, then decided to maybe stop trying to talk my way out of what would basically be my dream threesome and just go with the flow a little.
"I'll have to check with her first."
"Oh, yeah. You do that," she said, waving her hand at me again like any such check would be merely a formality. She doesn't lack for confidence, I'll give her that.
I texted Hayley and well...Christina was right.
Hayley: THE Christina Hendricks?
Me: Yeah...
Hayley: Hmm, let me think about that. Erm...OF COURSE she can bloody come! Blimey, love, did you really have to ask me that?! [laugh emoji]
OK. I think that was a 'yes'.
I showed the message to Christina and a grin stretched across her face. "Told ya."
Next, she rang the airline, changing her voice a little and saying that she was ringing 'on behalf' of Christina Hendricks who desperately needed a flight to London the following day. I won't relay the whole conversation but suffice it to say that Christina was right about that too, and not only did she book herself on the supposedly full flight, she also got upgrades to first class for both her and myself. Who would've thought that fucking famous women would have so many perks?
We banged once more then got to packing. Christina had some clothes with her, of course, so we stuck those on a wash and dry and they were ready by the following morning. We woke nice and early, ate, showered and pulled on some clothes. Jeans and a tee-shirt for me, while Christina wore a light, flowery sundress, the loose-fitting material doing little to restrain those world-class boobs.
I booked an Uber, locked up the house and we waited in the driveway for the car to arrive. The driver stashed our cases in the trunk of his car and we headed for LAX. We talked a little on the way there but Christina was cautious, speaking to me like I was one of her staff. But I didn't mind, especially since she slipped off one of her shoes and teased my cock with her foot a little when the driver wasn't looking. If she kept doing that, she could talk to me however she liked.
We arrived at the airport and I stacked our luggage onto a trolley so I could wheel it around the terminal. Two reasons for this: 1) I'm a gentleman, and more importantly, 2) it made me look like I was her assistant, not some young guy that was fucking her behind her finace's back. We checked in, handed over our luggage and went through security. We had some time to kill before we could board so I fetched us a couple of coffees. I was still pretty horny from the teasing in the car and I wondered if Christina might relieve me in a departure lounge bathroom. Though since she wouldn't even speak to me without ordering me to do something, I figured the chances were slim to none.
And I was right. Christina didn't so much as look at my cock for the entirety of our wait and much of our flight to London. I slept a little on the plane, ate the first-class meal (a lot better than coach, I can tell you that) and took in some in-flight movies. One of which was Somebody I Used to Know, starring a certain Alison Brie. I'm no Roger Ebert but she's completely naked for much of the movie so I definitely give it two thumbs up. Besides, there's something about watching a movie starring someone you've fucked every which way that makes it that much more enjoyable. Especially when there's a whole bunch of people sitting there watching it too, completely unaware of what its main star gets up to in her spare time.
So, after seeing Alison in so few clothes, it was only natural for my mind to start to wonder, and I found myself remembering times I'd spent with her in similar states of undress. Apologies, Alison, if you're reading this, but if you weren't so gorgeous and great in bed I might not have been so distracted! Anyway, thinking about sex with Alison Brie only leads in one direction and it didn't take long for my travel companion to notice the lump now forming in the crotch of my pants.
"Hmm," she purred softly, "what's got you so excited?" She reached across to look at my screen, spotting her naked friend. "Ah, that explains it," she laughed, then leaned in close to me, whispering into my ear. "Remember when my tongue was in that pussy while you were fucking me from behind?" She pointed right at the screen during a full frontal shot where Alison's pussy was entirely on display. Thankfully, the thick brown bush she was rocking had been sheered off prior to our meeting.
"Mmhmm," I mumbled back, making sure I spoke softly so no-one else could hear. "It wasn't as hairy then, but yeah..."
Christina laughed and glanced across the aisle at the people closest to us. I had a look too; both were asleep.
"Then I rode you while she sat on your face," Christina continued, wrapping an arm around my shoulder as she placed a hand on my knee, slowly running it up my thigh. She found my cock in a matter of moments, lightly gripping it through my pants as she recounted our night with Alison. "Then you came, if I remember correctly. All over our faces and, of course, my tits as well."
She curled her fingers around the top of my shaft and started rubbing, jerking me off through the fabric. I gripped the arms of the chair, swallowing nervously as I tried to maintain my composure. As good as it felt being jerked off by Christina, the last thing I wanted to do was shuffle to the bathroom with a spunk stain on my pants.
"Then we had a break for...oh, maybe ten minutes? Then you went down on me while Ali sucked on my tits. She loves burying her face in between them," she giggled, then gripped my cock much tighter as she added, "almost as much as you."
My cock started pulsing and it didn't help one bit that I was now picturing everything she was saying very vividly in my mind. "Then she sat on my face and played with my tits while you fucked me some more. Then she went down on me while you fucked her from behind. Then you came right in that pussy, I believe," said Christina, again pointing her finger at Alison's on-screen snatch. "Then I licked it out of her. Mmm, it tasted even better than usual."
Oh, God. It was too much. I did my best to think about something else but given that the alternative was a naked Alison Brie, the situation was pretty much hopeless.
"I think you came five times that night," Christina went on. "And if you're not careful...you're going to do it again."
And with that, she pulled her hand back, leaving me throbbing as she flipped open a magazine and started leafing through it. Part of me was relieved, but the other part almost grabbed her wrist and pulled it back into my groin. I needed to cum so badly that I could have just whipped it out right then and there. Though since such practices are highly illegal I figured that the bathroom might be more appropriate. Wasn't expecting Christina to join me but that was OK; I'd cum just fine without her.
I got up from my seat and was about to step into the aisle when I heard a voice beside me.
"And just where do you think you're going?" asked Christina, not even looking up from the in-flight literature.
"To the bathroom," I said, trying to cover my hardon as I stood there practically exposed.
"Uh uh," she said, shaking her head back and forth. "I don't think so somehow."
"I need to pee," I protested, suddenly feeling like I was six years old and had to ask permission before I relieved myself.
She finally looked up from her reading material, grinning from ear to ear. "Right," she said, "of course you do. You sit back down and watch the movie."
I took a quick look at the bathroom and almost made a beeline for it before I reconsidered. Maybe this was her new thing. She'd never expressed any interest in orgasm denial until this point (for her or myself), but if it was something she was into now then fuck it, I was into it too. I did sat back down but there was no fucking way I was watching the movie. When you're a thigh rub away from messing your pants the last thing you want to be staring at is Alison Brie's tits. I switched it off immediately and searched for something to cool me off. Sorry again, Alison. You can blame Christina for that.
The rest of the flight passed by without incident. I watched the least sexy movie I could find and slept a little more as we cruised over the Atlantic. The flight from LA to London takes the best part of a week (at least that's what it feels like), so I obviously did have to go to the bathroom numerous times before we reached our destination. Christina let me go thankfully. but was sure to let me know that she was 'timing me' each time I emptied my bladder.
I felt like I'd aged a couple of years by the time we reached Heathrow, and was already dreading the journey home where I wouldn't even have Christina for company. Still, I'd be able to beat off in the bathroom as much as I liked. We passed through security, fetched our bags from the terminal and went in search of a car. I got a text from Hayley telling me she was on her way and she gave me the ZIP code for my GPS. Or as she put it, 'the postcode for [my] SatNav'. They talk funny here.
I stashed our luggage in the trunk (sorry, the boot [see what I mean]) of our rental, punched in the postcode and set off towards Kent. It was a little after three PM by the time we hit the road and the 'motorway' (freeway to you and me) bore none of the suburban traffic that I was so used to in Southern California. Christina gazed out the window, taking in that famous English countryside as we cruised down the M25. Sure, it was pretty and all that, but the only view for me was Christina's tits, which had been practically bulging out of her sundress from the moment we left my house. I was still super pent up from the incomplete handjob she'd given me on the plane and was finding it hard to keep my eyes on the road as her world class tits shook and jiggled beside me.
Christina noticed as she turned back towards me, and a wily grin stretched across her face as she warned me to watch the road.
"Sorry," I said, returning my eyes to the windshield.
"You're a little distracted, huh?"
"A little?!" I smirked, looking back down at her cleavage without shame or apology.
Christina laughed. "Hmm, think we better get that out of your system before you plow us into a truck."
"Oh, yeah? And how are you gonna...?"
I didn't even finish my question before she reached over the centre console, placing her hand in my crotch, just like she did on the plane.
"Oh..." I said, suddenly going stiff as she groped at the lump in my pants.
Running her hand along the length of my shaft, I could feel it growing harder as she stroked it up and down, the bulge getting bigger with every pass she took. She did this several times then reached a little higher, unbuckling my belt and undoing my pants a button at a time. Reaching inside, she fished out my cock from inside my boxers and whipped it out in a flash, gripping it tightly as she knelt on her seat.
"Don't crash," she said, grinning as she kissed my cheek.
"Try not to," I replied, tightening my grip on the steering wheel as her head went down into my lap.
She kissed the tip with her big, puckered lips and I groaned out loud as she slid them downwards, wrapping them around the ridge of my crown. I'd been rocking the blue balls for the past eight hours and my cock started leaking as soon as it touched her mouth. Her tongue found the tip as she sunk down lower, lapping up the precum as it oozed straight out of my slit.
Christina loves giving blowjobs and has complained in the past that her oral prowess doesn't get the acclaim it deserves. In fact, she told me once that guys are so eager to bury their cocks in her titties that the oral part of foreplay is often passed over altogether. Well, all I can see is that those guys are missing out 'cause Christina Hendricks gives mind-blowing head. Perfectly pressured, with airtight suction and textbook application of saliva, each pass she takes is a delight to the senses.
It never takes more than a few of these to get me throbbing and this time was no exception. Soon she was taking me right to the base, my crown twitching as it pressed against the back of her throat. I focused on the road as much as I was able, knowing how difficult it was from my trip with Anne and Jessica. Not sure what it is about redheads and car sex but long may it continue. Cars sped by in their droves, some honking angrily which told me that I may have been going a little slower than is deemed acceptable. The windows were tinted so they couldn't see in, but I suspect they might have been a little more forgiving if they knew I was getting blown by Christina Hendricks.
I heard her start to moan as she sucked me harder, quickening her tempo considerably. I took a quick glance to my left (yep, steering wheel's on the wrong side here, which I'll be honest, wasn't making things any easier), noting that a hand had vanished in between her thighs. She was clearly as horny as I was, and it got me wondering what the legal stance was on pulling over at the side of a motorway. Christina had the same idea and as my crown popped free from between her lips, she gave me an instruction that was hard to say 'no' to.
"Pull over."
I was still in two minds, believe it or not, but my hands started moving of their own accord. One reached for the turn signal while the other pulled right on the steering wheel, moving into the neighbouring lane. I drove on a bit further then got a few more angry honks as I signalled again and parked my rental at the side of the road. We looked at each other for a second then threw the doors open, leaping out the car as fast as we could. We moved quickly and anyone passing at that exact moment would have been treated to the breathtaking sight of Christina's huge tits flopping up and down as she raced around to the back of the vehicle.



We opened the rear doors and climbed onto the backseat, slamming them shut behind us as we all but dove at each other. The kissing that followed was wild and intense; greedy and passionate and heavy on the tongue. I slumped back into the seat as Christina straddled me, our lips pressed together and tongues intertwined. Hands ran over each other's bodies, removing the necessary clothing. I slid my hands under the hem of her dress, pulling down her panties as I threw my head forward, burying it in her cleavage. I've shoved my face between those tits more times than I can count and I swear they get better every time- so big and so full they could give Bryce Dallas Howard's famously huge ass cheeks a run for their money. And having examined both body parts in extensive detail, you can take my word on that.
Christina tugged at the waistband of my pants and I lifted my ass off the seat so she could pull them down. She yanked them down to my knees, taking my boxers with them. My cock sprang out and Christina grabbed it, rubbing it against her slit. My crown twitched as I felt her wetness, warmth pouring from between her lips. She slid down onto it and our mouths came apart, gasping in unison as I filled her up. Her eyes met mine and I stared into those ocean blues as she started riding me, working my cock with grace and poise. She was still wearing her lengthy sundress but I kept bunched in one of my hands as I gripped her ass with the other, helping her up and down my shaft.
Her tits started bouncing as she rode me harder, all but spilling from the top of her dress. I decided to help them in that endeavour and reached up to the top of her back, unbuttoning her dress and pulling it down to her waist. I don't usually bother taking a woman's breasts out during a quickie like this, but come on...this is Christina Hendricks we're talking about. Her tits were holstered by a push up bra that somehow made them look even bigger. But no matter how great they looked bulging out from underneath that fabric, they always look better when out in the open. I found the clasp of her bra and unhooked it with my fingers, sliding the straps down her arms and tossing it at the window.
Her tits fell out and I took them in my hands, pushing them together as she rode my cock. I poked out my tongue and put it to her nipples, licking back and forth from one large titty to the next. Loud, sharp breaths started spilling from between her lips and her pussy got wetter as I licked her massive tits. Wrapping my lips around one of her nipples, I suckled her greedily as my hands groped and squeezed, kneading her tits like handfuls of dough. I was so immersed in those two huge boobs that I almost forgot where I was. Honestly, I could play with these things all day and all night, but figured I should put them down before someone reported us. I had lots of things planned for my first night in England, and seeing the inside of a jail cell was definitely not one of them.
I moved my hands to her hips and gripped them tightly, digging my fingers in as I helped her thick body up and down my cock. Now unencumbered, her tits were flopping around like nobody's business, jiggling faster the harder she rode me. Now her ass was crashing down onto my thighs, producing loud slapping sounds that echoed around the car's interior. Her pussy was clenching, gripping me harder with every pass she took. My cock started throbbing, precum leaking from the tip every time it touched her cervix.
Both of us were so horned up that we came in a matter of minutes. Christina was first and I gripped her harder as she sunk to the base of my cock, staying right there as a powerful climax sparked to life from deep inside her. Her head tipped back and her mouth came open, launching a high pitched scream towards the roof of my rental car.
"Ohhh, fuuuccckkk! YES! Yes, yes, yes, yes!"
I grabbed onto her tits and squeezed them with both my hands, putting my lips to a nipple and sucking as hard as I could. Her orgasm extended by another few seconds, a hot stream of fluid gushing forth from her pussy that soaked every inch of my cock. The tightness and warmth were too much for me to handle and I promptly returned fire, unleashing an orgasm that had been building within me for the past six hours. Thick ropes of cum splashed across her inner walls, amplifying the waves of pleasure now coursing through her every inch. Her pussy squeezed tighter, forcing more cum out as my cockhead spasmed. We stayed like that for quite some time, feeding off each other's orgasms until the pair of us were totally spent.
A lazy grin stretched across her face as she leaned in to kiss me and we stayed like that for several minutes, holding each other tightly as we tried to catch our breath. Christina kissed me one last time then climbed down from my lap, a thick mess of cum dripping from her pussy that left a puddle on the backseat. There goes my deposit. No pun intended.
We redressed ourselves and returned to the front seat, pulling back onto the motorway like nothing had happened. Christina popped the radio on and flicked through the stations until she found something she liked. Turns out she has an affinity for 90's britpop so I guess she's in the right country. Anyway, she found a station that was heavy on that, and Blur, Oasis and co. accompanied us for the rest of the journey.
I continued along the motorway for another half hour then took the exit onto the A21, following that to Royal Tunbridge Wells, which is quite possibly the most British place name I've heard in my life. The road gave way to country lanes and I followed those for a while until we found the house, nice and secluded in the middle of nowhere. A flashy sports car was parked in the driveway, letting me know that my guest had already arrived. Which was just as well 'cause she had the keys.
I parked up next to the sports car and we both climbed out of the rental. I fetched our luggage from the trunk and we wheeled our cases to the front door. Christina rang the doorbell and we listened as heavy footsteps approached from inside. The door opened and the beaming face of Hayley Atwell greeted us from the entryway. Casually dressed like Christina and myself, she looked as stunning as ever in open-toed heels, a pair of tan pants and a low-buttoned blouse, that nut brown hair dangling down over her shoulders.
"Blimey! You guys took your time. Get lost, did ya?" she asked, her lips curled up in a suggestive grin.
"Err...something like that," I said, responding with a smirk of my own. "Hayley, Christina. Christina, Hayley."
Hayley scoffed. "Pfft! Please. This lady needs no introduction. Welcome to England, love."
She wrapped her arms around Christina and pulled her in for a welcoming hug. Now I know what you're thinking and yes, the sight of their breasts squished together was as good as it sounds, and yes, it has been burned into my memory forever.
"Nice to meet you," said Christina.
"Pleasure's all mine," said Hayley. She took a step back, holding Christina's hands as she looked her up and down. "Wow! Even more stunning in person."
Christina blushed a little and waved a dismissive hand. "Well, coming from you that's quite the compliment."
"Well, ain't she a sweetheart," said Hayley as she looked at me. "You know, you can probably take off now, Tyler. I think we'll be fine without you," she added, turning back to Christina. "What about you, love?"
"Hmm, well I do need someone to bring my case in."
"Yes, that's true," Hayley agreed. "Well, you heard the lady," she said, looking back at me as she clapped her hands together. "Come on. Chop chop."
I fetched my case with one hand and grabbed Christina's with the other, wheeling them both inside.
"Come with me," said Hayley, closing the door behind us. "I'll give you the tour."
The layout of the house was remarkably similar to my place back home, with a very large kitchen and living room. This gave way to a lengthy corridor, leading to various rooms and a stairwell at the end which took us to the second floor. The rooms, for the most part, were pretty standard fare- bedrooms, bathrooms and the like. No gym or massage room unfortunately, but there was a games room on the second floor which housed various consoles, arcade games and pinball machines, along with pool, air hockey and foosball tables. Couldn't imagine I'd get much use out of it with the things I had planned but it was a welcome amenity all the same.
Hayley led us to a room at the end of the hall, ushering us both inside.
"This is the master, so I guess this is your room," she said, taking us through to the en suite bathroom. "As you can see, it's got a shower if you need to refresh. You guys must be sweaty after all that travelling. And anything else you might've gotten up to," she added, giving us both another knowing smirk.
"You know, I am pretty hot now you come to mention it," Christina declared.
"You can say that again," Hayley quipped, drawing a laugh from Christina.
She pulled back the shower door and took a peek inside. "It's big."
"Room for three, I'd say," said Hayley, that grin on her face growing larger by the second.
"I'd say so too," Christina replied. "What do you think, Tyler?"
"Well, I haven't taken a look at it yet, but...yes. Definitely room for three."
The girls both giggled and grinned at each other as they moved in towards me. They pressed up against my chest, one on either side and I wrapped my arms around the pair of them, grabbing their asses as I pulled them closer. Hayley kissed me first, putting a hand to my cheek as our lips locked together, her tongue sliding into my mouth. The kiss was hard and filled with passion, and it told me how much she'd missed me. Our lips came apart but the hand stayed on my face as she pushed me towards Christina. This kiss was more familiar but no less intense, and even came with a grope of my cock as our tongues got tangled together.
Hayley's hand slid down to my chest, all but pushing me out of the way as she turned towards Christina. I wasn't complaining, mind you, and was more than happy with a watching brief as the girls got better acquainted. The kiss was hot (goes without saying) and it got me hard in seconds. I'd seen Christina with women before (as I believe has been established), but Hayley I had not. Watching her hands roam up and down that curvaceous body was a dream come true, and I could tell from the passion she exuded as she kissed another woman that this was definitely not her first time.
I gave myself a moment to take it all in then got back into the action, pushing my lips against theirs. Now, I'd love to relay the specifics of this but, truth be told, there were so many lips and tongues doing so many different things that I kind of lost track. One minute Hayley's tongue was in my mouth, then it was Christina's, then it was both of them together. And if you factor in the six roving hands grabbing at every conceivable body part, I'm surprised my head didn't explode.
I backed away safely while I still could, letting them continue as I undid the buttons on Christina's dress. I slid it down her arms and let it fall to the floor, kissing along her shoulders as I unhooked her push up bra. Their lips came apart as the bra came free, Hayley's eyes bulging as those fantastic tits were slowly unveiled. She should have been used to huge tits from looking in the mirror but, in fairness, Chrisitna's are on a whole different level.
"Oh, wow!" she gawped, raising her hands reflexively. "May I?"
"Please," Christina grinned, and Hayley's chin almost hit the bathroom floor as she cupped those famous boobs, kneading them gently with both her hands.
"Oh my God! Fuck, they're magnificent!" Hayley sighed, jiggling those two huge tits.
Christina laughed, placing a finger under Hayley's chin and kissing her again as she felt her up. Circling around behind Christina, I kissed along her shoulders and neck as my hands reached down, squeezing her ass through her panties. She turned her head to kiss me as Hayley's lips went to one of her breasts, kissing softly across the mountain of flesh. Her lips found a nipple and she took it in her mouth, sucking with greedy intent. A breathy moan spilled from Christina's lips and she turned to kiss me again as Hayley switched to the other boob, swirling her tongue around the nipple.
Pushing them together, Hayley licked back and forth from one large breast to the other, keeping them in her hands as she buried her face in between them. Christina grinned, moaning a little as Hayley immersed herself, gently slapping those tits against her face. It was a hell of a sight and my cock started throbbing as I watched the action, something Christina found out for herself as she ground her ass up against it. Hayley emerged from between her tits, still looking a little dumbstruck as she came up to kiss her.
"Bloody hell, love! Your tits are phenomenal!"
Christina laughed, brushing locks of hair from Hayley's face. "Thank you, sweetie. Yours aren't too bad either," she said as a hand reached down, grabbing a palmful through Hayley's blouse. "Can I take a closer look?"
"Absolutely," Hayley grinned, and they kissed some more as Christina unbuttoned her blouse.
I moved behind Hayley and she turned to kiss me as I slid her blouse down her arms, adding to the bundle of clothes now heaped on the bathroom floor. Christina kissed down her neck and past her collarbone, continuing south until she reached her tits. I unhooked her bra and Christina removed it, tossing it over shoulder as she took those tits in her hands, deftly squeezing each perfect mound. Her tongue came out and she licked one of Hayley's nipples, flicking it back and forth across the swollen teat. She switched to the other breast and repeated the action, then took the nippple in between her lips, suckling like a babe in arms.
I moved my hands from Hayley's ass and slid them around to her pussy, rubbing her gently through the crotch of her pants. Christina must have noticed 'cause she put Hayley's tits down as she heard her moaning, moving her hands to her shoulders and turning her one-eighty degrees.
"Come on," she said softly, nibbling at Hayley's ear. "Let's get these pants off you."
Unhooking the clasp on Hayley's trousers, she inched them down to her tops of her thighs, freeing that juicy ass. I latched onto her titties the first chance I got, fondling them eagerly as she pulled me in for a kiss. I wasn't as reserved as Christina had been and I dove in between them as our lips came apart, squeezing and groping as my face disappeared.
Christina giggled, kissing Hayley's neck as she watched me from over her shoulder. "He's a real tit man, isn't he?"
"Yep," Hayley laughed in agreement. "He suuure is."
I had a feeling Bryce might have something to say about that. In truth, I couldn't choose between ass and titties if I had a gun to my head, and the type of 'man' I am tends to differ from guest to guest.
I pulled my face from Hayley's tits and pushed them together, taking a nipple in between my lips. Licking and sucking in equal measure, my mouth made crude razzing sounds as I switched from breast to breast, motorboating to my heart's content. Hayley turned back to make out with Christina, going for my belt as she did so. Even without looking, she had it unbuckled in a matter of seconds. Fumbling blindly at the buttons on my pants, she stuffed a hand underneath my waistband, stroking my cock through my boxers. I pushed down my pants 'til they pooled at my ankles then removed the rest of my clothes.
A nipple fell from between my lips and I kicked off my pants as I moved up higher, turning the kiss into a threeway. Tongues flicked back and forth as I kissed each woman in turn, whipping down my boxers in double quick time. My cock flew out and Hayley grabbed it, jerking me slowly as she kissed my neck. Moving down lower, her lips left a trail across my chest and midriff, kissing every inch of me as she dropped to her knees.
Lips locked together and tongues entwined, I moaned into Christina's mouth as Hayley steered me into hers, taking me deep on the very first pass. Our lips came apart and I looked down at Hayley as she bobbed her head, staring right back with those big brown eyes. Gripping my hips with both her hands, fingers dug into my flesh as she worked me over, guiding her lips up and down my shaft. Every pass took another inch and I could feel myself pulsing as she sucked me harder, precum oozing from the tip of my prick.
Hayley's head game has always been great but I don't remember her being this...aggressive. I guess the time apart has been getting to her, and if I'm totally honest, it was getting to me as well. Going that long without seeing her was tough to say the least, though the force and ferocity of this reunion blowjob makes it feel like it was all worthwhile. Her lips touched the base and she kept me there for several seconds, feeling me pulse against her lips and tongue. She repeated the trick on an endless loop, sucking me harder with each pass she took.
I still hadn't recovered from the journey here and Hayley's warm mouth and world class blowjob skills were getting me very worked up and very, very quickly. I needed a distraction and, as luck would have it, I had two of the most distracting things on planet earth all but dangling in front of my face. Taking Christina's tits in the palms of my hands, I dove in deep without further delay, burying myself in the chasm between. Those tits in my face felt simply unreal, and I almost forgot about the plump set of lips sliding along the length of my shaft.
"Yeah, that's it, honey," Christina laughed. "You get in there good."
She placed a hand at the back of my head, needlessly holding me in place as those tits squished into me, beginning to cut off my oxygen supply. I was used to this, of course, from my time with Bryce and I dropped my hands from Christina's chest, letting her do as she pleased. She took the invitation and cupped those mounds herself, smooshing them into my face with greater exertion. I didn't fight it one iota and let her smother me as hard as she liked, moaning into her chest a little as Hayley sucked me off. It felt amazing and I reached down instinctively as she worked me over, grabbing the back of her head.
I scooped up a handful of nut-brown hair and wrapped it around my fist, using it as a rope to pull her up down my shaft. I felt her hands come free from my hips, and just as I'd submitted to her new best friend, Hayley did the same to me, allowing me to use that mouth however I desired. I pulled her lips to the ridge of my crown, holding her there a second before I pushed her back down again. The tip touched the back of her throat, a few light coughs escaping her full set of lips as they puckered at the base of my shaft.
I did this several times then moved my hands to the back of her head, holding her in place as I started thrusting. My crown pushed past her tonsils as I rolled my hips, pumping slow and deep. Each new thrust was sloppy and wet, and I could feel the warmth of Hayley's saliva as it soaked every inch of my shaft. This continued for quite some time. Christina's tits stayed squished in my face, only pulling away sporadically so I could catch my breath. The feeling was out of his world and the more she smothered me with those big, fat tits, the harder I thrusted into Hayley's mouth. Soon, wet smacking sounds were echoing around the room, getting louder by the second as my balls slapped against her chin.
"Hmm, he's getting a little carried away there, isn't he, Hayley?" came a voice from above me.
"Mmhmm," said Hayley, answering as best she could.
"I think I better put him in his place, don't you?" said Christina, and without waiting for an answer she gripped a fistful of hair, pulling my face from between her titties.



I gasped for air as she wrenched me free, gripping my hair tightly as she held me in place. Shifting her shoulders from side to side, her huge, bra-busting tits swung back and forth in tremendous fashion, slapping against my face in the process. The first strike nearly knocked me sideways and I halted my thrusts instinctively, releasing my grip on Hayley's hair as the blows rained down on my face.
"Yeah? You like that? Huh?" said Christina, taunting me. "You like those big tits in your face?"
I did like it, and if this was me being put in my place then I've gotta step out of line more often. In spite of the pain they caused, those big, weighty tits slapping against my face felt truly incredible, and I would have happily have let her continue until she beat me into a pulp.
Hayley's hands went back to my hips and her head started bobbing, lips sliding up and down my shaft as she sucked the life out of me. Christina grinned, getting a few more blows in before she dropped down beside her, leaving me battered and bruised, yet utterly throbbing as she joined the brunette on the bathroom floor. Hayley deepthroated me a few more times, handing me off to Christina who immediately followed suit. Her blowjob style was just as aggressive and she took me to the base in seconds, gazing up with those bright blue eyes as she made my dick disappear. Hayley watched for a minute then dipped down lower, wrapping her lips around my balls and sucking each one in turn.
They kept this up for several minutes, switching roles at regular intervals until Christina broke the routine. A ball fell from between her lips and she wrapped those plump pillows around the base of my shaft, beckoning Hayley to join her. Hayley accepted the invite and they squatted face to face, lips and tits pressed tightly together as they shared my throbbing cock. Squeezing and grabbing at each other's tits, they worked their lips up and down my shaft, a pair of sprightly tongues lapping at the underside. My cock was pulsing in between their lips, veins growing fatter with every pass they took. I'm not sure I have the vocabulary to describe the sensation so I'll go with 'fucking incredible', but really that's selling it someway short.
For the next few minutes I didn't move a muscle, simply stood there like a statue as they worked me over. After several slick passes down the length of my shaft, they stayed at the head for an extended break, giving the tip some special attention. I took this as my cue and placed my hands at the back of their heads, keeping them still as I started thrusting. My cock slid smoothly in between their lips, balls flinging upwards and slapping against their chins.
Christina's lips peeled away for a second as she wet two fingers, steering them between Hayley's legs. There were too many tits in the way for me to see what she was doing, but whatever it may have been, Hayley was clearly enjoying it. She moaned against the side of my cock, eyelids fluttering as the redhead worked her magic. Hayley reciprocated and soon they were moaning in unison, lapping at my cock as I thrusted harder. My cock throbbed harder with each new thrust, and if I didn't stop soon I'd be leaving my load on the bathroom floor. I gave a few more thrusts then quickly retreated, prying my cock from between their lips.
"Oooh!" Hayley cooed as she looked at Christina, a hand still rubbing in between her thighs. "I think he almost came."
"I think he did," Christina agreed. "Maybe we should cool him off a little."
The pair exchanged grins then rose to their feet, grabbing me by the arms and pulling me into the shower. Christina closed the door as Hayley turned on the shower, fiddling with dials until she found the perfect heat. Both came towards me and the three of us were struck by high velocity water as we gathered beneath the shower head. Each draped an arm across my shoulders, running fingers through my now wet hair as I wrapped my arms around them, grabbing two handfuls of ass.
I turned to Christina and kissed her first, tongues entangling as our lips sealed shut. I heard Hayley grab something from the rack on the shelf then felt the slick embrace of her soap-sudded hand as she grabbed my cock, jerking from base to tip. I turned to make out with her as Christina kissed my neck, adding another fist to the soapy handjob and making my dick throb harder than ever. They kissed each other as they jerked my cock, grins spreading wider as they turned back to face me.
"On your knees," said Hayley as they gripped my shoulders, pushing me down onto the floor.
Christina grabbed the shower gel and squeezed some onto her tits, pointing the bottle at Hayley's breasts and dousing those as well. I watched from underneath as they squished their titties together, gel turning to foam as one pair of enormous breasts was rubbed against the other. It was a hell of an image, and how it was supposed to be cooling me off I truly do not know.
Bending a little at the waist to get down to my level, I barely had a chance to brace myself as four fat tits were thrusted towards me, shoved into my face from left side and right. Both of them laughed as my head disappeared, huge tits nearly smothering me to death in the best way possible. My eyes were stinging from the soap but I wouldn't have complained even if I could have; those tits in my face felt way too good. But I wasn't the only one enjoying it, and if the cooing and giggling from above me was anything to go by, the girls were having just as much fun as I was. Every so often I'd hear them kissing, feeling more shower gel drip down into my hair as they smothered me harder, boobs getting foamier with every passing second.
I could've kept this up all day, in all honesty, but as my face was sandwiched between those four huge tits, I could feel my cock start throbbing with jealousy. I think they might've noticed 'cause suddenly those tits were pulled from my face, both grabbing an arm as they hauled me to my feet. I took a few seconds to catch my breath then stepped under the shower head, washing the soap from my face and hair.
The girls shared a laugh as they moved in closer; Hayley behind me, Christina in front. Christina poured out a palmful of fruit-scented gel, then handed the bottle to her friend. She slapped her hands down onto my chest, lathering up my torso as I pulled her in for a kiss. Hayley did the same behind me and I felt her hands run down to my ass, fingers digging into both my cheeks as she gave them a hearty squeeze. Then she plucked the shower head from the bracket on the wall and pointed it at my back, rinsing off foam as she kissed down the length of my spine. Christina went with her, kissing down my neck and across my torso as she dropped down slowly, planting her knees on the floor of the shower.
Hayley gripped my ass cheeks and pried them apart, smearing soap across my taint and asshole. At first I just thought she was washing me thoroughly, but it wasn't until she rinsed off the suds that I realised her intention. Keeping my cheeks spread widely apart, she threw herself forward without further delay, burying her face in my ass crack. She liked to do this every so often but, for some reason, this time it took me by surprise. And judging from her reaction, I don't think Christina was expecting it either. Peering around behind me, her mouth gaped open and her eyes went wide as she was what her friend was doing.
"Kinky bitch," she quipped, drawing a muffled laugh from Hayley as she poked out her tongue, licking along my taint and up to my asshole.
Taking my cock in her soapy hands, she jerked me slowly with very loud strokes, smearing suds along the length of my shaft.
"I'm liking her more by the second," she declared, looking at me with a smirk.
"So am I," I replied, groaning a little as Hayley's slick tongue slid back and forth across my asshole.
Christina laughed. "I can tell," she said, her grin getting wider as she felt me throbbing.
She grabbed the bottle of shower gel and squirted some onto her tits, cupping them in her hands as she wrapped them around my cock. She worked those tits into a lather as she ran them up and down my dick; loud, soapy smacking sounds bouncing off the shower walls as those big, pale beauties slapped against my torso. I've never been tittyfucked and rimmed at the same time before, and I can exclusively reveal that it feels just as good as it sounds. Those lovely big tits roamed along the length of my shaft, stimulating every nerve and fibre, veins pulsing vigorously as Hayley licked my ass.
Fingers digging into both my cheeks, I felt my asshole split open as she spread them wider, pushing her tongue inside. Those plump lips puckered as she bobbed her head, kissing my sphincter repeatedly as her tongue plunged deep into my ass. It triggered something in me and I grabbed Christina's titties and started thrusting, drilling my cock through that gorgeous rack. My crown poked out from the tops of her titties, leaking incessantly as it impaled itself on Christina's chin.
Hayley, meanwhile, kept her tongue extended, rewarding each thrust with a lick of my asshole. I was in heaven, my cock throbbing harder with each passing second. Christina gazed up from her spot on the floor, staring at me intensely with those beautiful big blue eyes. I stared straight back with equal fervour, putting a finger to her chin and angling her upwards as I leaned down to kiss her, tonguing her aggressively as I fucked those famous tits.
"Turn around," she said, grinning as our lips came apart. "I wanna do what she's doing."
Well, I wasn't gonna say 'no' to that. She grabbed my hips as I fished my cock from between her titties, turning under her direction. Gripping my cheeks and spreading them wide, she shoved her face in without hesitation, tonguing my ass with ravenous greed. She'd never licked my asshole before but, hey, this seemed like a good time to start.
Dousing her boobs in a fresh coat of gel, Hayley grabbed my cock and slapped it down between them, pushing those tits around the width of my shaft. Titfucks from Hayley are always amazing and this one was no different. My cock doesn't vanish like it does with Christina, but there is still more than enough meat there to enclose it fully, giving me the perfect tunnel to slide my dick through. And that's what I did, thrusting hard right from the start and slicing through her tits like a knife through butter.
Taking cues from Hayley before her, Christina kept her tongue outstretched, lapping at my asshole each time I pulled back. It felt incredible and my cock kept swelling as it sawed through Hayley's tits, leaking its goo into the depths of her cleavage. I grabbed the shower gel from the rack on the wall and squeezed more onto her tits, coating them thoroughly as I thrusted harder. Her hands started slipping across her big slick titties and she squeezed them harder to maintain her grip, tightening the pressure on my pulsing shaft.
I couldn't help but moan as those lovely big juggies squeezed my cock like a vice, the gap in between so wet and so tight that it almost felt like I was fucking a pussy. I wasn't sure how much more I could take, and I breathed a sigh of relief as she grasped her tits just a little too hard, popping my cock from between them.
"Whoops!" she said with a giggle, rinsing my cock with the shower head.
Wrapping her arms around the top of my thighs, Christina gripped me hard as I finished thrusting, returning her face to my asscrack. Hayley curled her fingers around the base of my shaft and she steered my cock in between her lips, taking a hardy portion on the very first pass. Bobbing slowly and sucking hard, she slurped up the excess water along with any other moisture that may have accumulated.
Christina licked across my puckered asshole, making my bellend throb as it nudged past Hayley's tonsils. Her tongue went stiff and she pushed it inside, probing me deeply as she bobbed her head. Hayley's lips, meanwhile, were dragging smoothly along the length of my shaft, her own slick tongue lapping at the underside as she took me to the back of her throat. She kept me there for close to a minute, finally retracting in a spray of spit. Thick ropes of saliva dripped from my pulsing shaft, merging with the puddles of water as they pooled on the floor of the shower.
Christina reached upwards and grabbed my cock, stroking the shaft as she tongued my ass. Hayley grinned and rolled out her tongue, kneading those soapy tits as she licked me softly, coaxing out precum from the tip of my prick. She grabbed the bottle of shower gel and squeezed some onto my shaft, teasing my slit as Christina stroked me. Her hand ran smoothly along the length of my shaft, smearing foam from bellend to base. It was more than I could handle and I felt my dick start to spasm in Christina's hands, the crown twitching like it could go off at any second. Reaching back behind me, I fisted a handful of wet red hair and pulled her face from my ass crack, prompting a laugh from Hayley.
"Oooh-hoo-hoo! Too much for you?" she asked with a grin. I winced a little as I fought the sensation, giving an honest nod. "Aww, do you need a break?"
I regained my composure and rolled my eyes, dismissing her question with a sneering scoff. "Pfft! Fuck no!"
I grabbed her by the arms, pulling her up from the floor of the shower. Her arms went around my shoulders and she grabbed the back of my head, pulling me down for a kiss. I gripped her ass as our lips locked together, making her shriek into my mouth as I hoisted her upwards. I moved my hands from her tight, toned ass and grabbed onto her thighs, still kissing wildly as I held her aloft. I grabbed my cock and pointed it upwards, rubbing it against her slit. I slid my hands back down to her thighs, my crown poised neatly between her dripping pink lips. Our lips came apart and I stared into her eyes as I dropped her downward, lowering her onto my cock. She slid down my length in the blink of an eye, mouth gaping wide as she sunk to the base of my shaft.
"Ohhhh, my God!" she squealed, her full lips rounded in a perfect O.
"Missed that?" I grinned, staring into her eyes as I held her there, throbbing deep inside her.
She didn't say a word, just nodded her head and our eyes stayed connected as I lifted her upwards, pulling her pussy to the ridge of my crown. I held her there for several seconds; long enough for me to miss her pussy and for her to miss my cock. Then I dropped her back down again, impaling her body on my long, thick shaft.
"Ohhh! FUCK!" she yelled, throwing her head back as I repeated the action, tossing her body up and down my cock.
I grabbed her ass cheeks as our bodies collided, feeling them ripple in the palms of my hands. Titties were flopping this way and that, slapping against my face as I bounced her harder. I poked out my tongue as those tits smacked against me, licking them as best I could as they bounced all around her chest.
So engrossed was I in Hayley's body that I almost forgot this was a threesome. But I was quickly reminded of that when Christina gripped my buttcocks and spread them apart, burying her face in my ass. Her tongue came out and found my asshole, licking across it with long, wet strokes. She'd clearly gotten a taste for rimming after Hayley introduced her to it, and I made sure to thank her for that by bouncing her up and down my dick with extra force and gusto.
"Ohhhh! Yes, yes, yes! That's it!" she cried, screaming at the ceiling above her. "Gimme that dick!"
Licking back and forth across my puckered sphincter, Christina's tongue stiffened as she pushed it into my ass, probing me deeply as I fucked her friend. Loud, wet slapping sounds started echoing around the room, increasing in volume as I pulled her down into me, slamming her pelvis into mine. This continued until my arms began to tire and I opted for a change of tactics. Getting a firm grip on her nice toned ass, I pinned that thick body against my own, holding her in place as I started thrusting. Hips pumping at a frantic pace, I drilled my cock into the depths of her pussy, feeling those ass cheeks jiggle with every thrust I took. Her head fell forward and her lips found mine, moaning into my mouth as I fucked her harder.
Pulling her tongue from my asshole, Christina emerged from between my cheeks. Rising to her feet, she moved behind Hayley and licked two fingers, reaching down low as she kissed her neck.
"Ohhhh!" Hayley purred, peering at Christina from over her shoulder.
I couldn't see what Chrstina was doing, but from the way Hayley reacted I would say she was teasing her asshole. Whatever she was doing, it tightened Hayley's pussy like she was turning a screw, and it gripped my cock even harder as I drove it inside her. The girls made out as I slammed into Hayley's pussy; open-mouthed and with lots of tongue. It was hot as fuck, as I'm sure you can imagine, and I quickly joined in, putting my mouth to theirs and tonguing them both as I pounded Hayley, railing with little restraint.
Christina left us to it and nuzzled into Hayley's neck, kissing down her back as she dropped to her knees. Again, I couldn't see anything, so what happened next I can only speculate, but Hayley moaned louder as our lips came apart, eyelids fluttering as a heavenly look of pleasure spread across her gorgeous features.
"Oh my God! Fuck, Christina!"
A little muffled chuckle came back from below as (again, speculating here) Christina licked back and forth across Hayley's asshole. She was definitely in the vicinity 'cause her tongue touched my shaft a few times as I drilled it into Hayley's pussy, my balls now slapping against Christina's chin. She'd been close to cumming from the very first thrust and that frisky tongue sliding across her asshole was more than enough to finish the job.
I stared into her eyes and as I kept on thrusting, watching them roll into the back of her head as the pleasure took over. She didn't hold back, dousing my cock with a hot rush of fluid that soaked every inch of my shaft. I pinned her against me and held her tight, enjoying the feeling of her pussy squeezing me as she rode the waves of pleasure, the tongue on her asshole stretching it out for close to a minute.
Her pupils returned to their usual place and she leaned in and kissed me, panting slowly as the feeling subsided. I gave her a minute to regain her senses then pulled her off my cock, setting her down on the floor. She dropped straight to her knees and kissed Christina, taking her face in her hands.
"How was that?" the redhead asked, grinning as their mouths came apart.
"Oh my God, I've missed that cock so much," Hayley declared. "You yanks have been hogging him!"
Christina laughed. "You need to get to the States more, honey." She took my cock in one of her hands, stroking from bottom to top. "Mind if I taste your pussy?"
"Be my guest," said Hayley. "Mi fanny, su fanny."
Christina tipped her head back, unleashing a tittering laugh. "I'll hold you to that."
"You better."
Damn. They were really hitting it off.
Christina's mouth came open and she steered my cock inside. Sliding her lips up and down my shaft, she moaned a little as she worked me over, slurping up Hayley's fluids. She pried my crown from between her lips and ran her tongue across those big pink pillows, savouring the taste of her new friend's pussy.
"Mmm, delicious!" she grinned, pointing my cock at Hayley.
Hayley kissed her once then wrapped her lips around the tip of my penis, stroking the shaft as she blew me. Christina stood and grabbed the back of my head, kissing me aggressively while Hayley sucked me off.
"How do you want me?" she asked as our lips came apart, those big blue eyes staring straight into mine.
I answered by grabbing her hips, spinning her around as I pushed her up against the wall. Her entire upper half was pressed against the glass and I can only begin to imagine how great her tits looked while she was in that position. Hayley's lips went down to the base and she held me there for several seconds, feeling my cockhead twitch against the back of her throat. She pried my cock from between her lips and aimed it at Christina, feeding it into her pussy. I pushed forward a little as she guided me in, sinking straight down to the base.



I grabbed her hands and moved them upwards, pinning them above her head as I started thrusting, giving it to her hard from the very first pass. Her back stayed arched as she stuck her ass out, squished against the glass from the midriff up. Her ass took the brunt of each thrust, jiggling and clapping as I drove in deep.
Still on her knees, Hayley moved in front of Christina, filling the space between her legs and the wall of the shower. I couldn't see what she was doing down there, but whatever it was Christina most certainly approved. Her pussy contracted almost immediately, gripping me tighter as I drilled into her deepest parts. Head turned sideways, small, round plumes of condensation spread across the glass as her mouth came open, heavy breaths streaming from between her lips. I moved my head in as she moaned and groaned, kissing her open mouth as I fucked her harder, going ballsdeep with every thrust I took. Our mouths came apart and her head tilted downwards, looking at Hayley as best she could.
"Oh, fuck!" she squealed, her voice slightly muffled by the glass. "Yes, Hayley! Keep going, baby! Make me cum on his cock!"
I couldn't take it anymore; whatever Hayley was doing was driving her new friend crazy and I needed to know what it was. I mean, I already had a pretty good idea but...well, I needed to see it with my own two eyes. Grabbing her wrists, her body came free of the glass as I pulled them down, pinning them to the small of her back. I gripped her throat with my other hand, holding it gently as I bucked my hips. I peered over her shoulder, and sure enough, Hayley's long tongue was lapping at the redhead's clit, making her tremble from head to toe.
I moved my hand to Christina's cheek and turned her head to the side, kissing her assertively as I slammed into her pussy. Peeling her tongue from her friend's wet pussy, Hayley came up to join us, putting two fingers to Christina's clit as she kissed us both in turn. Tongues flicking this way and that, Christina moaned into our mouths as I gave her my all, pounding hard and fast.
Hayley's lips left ours and she moved down to Christina's tits, taking a nipple in between her lips. Cupping those tits from behind, I pushed them together as Hayley sucked her, fingers still strumming at the nub of her clit. Poking her tongue out from between her lips, Hayley moved from breast to breast, encircling her nipples as she licked each one turn. Shoving her face in between them, I slapped those titties against both her cheeks, smothering her thoroughly as I fucked her new best friend.
Christina's pussy tightened another notch and I went at her harder as I felt some resistance, slamming my pelvis into that big, thick ass. The extra stimulation to her tits and clit had brought her to the edge and a few hard thrusts were all that was needed to push her over it. Sinking to the balls one final time, I remained inside her as I felt her cum, screaming at the top of her lungs as a powerful orgasm rushed through her buxom frame.
"Oh my God, yes! I'm cumming! I'm cumming on your fucking cock!"
Hayley grinned as she rubbed Christina's clit, knowing how tight it was making her pussy and knowing the effect that would have on my now very tender cock. I winced a little as she squeezed me harder, staying inside her until the tremors subsided then pushing her off my cock. Christina fell against the wall of the shower, still too dick-drunk to stand of her own accord. I took a moment to compose myself then pushed them down to their knees, jerking my cock like a man possessed.
"Ooo! You gonna cum for us, love?" asked Hayley, that familiar grin stretched wider than ever.
My brain was pretty scrambled by this point in the evening, and a simple 'uh huh' were all the words my mouth could muster. The girls both cupped their enormous breasts and gave them an inviting jiggle.
"Mmm, yes! Do it, baby," Christina purred. "Cum all over these tits!"
No further encouragement required. A few more strokes and my cock went off in explosive fashion. Firing copiously at Christina's chest, I left a lengthy white stripe stretching across both her tits. Still jerking wildly, I turned to the right and aimed my cock at Hayley. A second thick jet burst forth from the tip, hitting her breasts with an audible splat. The girls turned and looked at each other, exchanging silent gasps, clearly impressed by the force of my ejaculate. But I wasn't done yet and I pointed my cock back and forth from one huge rack to the other, jerking out the last of my load and peppering their tits with whatever was left.
"Blimey!" said Hayley, brown eyes bulging as she gawped at Christina's chest. "You're bloody drenched, love!"
"Look who's talking!" Christina laughed back. "Here, let me clean those up for you."
Turning to face each other, Christina latched onto Hayley's tits and rolled out her tongue, licking up thick streaks of spunk. I watched as they kissed each other, my still hard cock twitching vigorously as their lips locked together, swapping my cum back and forth. Hayley reciprocated and they shared another cum kiss, sucking the last few drops from my urethra to wrap things up.
I helped them both to their feet and they doused each other in shower gel to wash off the last of my load. I watched as they rubbed each other down, staying fully rigid as soapy hands roamed across their buxom bodies. It wasn't long before the kissing resumed, Hayley and Christina starting things up before pulling me in to join them.
Hayley suggested we leave the shower before we drained Kent's water supply, and Christina and I both agreed. We shut off the showerhead and returned to the bedroom, piling onto the king size bed. I guided Christina down onto her back and laid on top of her, kissing her hard on the mouth. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders, fingers combing through my hair as our tongues entwined, grappling beneath our cheeks.
Hayley's hand roamed up and down my back as she knelt down beside us, patiently waiting her turn. I moved down to Christina's neck, peppering it with kisses on my way to her chest. Hayley picked up from where I left off, and I watched them kiss each other as I cupped Christina's tits, putting my mouth to one of her nipples. Groping and squeezing those two huge mounds, I spread my lips around her large areola, filling my mouth with as much soft titty as I could fit inside it. It felt like a lot, but with Christina's tits as big as they are, it was probably just the tip of the iceberg.
I popped her tit from between my lips and moved to the other, swirling my tongue around her nipple. I felt it grow in between my lips, lightly grazing it with my teeth as I suckled like a famished babe. Christina loved having her titties played with more than anyone else I knew and she moaned into Hayley's mouth as I did just that, indulging myself in that world-class rack.
I buried my face in between them for a minute then continued south, kneading those tits with my hands as I kissed down her tummy. Moving down in between her thighs, I hooked my arms around them as I settled in place, taking a look at her sweet, sweet pussy, a fresh coat of moisture smeared across both her lips. My tongue came out and I licked along her slit, scooping up sweet tasting fluid. She was burning like a furnace from the very beginning and only got hotter the longer I licked her, sweet, molten fluid glazing my lips and chin. I did this several times then moved a little higher, encircling her clit with my tongue.
I looked up from between her legs as Hayley had knelt above her, the pair now engaged in a titty 69 (and if you can think of two better parties to partake of such an act, I would certainly like to hear them). Hayley was immersed in Christina's chest, jiggling her boobs in the palms of her hands as she shoved her face in between them. I couldn't really see what Christina was doing, but with Hayley's tits hanging down in her face I can only assume she was having some fun. It was a hell of a sight, as I'm sure you can imagine, but I didn't let it distract me from the task at hand. Spinning and spiralling this way and that, my tongue was like a whirlwind as I licked Christina's clit, coaxing more fluid from inside her snatch. Her moans increased in volume, partially muffled by Hayley's tits as I worked my magic, tonguing her into a frenzy.
It was around this time that Hayley moved forward, upgrading from the titty 69 to the more regular kind as she perched her pussy on Christina's face. Hayley joined me between Christina's legs, our tongues flicking together as we shared the redhead's clit. Her moans grew louder from under Hayley's ass, the brunette reciprocating as Christina at her pussy. I moved down lower and licked along Christina's slit, lapping up the sweet juices as Hayley tongued her clit. Licking two fingers, I pushed them deep into the redhead's snatch, feeling her tightness and warmth. Hooking them upwards, I found her g-spot in record quick time, massaging it deftly with the tips of my fingers.
Working in tandem, we brought Christina to the verge of climax, performing both actions with skill and finesse. Her pussy contracted, gripping my fingers so hard I was beginning to wonder if I'd get them back out again. I sunk them into her as best I could, watching intently as Hayley's tongue went wild on her clit, spinning around it in concentric circles. A few more pumps of my dexterous fingers and the climax hit her like a ton of bricks. Fluid surged from deep inside her, soaking my digits as I worked them back and forth, probing her darkest parts.
Her pussy loosened and I retrieved my fingers, guiding them into Hayley's mouth. She took them in deep and sucked them clean, moaning in delight as she savoured the taste of her new friend's snatch. I plucked my fingers from between her lips and lifted Christina's legs, resting her ankles on my shoulders as I grabbed my cock, rubbing the tip against her pussy. Hayley emerged from between her thighs, groping those gorgeous tits as she straddled Christina's face.
Christina moaned as I steered myself in, her voice all but muted by Hayley's thick ass. Her pussy was sodden and the slightest thrust was all that was needed to guide myself down to the hilt. Wrapping my arms around her meaty thighs, I used them for leverage as I started thrusting, pulling myself into her pussy. Every thrust sent my dick in deep, drawing a high-pitched squeal from underneath Hayley as I hit her innermost spots.
I watched her tits as they flopped back and forth, jiggling in Hayley's hands as she pushed them together. My eyes met hers, face lit up in the throes of passion as Christina ate her pussy. I put my fingers to her chin and pulled her towards me, kissing her hard as I fucked her friend, drilling deep into her tight, warm snatch. Releasing her grip on Christina's tits, Hayley reached up and grabbed her own, jiggling them enticingly. I took the invitation, diving in deep without a moment's delay. I immersed myself fully, licking from nipple to nipple as I worshipped her beautiful breasts.
"Ohh, yes, love. Don't stop," she purred softly, shaking her tits in my face. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum."
I moved my hands from Christina's thighs and up to Hayley's tits, kneading them aggressively as I carried on thrusting, slamming into that perfect pussy. Wrapping my lips around one of her nipples, I focused almost solely on those two big boobs, fucking Christina as an afterthought. Hayley placed a hand at the back of my head, holding me in place as I sucked on her tits, switching back and forth from one to the other. Her moans grew louder the harder I sucked her, titties jiggling in the palms of my hands.
I looked into her eyes as the feeling peaked, culminating in a powerful orgasm that raced through her buxom body, shaking her down to the core. I glanced down briefly as Christina licked her, envying the mouthful of juices she was no doubt getting as they flooded from Hayley's twat. Her thick frame trembled as she cooed and squealed, a final full body shiver signalling that the pleasure had run its course. She stayed there for a second as the feeling waned then lifted her ass from Christina's face, tasting her pussy as she leaned down to kiss her.
I watched them make out as I fucked Christina, giving her pussy the attention it craved. Returning my hands to the tops of her thighs, I went in hard on her curvy frame, unleashing a flurry of thrusts that took me right to her molten core. Hayley reached down and found Christina's clit, rubbing it wildly as I fucked her harder, her insides tightening with every thrust. It sent Christina into overdrive, just as Hayley had hoped. After all, she'd cum with gusto onto the redhead's face and was eager to repay her in kind. Knelt at her side with a hand on her clit, Hayley whispered into Christina's ear, encouraging her to orgasm in that posh British accent.
"Yes, come on, love. Cum for me. Soak that juicy cock!"
A few more pumps and she did just that.
"Ohhh, yeeesss!!!" she squealed, wide-eyed and open-mouthed as I delivered the final few thrusts.
I sheathed myself to the balls, throbbing deep inside her as warm juices flowed forth from her pussy, drenching my shaft like Hayley requested. I remained inside her for close to a minute, her insides squeezing tight, enjoying the look of ecstasy spreading across her face as the pleasure coursed through her.
Hayley kissed her as I pulled out slowly, popping the crown from her pussy. I stared at her titties as they rose and fell, her large chest heaving as she caught her breath. Those tits were calling to me, and I hopped down off the bed as the girls made out, scurrying over to my luggage as fast as my legs would carry me. Zipping open my case, I rooted through it until I found what I was looking for, returning to the bed in three seconds flat.
Climbing up onto the mattress, I squeezed some lube onto Christina's tits as I straddled her famous chest, laying my cock in between them. I tossed the lube down to the mattress, taking those breasts in my hands and pushing them around my shaft. No matter how many times I fucked those titties, they never ceased to amaze me. They smothered my shaft so fully that my cock almost disappeared, just the crown poking out of the top as I bucked my hips, sawing my dick in between them.
Hayley watched for a moment then circled around behind me, and I peered back over my shoulder as she crawled between Christina's thighs. She curled her arms around them and rolled out her tongue, steering it straight to the redhead's clit. Looking up at me from between her legs, a grin stretched across her face as she started licking, sliding her tongue along the lips of her pussy and up to the nub of her clit.
I turned back to Christina as I fucked her titties, soft coos fluttering from her between her lips as Hayley licked her out. Tilting her head down towards her tits, she caught the crown in her mouth as I thrusted harder, lapping up precum from the tip of my prick. I squeezed those titties tighter as I kept on thursting, glancing back at Hayley as she ate her pussy. I kept it up for as long as I could, but the sight of that thick, toned ass thrust high into the air was just too good to resist.
Prying my cock from Christina's rack, I slapped the head against both her tits then climbed down from on top of her, hopping down off the bed. Kneeling at the edge of the bed with her ass up high, Hayley's pussy was the perfect height for me to shove my dick into. So that's what I did. Pressing my crown against the lips of her pussy, a deep moan was softened by Christina's snatch as I pushed myself inside her, sinking to the balls with a single thrust. Latching onto her hips, I held them tightly as I started to thrust, driving deep into her tight, wet pussy. Often overshadowed by her lovely tits, Hayley's ass was grateful for the attention, bouncing and rippling as I threw myself into her, clapping both cheeks with my abs.
Gathering brown locks in the palms of her hands, Christina held her hair like a length of rope as Hayley ate her pussy, ensuring her face stayed right where it was as I fucked her from behind.
"Mmm, yeah! Don't stop, baby," the redhead purred. "Keep eating my pussy while you take that dick."
Hayley obliged her, shaking her head back and forth as she licked her friend with renewed enthusiasm. Christina's head fell back into the pillows, moaning towards the ceiling as she groped her very large breasts. Still riding the wave of her previous climax, it didn't take long for her new best friend to bring her to the brink of another.
"Oh, God! Yes!" the redhead squealed, head jolting upwards as she stared into Hayley's eyes. "Keep going, Hayley. Fuck, you're gonna make me cum!"
I thought about slowing so Hayley could concentrate but then thought better of it. Why let Christina have all the fun when I could make Hayley cum as well? Grabbing her ass cheeks and spreading them wide, I slammed into Hayley with relentless vigour, not holding back in the slightest as I drilled into the depths of her pussy.
Christina gripped the back of her head, holding her friend in place as she raised her ass off the mattress, grinding her clit against Hayley's tongue. Her eyes clamped shut and her mouth fell open, moans pouring from between her lips. I could tell she was close so I thrusted even harder, pulling Hayley back into me as I threw myself forward, ensuring each thrust went as deep as possible.
A few more of those and the spark ignited. Sheathing myself inside her, her pussy gripped tighter as I felt her cum, squeezing me for all I was worth. She went to pull her head back as her orgasm hit but Christina stopped her, closing in quickly on one of her own. Hayley moaned into Christina's snatch, the volume increasing as she bought her to climax, fluid gushing across her lips and tongue.
Her eyes stayed closed as the feeling struck, exhaling sharp breaths as the pleasure took hold, engulfing her every inch. Her body went limp and she fell back into the cushions, slowly grinding against Hayley's mouth as the powerful sensations began to subside. Hayley kept her tongue outstretched, letting Christina rub up against it as I gripped my cock, pulling it out of her pussy. Christina let go of Hayley's head and they grinned at each other before turning to me.
"Sit," said Christina, patting the edge of the mattress.
I parked my ass at the foot of the bed; Christina on one side, Hayley on the other. I turned to Hayley and kissed her first, pawing at one of her tits as Christina kissed along my shoulders and neck. I made out with Christina then Hayley joined in, kissing first her, then myself, then both of us together. Hands went to my chest and the girls kept kissing as they pushed against my torso, shoving me down onto the mattress.
Their lips came apart and Hayley crawled up the king sized bed, kneeling behind me with her back against the headboard. Christina climbed down from the edge of the bed, kneeling on the floor at my feet. Taking my cock in her hands, she wrapped her lips around the crown, guiding them gently down the length of my shaft. Hands went to my face as Hayley leaned over, kissing me from behind as her girlfriend sucked me.
Christna's lips sunk right to the base, and my moans were muffled by Hayley's mouth as my tip pushed into her throat. Hayley left my lips behind and moved a little lower, kissing past my neck and collarbone until her tits were in my face. Tightly gripping her massive boobs, she pushed them into my face without grace or mercy, smothering me with their weighty fullness. I had no choice but to sit back and take it, groaning into her rack as Christina blew me.
"Mmm, yeah. You like it in there, don't you, love?" Hayley teased, lifting her tits slightly so she could slap them against my face.



"Uh huh," I mumbled back, catching a nipple in my mouth as they jiggled up and down.
Retrieving my dick from down her throat, Christina spat on the swollen head, using both hands to smear it across my shaft. Sight still blocked by Hayley's chest, I felt the soft embrace of Christina's huge tits as she wrapped them tightly around the base of my shaft. Hopping and bouncing in between my thighs, she jerked my cock six ways from Sunday, caressing every inch with those two huge tits.
A nipple fell from between my lips as Hayley moved forward, parking her pussy on top of my face. My tongue came out and went straight down to her clit, swirling around it as she bent at the waist, laying her body on mine. My hands reached up and grabbed her ass, squeezing both cheeks as I licked her faster, spiralling smoothly around the nub of her clit. I felt her lips slide onto my cock, her sprightly tongue lapping at the slit as they puckered around my crown. It felt amazing and I returned the favour as best I could, tonguing her clit with expert precision.
My cock started twitching as Christina jerked me off, loud smacks reverberating as those weighty tits slapped against my pelvis. Hayley peeled her lips from around my helmet, handing me off to Christina as she sat up straight, smothering my face with that thick, toned ass. I felt her body shift a little as she settled on top of me, and though I couldn't see what she was doing, I noticed the weight on top of me increase significantly as she pushed down harder, burying my face underneath her. My oxygen supply was cut off entirely and I was left with little choice but to lick my way to safety. I lapped at her pussy with immediate vigour, warmth pouring into my nostrils with every swirl of my tongue. She raised her ass up for a second so I could catch my breath then dropped it back down again, smothering me once more.
Christina picked up from where Hayley left off, wrapping her lips around the swell of my crown. Spit started dripping down the length of my shaft, lubing it thoroughly for the world class titfuck I was currently receiving. Every pass she took felt better than the last, precum oozing from the tip of my penis as she worked her titites up and down my shaft. It felt almost too good and I was actually a little relieved when she plucked my cock from between her tits.
But the relief was short-lived and my cock twitched violently as she curled her fingers around the base of my shaft, rubbing the tip against her tight, wet pussy. Warmth enveloped every inch of my shaft as she slid down onto it, sinking right down to the hilt. She stayed there a moment then started riding me, guiding her moist pink pussy lips up and down my girthy shaft. I cooed a little into Hayley's twat as Christina rode me, working my rod like a joystick. I could hear them kissing above me, and though I couldn't see anything, the sounds alone made my dick throb harder, blood streaming through it at a mile a minute.
I reached down without thinking and grabbed Christina's ass, gripping it tightly as I helped her up and down my dick. Dull smacks filled the expanse of the room, her ass cheeks jiggling as I pulled her down into me. The kissing stopped and a low-pitched growl tumbled from Christina's lips as her big, meaty ass slapped against the tops of my thighs.
"Ugh! Fuck. Yeah! This. Fuckin'. Dick!" she snarled, pacing her words perfectly with each loud bodily collision.
My tongue swirled faster around Hayley's clit, making her moan just as loudly as I showcased my God-given skill. Juice was oozing from between her lips, trickling across my tongue as it spun around the nub of her clit.
"Oh, yeah! That's it, love," she purred in delight. "Fuck, keep going. I'm gonna cum on your face."
I moved my hands up to Hayley's tits, groping them tenderly as I gave her my full attention. Christina was riding me harder than ever but it scarcely even registered as I honed in on her friend, focusing fully on her getting her off. She was perilously close and a few more swirls of my writhing tongue were all that were needed to tip her over the edge. She came hard, nearly drowning me alive as a warm stream of fluid gushed from deep inside her, flowing straight into my mouth. I felt her body start trembling above me and I kept on licking as the pleasure spread, coursing through her buxom frame. I didn't stop licking until her orgasm ceased, a deep sigh of intense satisfaction tumbling from between her lips.
"Bloody hell!" she gasped, lifting her ass off my face. "I forgot how good that tongue was."
"No, you didn't," I said, smirking at her as she climbed down from on top of me, kneeling just above my head.
Hayley grinned back, taking my face in her hands as she leaned down to kiss me. "OK, I didn't," she admitted. "I just missed it, is all."
My grin grew wider as I latched onto Christina's hips, making her yelp in surprise as I pulled her down on top of me. I moved my hands to the small of her back and pinned her body to mine, holding her tightly as I started thrusting. Her lips went to mine and we kissed each other aggressively, nearly chewing each other's faces off as I bucked my ass off the mattress, drilling up into her pussy with very little self-control.
I saw Hayley move out of the corner of my eye and the next thing I knew she was parked in between my thighs, tonguing at my balls as they flopped up and down. She moved up slowly, licking along my shaft as it sunk into her friend's tight pussy. I couldn't see where her tongue went next, but as I drilled into the depths of Christina's snatch, her loud, shrill voice was quick to enlighten me.
"Oh, fuck!" she shrieked, eyes sealing shut as she lifted her head. "Yes, Hayley. Lick that ass, babe!"
Her pussy contracted as Hayley tongued her sphincter, squeezing me harder with every thrust. My hands moved down to Christina's ass, gripping it just as tightly as her pussy was gripping my cock, her large cheeks bouncing as they smacked against my thighs. Lifting a hand up high into the air, I bought it back down with force and venom, viciously spanking that big, thick ass. The sound it made was loud and piercing, and it excited both women in equal measure. Christina squealed as she stared into my eyes, a look of exhilaration spreading across her face. Hayley plucked her tongue from Christina's butthole, commending me on the force of the smack and encouraging me to repeat it.
"Ooh, yeah! That's it, love! Smack this big fucking arse!"
I did as instructed, noise ringing out as I spanked her even harder.
"Ohh, fuck yeah!" Hayley purred delightedly, the last word muffled as she returned her tongue to Christina's asshole.
My fingers dug into her ass as I redoubled my efforts, drilling up into Christina's pussy with a burst of savage thrusts. Head craned upwards and eyes clamped shut, she appeared to take leave of her senses as I pounded her into a coma. The fuse was lit and a few more thrusts were all it took to trigger the explosion. Her perfect pussy gripped me hard and I kept on thrusting as I felt her cum, dicking her through the throes of climax.
I watched her face as her features contorted, mouth hanging open as her orgasm built to a violent crescendo. Her features softened and only then did my thrusts start to slow. I pulled her down and kissed her, listening to her heavy breaths as she felt me throbbing inside her. She took a moment to enjoy the feeling then raised herself up, sliding her pussy past the tip of my cock. She climbed down from on top of me and knelt at my side, kissing me again as Hayley leant forward, steering my cock into her open mouth. I could hear her moaning as she took me down deep, enjoying the coat of fluids now basting every inch of my shaft. Her lips sunk down to the base and she kept me there for several seconds, leaving behind a thick mess of spit as she pulled back up to the tip.
Grinning at me in her usual manner, she turned around and stuck out her ass, gripping my cock at the base as she pointed it towards her pussy. She rubbed the tip against her slit so I could feel how wet she was then slipped it in with a delicate push, sighing in delight as she sunk down onto it. She slid down slowly, letting me feel every inch of her pussy until my cock disappeared. Her ass touched my stomach and she sat there for a second, feeling me throbbing in her deepest parts.
Christina moved to the edge of the bed and knelt in front of Hayley. Hayley kissed her as she started riding me, working her pussy up and down my cock. Christina reached down and grabbed onto Hayley's hips, smacks ringing out as she pushed her down harder, slamming her ass down into my midriff. I sat back and watched, enjoying the sight of those asscheeks rippling as she bounced them off my abs.
"Mmm, yes, baby. Ride that cock!" Christina encouraged, staring into Hayley's eyes. "Get it throbbing nice and hard. I want him to cum all over my tits."
Christina leaned in and kissed her again, and if the words she'd just said weren't triggering enough, the wink she gave me as she made out with Hayley most certainly was. I reacted on instinct, gripping Hayley's hips and sliding her up to the ridge of my crown. I held her there as I started thrusting, driving up into her pussy with quick, hard snaps of my hips. Their lips came apart and a loud scream flew from Hayley's mouth as I dicked her from beneath, bottoming out inside her with every upward thrust.
"Oh, fuuuccckkk!!! Yes, fuck me! Fucking pound me with that big, fat cock!"
The outburst was sudden and it took Christina by surprise.
"Damn, Hayley!" the redhead laughed. "Thought you Brits were supposed to be refined!"
"Not with cocks like this, we're not," Hayley shot back, her voice light and breathy as I pounded her out.
"So I see," Christina grinned. "Think I better shut you up before you scream the freakin' house down!"
Christina cupped those enormous tits and pushed them into Hayley's face, quieting the screams as I kept on thrusting, fucking her hard from my supine stance. I couldn't see what she was doing in there, of course, but the sucking and slurping sounds she was making really did tell their own story. I moved my hands to Hayley's ass and clenched it tightly, fingers digging into both her cheeks as I slammed up into her, going in hard on her tight, pink pussy.
"Mmm, yeah! You're gonna cum, huh?" asked Christina, grinning down at Hayley as she smothered her face.
"MMHMM!" Hayley murmured.
It was about all she could say and all I needed to hear. I gave her everything, pulling her down into me as I thrusted harder, drilling up into her pussy. Christina gripped onto Hayley's hair, pulling her from her tits as her orgasm hit, rumbling through her body like an earthquake. She screamed at full volume, nearly bursting my eardrums as our bodies collided, her huge tits slapping together with every pelvic slam. A gush of fluid soaked my shaft and only then did I lift her off me, hopping down off the bed as I jerked my throbbing cock.
The girls came down behind me, kneeling down beside each other on the bedroom floor. I slapped my cock down between Christina's tits and pushed them around my shaft, giving a few thrusts before switching to Hayley. I kept that going for as long as I could, moving from chest to chest until the swelling in my scrotum finally got the better of me. I pulled my cock from Hayley's rack, jerking it furiously until my bellend erupted, spurting my seed over both her tits. I turned to Christina and doused her too, leaving thick streaks of semen plastered across her breasts.
Hayley grabbed my cock and stuffed it back between her tits, squeezing them tightly around my shaft as she squeezed out the last few drops. A bead of cum formed in the tip as she dropped her head down, sucking it into her mouth. She turned to Christina and their lips pushed together, sharing the last of my load. Hayley put her hands to Christina's chest and poked her tongue out, lapping up cum from one of her tits. Her eyes met mine as she swallowed it down, licking that full set of lips.
"Welcome to England," she said with a grin.
I chuckled to myself as Christina returned the favour, flashing me a wink as she licked up a mouthful of cum. I think I could like it here.
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Three hours in and already my trip to London was well worth the price of the plane ticket and the literal half day it had taken to get here. Christina, Hayley and I took another shower to wash off the various fluids then got dressed up for a sit down dinner. The girls cracked open a bottle of wine and chatted in the lounge while I rustled something up in the kitchen. We ate at the dining table and finished the last of the wine, cracking upon another bottle as we moved to the couch. We got about half way through it before things started up again.
We fooled around on the couch for a while then moved to the bedroom where I fucked them both in multiple positions. I took a break after I came and watched them for a while as they kissed one another, sucked on each other's tits and licked each other out. It was when they started tribbing each other, boobs bouncing all over the place, that I jumped back in, pounding them both senseless until I came all over their tits. That was when we called it night. Or at least that's when Hayley called it a night. Christina and I actually fucked once more before hitting the sack, sleeping off the jet lag and the five or so hours of sex we'd already had since we arrived at Heathrow.
Hayley left the following morning and I woke to a text from her, telling me she'd see me on Friday and imploring me to save some energy for then. I'll see what I can do [wink emoji], was how I responded. Christina woke a few minutes later and we fooled around a little (OK, we fooled around a lot) before we got out of bed and fixed ourselves some breakfast. We helped ourselves to some of Hayley's tea (not bad, but I'll stick to coffee from here on out) and discussed what to do with our day. Christina had been here a few times before and suggested taking in some sights in the nation's capital.
She went to take a shower while I tidied the kitchen, then I jumped in when she was done. We pulled on some clothes and I marvelled at Christina's attire. She'd picked out what appeared to be her finest summer wear and didn't look short of a million bucks. The flowery dress she'd squeezed herself into showed off her cleavage more effectively than anything else I'd seen her in. And considering some of the lingerie that she's worn for my benefit, that really is saying something. She'd done her make up to subtle perfection and ran a curling iron through her hair, popping a straw hat on to complete the look.
The roads in London are a nightmare according to Hayley, so we heeded her advice and took a taxi to the nearest train station. I was back in Hendricks-assistant mode for much of the journey but again I didn't mind. I think part of me actually liked it when she bossed me around and wondered if such practices might extend to the bedroom. With a body like that, I'd do anything she asked.
We boarded a first class carriage and the train whisked us off to Charing Cross station. Our sightseeing trip was pretty standard fare- Buckingham Palace, St Paul's Cathedral, Westminster Abbey, etc. I knew them all from TV and the like, but it was still pretty cool to see them in person. Even if I was more interested in Christina's tits than the Houses of Parliament.
Next we went to Harrods for afternoon tea (when in Rome and all that) and it was there that things got interesting.
"So," said Christina, taking a sip from her champagne flute, "where would you like to go next? Leicester Square? Tower of London?"
"Well, there are a couple of things I'd like to see," I said with a smirk, staring at her tits from across the table. "I hear they're the biggest attractions in the city."
Christina snorted with laughter, champagne nearly coming from her nose as she returned her glass to the table. "Didn't you see enough of those last night? Or this morning, for that matter?"
"Uh uh," I replied, shaking my head back and forth.
She laughed again. "Hmm. I guess we better go somewhere a little more private then, huh?"
"I think that's best."
"I know just the place," said, rooting through her handbag until she found her phone. She tapped at her screen for a second then pointed it at me. "Big smile."
I grinned at Christina as she took my picture then took a sip of champagne. "Not putting that on Instagram, are you?"
Christina chuckled. "And dealing with a jealous fiance when I get back home? Not likely," she said, eyes still glued to the screen. "I'm sending it to a friend."
"Which friend?"
"This one," she said, turning her phone so I could see the screen.
Whatsapp was open and Christina appeared to be deep in conversation with someone named Sienna.
"Is that...Sienna Miller?"
"Yep. Just seeing if she wants to meet you."
She kept her phone turned long enough for me to read the screen. Here's how the conversation had gone so far:
Christina: Hey woman! Guess where I am [then came the picture of me]
Sienna: Hi lovely. Are you in...Harrods?
Christina: Got it in one!
Sienna: You're in London?!
Christina: Yep! Little trip across the pond. Spur of the moment.
Sienna: How long are you here for? And more importantly...who's that with you? [wink emoji]
Christina: Oh have you not met my assistant? [smirk emoji]
Sienna: Assistant huh? And do I get to meet this 'assistant'?
That was all I saw before she took her phone back, but it was pretty clear from that snippet alone that Sienna definitely did want to meet me. And I've gotta say, the feeling was mutual.
"Well," said Christina, looking at me with an eyebrow raised, "you in?"
"Oh, I'm all the way in," I said back, draining the last of my drink
Christina grinned, calling the nearest waitress to fetch our bill. We paid for our meal and went in search of a taxi. A black cab pulled up and we climbed inside.
"Where to?" asked the driver, looking at us in his rearview mirror.
"Can you take us to Buckinghamshire?" asked Christina, settling into her seat.
"Bucking-ham-shy-er?" the driver quipped, chuckling at her pronunciation. "Won't be cheap, love."
"That's fine."
"Where you goin' exactly? Buckin'ham-sheer's a big place."
"Hang on, I'll find out."
The driver pulled away as Christina texted Sienna then told him her address.
"Right you are," he said and he flicked his meter on as we set off for Buckinghamshire.
It took a while to get there and well, the driver wasn't lying about the cost; it definitely wasn't cheap. Christina offered to pay and I'm not ashamed to say that I didn't stop her. The driver departed and we made our way across the driveway towards Sienna's country home. It wasn't as big as I'd expected but it was incredibly picturesque; 'quaint' is the word I'd use to describe it. It even had a thatched roof. Doesn't get much more British than that, does it?
Christina knocked on the door and we waited patiently for Sienna to answer it. The door swung open and there she was, looking absolutely radiant in a thin black sweater and white high-waisted jeans.
"There's my American Woman [that's the movie they were in together, in case you didn't know]," she cheerily declared, pulling Christina in for a big, warm hug. "And you must be Tyler," she said, offering me her hand. "Lovely to meet you."
"Nice to meet you too," I said back, shaking her hand.
"So," she said, turning back to Christina, "what brings you here?"
"Erm...you invited us?"
Sienna chuckled. "No, silly. London. What brings you to London?"
"Oh." Christina laughed then pointed at me. "He invited me."
"Did I?" I asked, looking at her quizzically.
"OK," she grinned, "I invited myself."
Sienna laughed. "Yeah, that sounds about right. Shall we give him the tour?"
"Lead the way."
Christina, I gathered, had been here before but she came along regardless as Sienna led me through her country home. The tour was a long one for a house of this size and she gave me the whole spiel, like how it dated back to the 16th century. Very interesting, I'm sure, but honestly, I wasn't here for a history lesson. The important parts of the tour, as far as I was concerned, came right at the very end- her daughter's room (important inasmuch as it was empty; she was staying with her dad) and her own room (that one shouldn't need explaining).
"Mm, nice place you've got here," I said, looking around her bedroom.
"Thank you," said Sienna. "Not bad, is it? For a little home away from home."
"Looks very...secluded," I declared as I peered out the window, seeing nothing but fields in every direction.
"Oh, it is," Sienna replied. "Chrissie here can attest to that."
"Is that so?" I asked, my eyebrow raised suggestively.
"Mmhmm," Christina grinned. She moved in close to Sienna, draping her arms across her shoulders. "We've taken advantage of that seclusion on many an occasion. Haven't we, gorgeous?"
"Uh huh," said Sienna, sliding her hands down to Christina's hips. "Maybe we should take advantage of it right now."
"Maybe we should," Christina agreed, and with that the two leaned into each other, their lips locking together in a heated embrace.
I stood there and watched as they passionately kissed. Sienna's hands slid down to her friend's thick ass, grabbing two handfuls of very large buttcheek. Christina's arms locked around Sienna's shoulder blades, holding her tightly as their tongues entwined. A hand came free and beckoned me over, an invitation I was all too happy to accept. Christina pulled me in as I moved in closer, leaving Sienna's lips behind as she turned to kiss me.
It was the kind of kiss I'd come to expect, slow and sultry, yet firm and assertive, and I could feel her tongue pushing into my mouth as our lips came together. My hands slid down and grabbed both asses, noting the difference in size. Christina's meaty ass always felt amazing, but Sienna's firmer, svelter one wasn't to be ignored. Sienna's hands had moved elsewhere and though I couldn't see for sure, I had a pretty good idea where they might have gone to.
"Fuck, I've missed these," she sighed, grabbing on to what I can only assume was her friend's huge tits.
Christina's mouth came free from my own and a soft chuckle fluttered from between her lips, looking at Sienna as she felt her up. "They've missed you too, beautiful," the redhead grinned, brushing locks of hair from her girlfriend's face.
"Mind if we get reacquainted?" asked Sienna, gently groping those boobs through Christina's sundress.
"Not at all."
Sienna didn't hesitate, promptly shoving her face between Christina's tits. I moved behind Christina and she turned to kiss me again as Sienna immersed herself, licking the tops of her breasts as they bulged out of her sundress. I retrieved my tongue from Christina's mouth and kissed her neck, looking down at Sienna as she worshipped her famous assets.
"Are you going to pop them out for me?" she asked, gazing up at me as she fumbled and squeezed, mauling that massive rack.
"I can do that," I said, unclasping the buttons at the back of Christina's dress and sliding it down her arms.
Her tits spilled out and Sienna caught them, cupping those beauties with each of her hands.
"Oh my God, Chrissie!" Sienna exclaimed, standing there dumbstruck as she held her titties, jiggling them lightly in the palms of her hands. "Have they gotten bigger!?"
"It's possible," Chrisitina giggled, her grin growing wider as Sienna groped her.
"Is it?! I didn't think they could get any bigger!"
Christina laughed, tipping her head back in amusement as Sienna poked out her tongue, swirling it smoothly around one of her nipples. I watched from over her shoulder as I lowered her dress, sliding it past her ass and letting it drop to the carpet below. Christina kissed me again as I grabbed her ass, moaning into my mouth a little as Sienna sucked on her titties.
Our lips came apart and I kissed her neck, moving down to her shoulders and continuing down her back as I dropped to my knees, settling on the bedroom floor. Sliding my fingers under the waistband of her panties, I whipped them down in one fell swoop, baring her thick, pale ass and the moist pink slit of her pussy. I took a brief moment to admire the view then shoved my head in, guiding my tongue to the nub of her clit.
"OH!" she gasped, seemingly unprepared for such a sudden move. I couldn't see her face, of course, but I could vividly picture the wide-eyed look of pouty surprise that enveloped her gorgeous features.
"Not shy, is he, this friend of yours?" said Sienna, her amusement clear in the tone of her voice.
"Uh uh," said Christina, already breathing heavily as my tongue slid upwards, gliding across her slit and up to her asshole.
I did that several times then returned to her clit, squeezing her meaty ass cheeks as my tongue spun around it, twisting this way and that. She was moaning within seconds, the volume increasing as Sienna went back to her tits. I couldn't see what she was doing unfortunately, but I'm something of an expert on the sounds of titty worship, having made most of them myself. It sounded to me like she was switching between them, sucking each one in turn. And even if she wasn't, that's what she was doing in my head. My cock was getting hard just at the thought of it and I reached down and grabbed it as I felt it stiffen, stroking it through my pants as I ate Christina's pussy.
She was burning up already and I could feel the heat wafting into my nose as I worked my tongue, spiralling around her clit. Her legs began to tremble, her breaths getting ragged as my tongue spun round in a circle, whipping her into a frenzy. I bought her to the edge in a matter of minutes, not backing down as I licked her faster, eager to seal the deal. Sienna was amazed, seemingly stunned that I had brought her friend to the brink of orgasm in such a short space of time.
"Are you gonna cum already?!" she asked, her voice a mixture of shock and amusement.
Christina said nothing, but again I could picture her expression, a look of sheer bliss that only imminent orgasm is able to craft. A few more swirls of my famous tongue and Christina gave in, letting the feeling take her. My tongue spun faster as she started to cum, lapping up the fluids as they gushed from within her. Her orgasm continued as I kept on licking, starting to wonder if it was ever gonna stop. Finally the juices stopped flowing and I felt her legs begin to steady as the feeling ran its course. I licked along her slit a few times, gathering any nectar that I might have missed then pried my head from her asscrack, kissing up her back as I rose to my feet.
"Wow!" said Sienna, staring at me in amazement as I wrapped my arms around her buxom friend, kissing her neck as she stood there panting. "Even I don't make her cum like that!" She put her fingers to my chin and pulled me in for a kiss, tasting Christina's pussy as her tongue briefly tussled with mine. "I've gotta try that."
And with that she moved to the bed, still fully clothed as she laid back across it, propping herself up with her elbows. She beckoned me with her finger and I accepted the invite, laying on top of her as I climbed up onto the bed. I kissed her again and she wrapped her arms around me, combing her fingers through my hair. I left her lips behind and kissed down her neck, sliding my arms under the small of her back as I lifted her upwards. Her sweater fit loosely around her slender frame and it came off easily as I pulled it up over her head. She had a white camisole on underneath and I took that off too, leaving her naked from the waist up.
She moved back down to her previous position, fixing me with a sex-kitten stare as she shook out her long blonde hair. I kissed her again then moved past her collarbone and down to her perky breasts. I cupped her tits and squeezed them sotfly, putting my mouth to a nipple. After a week with Christina Hendricks, I'd almost forgotten what it was like to play with tits this modest in size. Different, sure, but no less enjoyable. It was around this time that she came up to join us, kissing Sienna as my tongue swirled around her nipple, feeling it stiffen as I licked and sucked.
I switched to the other then moved down lower, kissing down her flat little tummy. I undid the clasp on her pants, moving between her thighs as I inched them down. All she had on underneath was a pair of frilly french knickers and I could see drops of moisture already soaking into the lacy material. I kissed down her thighs as they were slowly unveiled, listening to her purr as she kissed Christina. Their lips came apart and I looked up from between her legs as Christina leaned over her, dangling those tits in her face.
"Ooh, yeah!" she cooed, an excited grin stretched across her face. "Give them to me!"
Sienna grabbed them and pushed them together, squishing them into her face. I watched intently as I lowered her pants, sliding them past her knees. She kicked her shoes off and I pulled her pants down the rest of the way, dropping them onto the floor. I lifted a leg and kissed across her calf, moving down to the backs of her thighs. I placed her leg back down on the mattress and kissed along her thighs, her whimpers muffled by Christina's tits.
I watched as she licked across her friend's hard nipples, sliding her tongue back and forth. I hooked my fingers under the waistband of her panties and quickly tugged them down, freeing a pussy which was already visibly wet. I pulled them past her feet and tossed them aside, crawling up between her thighs. I curled my arms around them as my tongue came out, licking along the length of her slit. She tasted incredible and I lapped up every last drop before moving up higher, settling on the nub of her clit.
She pulled her face from Christina's tits, a loud gasp tumbling from between her lips as my tongue made contact, spinning slowly around her point of pleasure. She purred in delight as I found my rhythm, my tongue moving faster as it twisted and turned.
"Ohhhh my God," she cooed, moaning softly as she ignored Christina's tits, focusing on the sensations as they spread through her slender frame.
"Good?" Christina grinned, stroking hair from her face.
Sienna grinned back at her, shaking her head in amazement. "Wow!" was all she said, prompting a laugh from her friend.
Christina moved and left her to it, laying on her side across the mattress. Using an arm to prop herself up, she moved a hand down between her legs, teasing her pussy as she watched the show.
I moved my hands to Sienna's tummy, feeling her abs gently ripple as I worked her over. Her pussy was on fire as I licked her clit, the temperature heightening with every swirl of my tongue. Moisture oozed from between her lips, coating my lips and chin. Her moans grew louder and I looked up from between her thighs as she grabbed onto the bed sheets, bunching them in her fists as I licked her into ecstasy.
"Mmm, yeah!" purred Christina, slowly rubbing her clit as she watched the master at work. "Yeah, yeah, yeah! Make her cum!"
That was my cue. I would have liked to have eked out her orgasm for a little while longer but when Christina Hendricks tells you to do something, well...you do it. My tongue went faster, spinning around Sienna's stiff clit at maximum velocity. She came in an instant, tipping her head back and staring at the ceiling above as a soft, breathy squeal flew from between her lips.
"Oh, FUCK! YES!"
A hand came up and grabbed my head, holding me in place as I licked her through it, lapping up the fluid as it flooded from deep inside her. A smile stretched across her face as her lips stayed open, her body making sharp little jerking movements as the last few jolts of pleasure pulsed through her gorgeous frame. I didn't stop licking until the movements stopped, finally surfacing from between her thighs, lips shining with the fruits of my labour.



"Good God!" she sighed, sounding wonderfully, quintessentially British as she fell back onto the mattress, still breathing heavily as she released her grip on the sheets.
"You're welcome," Christian quipped, leaning over her supine body and giving her a peck on the lips.
Then she turned to me, putting a hand to my chin and pulling me in for a longer, wetter, much more aggressive kiss. She pushed me away and licked her lips, tasting Sienna's arousal.
"Mmm! Doesn't she taste good?"
"Mmhmm," I grinned, murmuring in agreement as she kissed me again.
"Sit here," she said, patting her hand against the edge of the bed.
I moved into position, looking back behind me as she grabbed Sienna wrists, pulling her up off the mattress. They climbed down off the bed and knelt down before me, Christina in front and Sienna just behind her. The lump in my pants was bigger than ever, and Christina stroked me through the fabric as Sienna kissed her neck, gently caressing those massive tits.
"Oh my God," said Sienna, blue eyes widening as she clocked my size.
"Big, huh?" said Christina, looking back at her from over her shoulder.
"Bloody huge!" Sienna replied, gawping listlessly as Christina felt me up.
"Shall we let it out?"
"Please."
Christina giggled and reached for my belt, unbuckling it in one smooth motion. Sienna watched as she unzipped my fly, undoing the clasp on my pants.
"Up," said Christina as she grabbed my pants and I rose off the bed a little so she could pull them down.
My cock flopped out as I sat back down, already rock hard as it pointed at the ceiling above me. Sienna said nothing but an audible gasp sailed from between her lips as she sat there stunned, staring in disbelief.
"I think she likes it," said Christina, grinning devilishly as she gripped my cock, wrapping her fingers around it.
She poked out her tongue and licked it, sliding it slowly up the length of my shaft. She lapped at the tip a few times, scooping up the precum as it pooled in the open slit.
"Would you like a taste?" she asked, offering my cock to Sienna.
"Could I?" Sienna asked back.
"Of course," said Christina and she shifted to the side a little, making some room for her friend.
Sienna knelt beside her and reached for my cock, curling her fingers around the ridge of my crown. She slid her tongue across the tip then her hand moved lower as her pink lips spread around my swollen helmet. Her head moved quickly as she roamed up and down my shaft, her hand leading the way with her lips following closely behind. Saliva was plentiful and I could feel her hand smearing it smoothly along the length of my shaft. She kept going down until her hand touched the base and I felt the tip of my penis rub against the back of her throat. She held me there for several seconds then pulled back up to the top, popping the crown from between her lips.
She pointed my cock at Christina and the two shared a kiss as she handed me over. Christina poked her tongue out and slapped my helmet against it, gazing into my eyes as took it in her mouth. She went a bit quicker than Sienna had done, plummeting to the base on the very first pass. Sienna dipped down lower as her friend sucked me off, wrapping her lips around one of my balls. Her mouth was still wet from her turn on my cock and she based my teste in fluid, soaking it thoroughly before switching to the other.
Christina pulled back to the ridge of my crown and she swirled her tongue all around it, teasing me a little before plunging back down. She slid straight down to the base, their lips almost touching as Sienna sucked on my swollen balls. Christina deepthroated me a few more times then pried my cock from her mouth, spit now dripping down the length of my shaft.
"Mmm, what a nice cock," said Sienna, licking up from my scrotum and along my girthy shaft. She tongued at the head a few times then turned to Christina, eyeing those lovely tits. "I want to see it in there," she declared, tapping a finger on Christina's chest.
"In here?" asked Christina, grabbing her tits and pushing them together.
"Mmhmm."
"Then you'll have to get them ready, won't you?"
"With pleasure," said Sienna, taking those tits in her hands and shoving her face in between them.
Christina grabbed my cock and started stroking, looking at me with a grin as Sienna immersed herself, pushing those tits up around her face. She was buried so deep that I couldn't even see what she was doing, but the sight of her head in between those tits was more than enough to keep me rigid. The soft hand stroking my cock was merely a bonus. Sienna came up for air and rolled out her tongue, licking back and forth from one large titty to the next. Taking a nipple in between her lips, Sienna suckled like a babe in arms before switching to the other, jiggling both tits in the palms of her hands.
Sienna grabbed my cock and snatched it from Christina, slapping it down in between her tits.
"Oh, wow! Fits like a glove," Sienna declared, a satisfied smile spreading across her face.
She wasn't wrong. I've stuck my dick between those titties more times than I can count and the way they fit together never ceases to amaze me. Christina took hold of her tits and pushed them around my shaft, vanishing it almost entirely. Sienna grinned and circled around behind her, grabbing onto those massive titties as she kissed her shoulders and neck.
"Allow me," she said, and Christina let go of her famous assets as Sienna took control, working those beauties up and down my dick.
This was probably the first titfuck that the blonde had ever given, and to say she had a knack for it would be putting it lightly. Sliding those titties along the length of my shaft, every pass she took was timed to perfection, squeezing them around my cock with just the right amount of pressure. Hands now free, Christina grabbed Sienna's head as she turned her own, pulling her in for a kiss. The kiss they shared as they jerked me off was fierce and aggressive; the perfect visual accompaniment. My cock started throbbing as I watched them kiss, something Christina definitely noticed as her tits slid down my shaft.
"Oooh, I think he likes that," she laughed, grinning at Sienna as she broke their kiss.
"I bet he does," Sienna returned. "What if you suck at the head while I wank him off? Do you think he'd like that?"
"Hmm, let's see, shall we?"
Christina dipped her head down and wrapped her lips around the tip of my penis, sucking at the swollen crown just as her friend had described. My cock started leaking in a matter of seconds, precum oozing from my slit as Christina sucked me.
"Yeah...he likes it," Christina quipped, the crown popping free from her lips as she turned back to her friend.
The girls made out some more, giggling to each other as they worked me over.
"Here you take over," said Sienna, effectively handing Christina's tits back to her as she gave her one last kiss. "I wanna eat your pussy."
Christina rose up a little as she lifted her ass off the floor, allowing Sienna to slide underneath her. My cock stayed clamped in between her tits as she settled into place, unleashing a heavy sigh as she parked her pussy on her girlfriend's face. Sienna's legs stretched out across the carpet, a hand gently moving in between her thighs as she ate Christina's pussy.
Christina stayed largely still as she sat on Sienna's face, but that didn't matter in the slightest; her tits were so big that she could work them up and down my cock without moving her body at all. Bouncing those titties as she held them in her hands, she pumped them deftly along the length of my shaft, making me throb like never before. Precum was leaking from the tip of my prick, trickling down my helmet and onto the tops of her titties as she jerked me off, working them faster and faster. Soon those big tits were slapping against my pelvis; loud, heavy smack sounds bouncing off the bedroom walls. Suddenly her eyes clamped shut, still blindly jerking me off as her mouth fell open, a soft whine of pleasure spilling from between her lips.
"Oh, fuck! Yes, Sienna! Keep going, baby!"
I couldn't see what Sienna was doing, of course, but whatever she was doing she was doing it well 'cause Christina was getting distracted. She began to lose her rhythm, stopping and starting at random intervals. It was clear her mind was elsewhere so I decided to lend her a hand. Latching onto those giant tits, I squeezed them tightly around the width of my cock and thrust up into her cleavage, allowing her to focus on the tongue on her pussy.
I kept that up for several minutes, sawing my cock through her tits as I watched her moan, eyelids aflutter as her friend went to town on her pussy. She regained her senses just enough to tip her head down, sucking at my crown occasionally as it poked out from between her tits. But mostly she just knelt there and took it, enjoying the sensations now racing through her buxom frame.
Her orgasm was a work of art, a stark contrast to the wild, convulsive fits she tends to have when I pound her into a coma. Her eyes stayed shut, mouth hanging open as sheer, unadulterated ecstasy spread across her face. I could hear Sienna moaning underneath her and I can only begin to imagine the volume of fluid that poured into her mouth at the moment of climax. From the amount that was smeared around her mouth when she finally surfaced, I'm guessing it was a lot.
She moved back in behind Christina who turned back to kiss her, tasting her pussy off her lips and tongue. It looked like there was enough to go around so I leaned down and got some too, kissing her sticky, wet lips.
"Mmm, fuck!" said Chrisitina, looking at Sienna as she kissed her again. "God, I missed that tongue!"
Sienna laughed, curling her fingers around the base of my cock. "Well, I imagine this was a pretty good consolation."
"Oh, it was," Christina grinned. "Maybe the two of you would like to get better acquainted."
Sienna grinned back then rose to her feet, turning one eighty degrees. Bending at the knees, her ass stuck out behind her as she lowered herself down, gripping my cock at the base. Her ass was tight and svelte, a far cry from all the lovely thickness I'd been getting from all sides since entering the country. Her pussy made contact with the tip of my penis and I watched it spread open as she slid down onto it, peeling apart like a delicate flower. She moaned in delight as she felt me enter and I wished I could have seen her expression as she took my crown inside her.
The first thing that struck me was how tight she was. I'd expected some friction from the tightness and tone of her body, but I wasn't prepared for how truly snug her pussy would feel as it inched down the length of my shaft. She placed her hands on the edge of the mattress and began to ride me, slowly at first as she got herself used to the size of my cock. Her pussy wasn't just tight, but soaking wet to boot, and the top of my shaft was starting to glisten as she took the first few inches.
Christina climbed onto the bed, kneeling above my head as her girlfriend rode me. Taking my face in her hands, she leaned down to kiss me as I laid across the mattress, relishing the grip of Sienna's tight pussy as she worked it up and down my shaft. Our lips came apart and she grabbed her titties, shifting forward a little as she sunk down lower, shoving them into my face. I was all but smothered as she pushed them down into me, burying me from the neck up.
Vision now blocked, my remaining senses heightened dramatically, enhancing the feeling of Sienna's vagina as it squeezed the top of my shaft. Now I could feel every inch of her pussy, every degree of warmth and every drop of moisture. I couldn't take much more of the teasing and I reached out blindly until I found her hips, not outright pulling her down but encouraging her to go down lower. Sienna understood and promptly obliged, sliding her pussy down another few inches. I wasn't quite sure how deep she was going, but the heat and tightness of her perfect pussy were increasing by the second.
Christina pulled her tits up so I could get some air and I took a glance downwards, watching for a second as Sienna rode my cock. She'd now slid down past the midway point, inching down my shaft with an agonising slowness. It was too much. My grip on her tightened until she stopped her movements and I held her in place as I started to thrust, driving my dick into that tight pink pussy.
"Oh, fuck! Yeah, that's it!" Sienna squealed, looking back over her shoulder as I fucked her from beneath.
I watched my cock sink into her pussy, plunging to the hilt each time. Sienna's hands moved up to her head and she piled her hair on top of it, muscles flexing in her shoulders and back. For a first timer, she took my dick with surprising grace, moaning appreciatively as it vanished inside her, touching her deepest parts.
Christina's hands slid over my torso, watching intently as I fucked her friend.
"Head down," she said as she pushed on my shoulders, guiding me downwards until my head hit the mattress.
For a few brief seconds, all I could see was the ceiling above. Then my vision was filled with thickness as Christina turned, planting her knees either side of me and dropping down onto my face. Looking up, all I could see was her tits high above me, her face blocked out by the size of her rack. Her hands reached up and grabbed onto her tits, kneading them tenderly as my tongue came out, finding her clit in an instant. I licked her quickly and without delay, swirling my tongue around her point of pleasure. Her pussy was sodden and I could feel her heat on my lips and chin. A hand came down and grabbed a fistful of hair, holding me in place as my tongue went faster, ringing her clit in concentric circles.
"Mmm, yeah!" I heard her moan. "Come on. Eat that pussy."
Still clinging tightly to Sienna's hips, I drove into her pussy with increasing vigour, making sure neither woman felt scorned or neglected. Her moans increased in volume, getting sharper and shriller as I thrusted up into her. Both were teetering on the edge of climax and I was dying to see who was gonna cum first. My question was answered about five seconds later as a second moan of pleasure tumbled from Christina's lips, her fist clenching harder as she pulled my hair.
"Ohhh, fuck! I'm gonna cum!"
I licked her harder as she started to shake, meaty thighs trembling either side of my head. My tongue kept spinning around the nub of her clit, twisting and turning as I felt her cum, fluid streaming into my open mouth. Deep moaning breaths spilled free from her lips, muffled slightly by her thighs as they clenched instinctively, squeezing against the sides of my head. I didn't stop licking until her body fell still, her grip loosening at the top of my head as a few last panting breaths fluttered from between her lips.
A satisfied grin stretched across her face as she combed her fingers through my hair then lifted her ass off my face. She turned around behind me and leaned over my supine frame, taking my face in her hands and kissing me on the lips. Pushing me up by the shoulders, she tilted my head towards Sienna as she leaned in beside me, whispering into my ear.
"Now it's her turn."
Damn. No rest for the wicked, huh? My thrusts had slowed somewhat while I was focusing on Christina, but quickly picked up again on her instruction. I threw my hips up from the king-size matress and drilled into Sienna's pussy, kicking up to ramming speed in the blink of an eye. I wasn't sure if she'd gone quiet while Christina was cumming or if I just hadn't noticed her, but she was screaming her house down again in no time at all as I slammed into her pussy from beneath, drilling in deep and hitting her innermost spots.
"Yes! Come on! Give it to me! Make me cum on that big fucking dick!"
A few more thrusts and I did just that. I tightened my grip on Sienna's thin hips, pulling her into my thrusts until the spark ignited. Shiny blonde hair spilled down her back as she tipped her head back, screaming at her bedroom ceiling as I pulled her down to the base of my shaft, holding her there as she started to cum. Hot fluid surged from within her as her pussy tightened, squeezing me for all I was worth. I felt my cockhead twitch inside her, threatening to blow as it touched her cervix. She stayed there for several seconds then rose up slowly, sliding her pussy up the length of my shaft.
"Stay there," said Christina, pushing down on my shoulders. "I want to taste her off your dick."
Christina crawled forward, her tits hanging down in my face for a second as moved towards my cock. I caught a nipple in between my lips and sucked it briefly as she moved down lower, kissing across my midriff. I grabbed onto her ass as it hovered above me, pulling her pussy down onto my face. My tongue came out and found her clit, spinning around it swiftly as her lips slid onto my helmet. I could hear her moaning as she pushed down deeper, savouring the fluids that were basted across my shaft.
I felt Sienna's lips latch onto my balls and she suckled them in turn as Christina blew me. Her lips felt incredible as they slid up and down my shaft, sucking extra hard as she cleaned up her girlfriend's fluids. I kept eating her pussy as best I could, tonguing at her clit as her mouth went lower, edging down closer to the base of my shaft. My cockhead twitched as it pushed past her tonsils and I moaned into her pussy as her lips sunk down to the hilt. My fingers dug into her asscheeks as my dick throbbed harder, pulsing and pounding against her writhing pink tongue.
She kept me there for as long as she could then pulled back slowly, my grip on her loosening as her lips slid up to the crown. A ball spilled out from Sienna's plump lips and she licked along the length of my shaft, following Christina as she pulled back up to the tip. The crown came free from between her lips as Sienna licked up to the tip, lapping up precum as she tongued at my winking slit.
Christina soon joined her and I could feel their tongues start brushing together, flicking back and forth as they shared my cock. Their lips pressed together as they wrapped them around my tip, kissing each other with my cock in between them. My tongue kept spiralling around Christina's stiff clit, the juices flowing as I licked her snatch. Sienna's lips slid onto my helmet, taking it to the ridge then popping it free. Christina did the same then Sienna took it back again, going down lower then handing it back. They repeated the process on several occasions, sinking down deeper each time until their lips went down to the hilt.
"OK, I need this inside me now," Christina declared, lifting her ass off my face as she shifted forward.
She planted her knees either side of my hips and reached back behind her, gripping my cock at the base as she sunk down onto it. Sienna's arms wrapped around her body, grabbing her ass she slid down my dick, plummeting straight to the base. Her ass touched my abs and she kissed Sienna as she started riding me, guiding her pussy up and down my dick. Sienna's hands moved up to her hips, those big, meaty ass cheeks slapping against my midriff as she pushed her down harder, impaling her pussy on my long, thick shaft.
With Sienna providing assistance, I was free just to take it all in. Tucking my arms behind my head, I sat back and watched as Christina used my cock, admiring the sight of those thick cheeks rippling as she bounced them off my abs. Sienna's hands came free from her hips but Christina kept the pace, slamming that ass down into my torso with ever increasing force.
"Mmm, yes!" the redhead moaned, her voice light and breathy. "Come on, baby. Get your face in there!"
I could hear her tits start slapping together, smacking against Sienna's face as she buried her head in between them. I couldn't see anything, of course, but that mental image made me throb even harder as Christina rode me, relishing the grip of her tight pink pussy as it slid up and down my shaft.



I let her ride me for a few more minutes then latched onto her hips, lifting her ass up a little as I started thrusting, bucking my ass off the mattress. Christina moans got louder and shriller, slapping sounds increasing in volume as my pelvis smacked against her big, thick ass.
"Ooh, yeah!" said Sienna, pulling her face from Christina's tits. "That's it, Chrissie. Take that dick, girl!"
She took Christina's face in her hands and kissed her on the mouth, blocking her moans as I drove myself into her, slamming hard into her tight pink pussy. I gave a few more thrusts then wrapped my arms around her chest, pulling her down on top of me as I rolled onto my knees, switching from reverse cowgirl to doggystyle in a single seamless motion. Christina's hands went down onto the mattress and I grabbed onto her hips as I started pumping, dicking her hard from the very first thrust. Sienna kissed her again then crawled across the bed, grabbing that meaty ass as she knelt down beside her.
"Yeah, come on. Give it to her!" Sienna encouraged, gazing up at me with a grin as she raised her hands up, slapping them back down on her friend's thick ass. "Make this big arse shake while you fuck that tight pussy!"
She didn't have to tell me twice. I tightened my grip on Christina's hips, slamming into her pussy with reckless abandon. Every thrust took me straight to the balls and I could see her ass cheeks rippling as I threw myself into her, pounding with little restraint. Sienna shrieked excitedly then poked her tongue out, licking back and forth across her friend's tight asshole. Christina's moans increased in volume, her pussy getting tighter as her girlfriend rimmed her, pushing that tongue into her puckered sphincter. I could feel her getting slicker, juices soaking every inch of my cock as I drilled into her pussy, slamming hard and fast.
It was getting too much and I pried my cock from the redhead's pussy, the thick shaft glistening as I pointed it at Sienna's mouth. Her face lit up as she plucked her tongue from Christina's asshole, wagging it excitedly as she gaped her lips apart, beckoning me inside.
"Ooh, yeah! Bring me that dick!"
I placed a hand at the back of her head, slotting my crown between her open lips and pushing her down my shaft. She tightened her lips around the width of my cock, dousing it in saliva as she slurped up her girlfriend's fluids. I wrenched my dick from between her lips and shoved it back into Christina's pussy. Her taut inner walls were getting wetter by the second and a few deep thrusts were all that were needed to soak my rod from base to tip.
I pulled back slowly from her tight pink pussy, gripping it at the base as I wrenched it free. This time I didn't even have to move as Sienna pretty much pounced on it. She went down deep on the very first pass and it was only my fingers at the base of the shaft that stopped her from taking it all. I uncurled my fingers around my cock and placed my hand at the back of her head, pushing her the rest of the way. I held her there for close to a minute before I finally released her, my shaft wet with spittle as her lips pulled back to the tip.
I plucked the crown from between her lips and pointed it at Christina's pussy, pushing it in without a moment's delay. The coat of spit now basting my shaft made entry even easier and I sunk to the base with a single thrust. I gripped onto her hips and got straight back to it, quickly re-finding my rhythm as I sunk into the depths of her pussy. Sienna gazed up at me as she grabbed Christina's asscheeks, egging me on as she licked her butthole.
"Yes! Come on, baby! Fuck this pussy! Make her cum on your fucking cock!"
I wrapped my arms around Christina's midriff and pulled her back against me. I grabbed onto her tits and pushed them together, squeezing them tight as I kept on thrusting, slamming my body into hers. Sienna moved in front of her and wet two fingers, guiding them to her clit as she buried her face in Christina's rack. I felt her pussy start to tighten as Sienna rubbed her clit, squeezing me harder with every thrust I took.
Kneading them eagerly in the palms of my hands, I pushed her tits into Sienna's face, slapping them against her cheeks as she immersed herself between them. Briefly emerging to get some air, Sienna licked back and forth across her friend's stiff nipples, quickly upgrading to the full-on motorboat. Christina started moaning louder, her thick body shaking as I fucked her from behind.
I relinquished my grip on her trembling body and gripped her upper arms. Holding them behind her back, I used them for leverage as I threw myself into her, tearing into her pussy with a flurry of quick, hard thrusts. Her screams went up a few more decibels, sounding more animalistic with every passing note. Keeping two digits on the nub of her clit, Sienna placed a finger under Christina's chin and angled her up to face her, staring into her eyes as she took her pounding.
"Ooh, yeah!" she grinned, kissing those big, thick lips. "You're really getting it now, huh?"
"Uh huh!" Christina panted, answering as best she could.
"You gonna cum for me, Chrissie?"
Christina nodded and while I couldn't see her face in the position we were in, I had no trouble picturing the intense look of pleasure that was plastered across it.
"Come on then. Cum for me, baby," Sienna encouraged. "Cream that big, fat cock!"
Her shoulder moved faster as she rubbed Christina's clit, tightening her pussy like she was turning a lever. A few more strokes and Sienna got her wish. Christina practically drenched me as her orgasm hit, soaking my schlong from bellend to base.
"OH, FUUUCCCKKK!!! YEEESSS!!!" Christina screamed, causing a smug look of satisfaction to form on Sienna's face.
Sienna kept rubbing as I sheathed myself inside her, extending her climax for as long as possible. She must have cum for at least a minute, squeezing my cock to the point of bursting.
I remained inside her until her orgasm ceased then eased myself out of her pussy. Sienna and Christina shared one last kiss then turned around to face me, down on their hands and knees, one beside the other. Sienna's lips came partially open and she slid them onto my crown, blue eyes gazing up at me as her head moved slowly, making light work of the thick coat of juices now basting every inch of my shaft. She took me into the back of her throat then pulled back up to the tip, releasing my crown with an audible pop.
"Mmm! Fuck, your fanny tastes good off his cock!" Sienna declared, grinning as she licked her lips.
Christina took over and went one better, sinking her lips to the base of my shaft. My head fell back and I groaned towards the ceiling as she kept me in there, feeling me throb in the depths of her throat. She pulled back slowly, popping my crown from between her lips then poking her tongue out, swirling it smoothly around the tip of my prick. Sienna moved towards me as Christina licked the tip, turning ninety degrees as she wrapped her lips around the base. Christina moved in to face her and my cock twitched violently as she latched onto the other side, lips almost touching as they worked them along my shaft.
I climbed down slowly from the edge of the bed, planting my feet on the bedroom floor. Christina looked up at me as they moved in closer, grinning as they shared my cock. I grinned straight back at her and reached for her hand, helping her down off the bed. I turned to kiss her as she moved in beside me, grabbing her ass as our tongues entangled.
Sienna kept sucking as I kissed her friend. She took my crown in between her lips, letting it poke into her cheek a few times before she moved back in front of me, kneeling on all fours as she bobbed her pretty blonde head. Christina's hand roamed across my chest, the other clawing at my thick locks of hair as she kissed me assertively, our lips locked together in a tight embrace. I pried my lips from hers then dipped my head down, shoving my face in between her tits. Christina cooed excitedly then locked both arms around the back of my head, ensuring my face stayed right where it was.
I gripped the back of Sienna's head and pushed her down lower, moaning into Christina's tits as the tip of my cock pressed against the back of her throat. I kept her there for a moment then started thrusting, plunging into her mouth with slow, deep thrusts that sent my cockhead soaring past her tonsils. Christina's grip loosened and I fought my way out of her cleavage, licking and sucking her titties as she pushed them into my face.
Plucking my cock from Sienna's mouth, I grabbed her wrist and pulled her up sharply, hauling her up to her feet. Her arms went around my shoulders and she gripped the back of my head as she pulled me into her, kissing me hard on the mouth. I grabbed her ass and carressed both cheeks as our tongues intertwined, her mouth extra slick after sucking my cock. My hands moved down to the backs of her thighs and our lips stayed together as I hoisted her upwards, lifting her into the air like she weighed next to nothing.
I aligned her pussy with the tip of my cock and she moaned into my mouth as I lowered her onto it, stretching her open with the width of my crown. Our lips came apart and she tipped her head back, moaning towards the ceiling as I guided her down my shaft, filling her pussy an inch at a time. I slid her to the base and remained there for a moment as her head fell back into place, her mouth hanging open slightly as she stared into my eyes, feeling how deep I was inside her.
Christina stood and moved in behind her friend, gripping her ass to help support her. Poking her tongue out from between her lips, Christina licked along her neck and up to the ear, whispering sweet nothings as she nibbled at her earlobe. I flexed my muscles and lifted her upwards, pulling her up slowly to the ridge of my crown. I held her there for a second or two then dropped her back down again, a loud scream flying forth from her lips as she plummeted down to the base.
"OH MY GOD!" she yelped, her eyes almost popping out of their sockets as I held her in place, giving her a second to recover before I lifted her up again, starting the cycle anew.
Christina kissed her neck then sunk down behind her, kissing down her back as she dropped to her knees. Her lips wrapped tightly around one of my balls, sucking on it greedily as I fucked her friend. I kept that up for quite some time, working Sienna up and down my dick until my arms began to tire. That's when I started thrusting. My grip on her tightened as I held her in place, slamming into her pussy with slow, hard thrusts.
"OH! FUCK! YEAH! GIMME! THAT! DICK!" Sienna screamed, each word punctuated by a powerful pelvic slam.
Christina licked from my scrotum and along my shaft, stopping at what I can only assume was Sienna's puckered asshole. She was definitely doing something back there 'cause Sienna's pussy tightened significantly as I fucked her harder, the pace increasing with each new thrust. I felt her fingers dig into my neck and she threw her head forward as she leaned in to kiss me, tonguing me aggressively as I drilled into her tight pink pussy.
I gave a few more thrusts then turned us around, placing her down on the edge of the bed. I kept my dick in her as I leaned right over, less than a foot between her body and mine. She lifted her legs up and wrapped them around me, locking them securely around the small of my back. Gripping me tightly in between my shoulders, her fingers almost scratched me as I pulled back slowly, retracting to the tip before I rammed it back in, going in hard with a dominant thrust.
I proceeded to pound her hard and deep, lifting my ass high into the air and slamming back into her as hard as I could. I was a few thrusts in when I got a surprise. Pulling back slowly to the ridge of my crown, I felt Christina's tongue on my asshole, making my dick throb harder as I threw myself forward, driving it deep into Sienna's tight snatch. She kept that up for several minutes, rewarding each thrust with a lap at my asshole.
I felt Sienna's pussy start to tighten once more, gripping me harder as I tried not to cum. I glanced down briefly as I kept on railing, fingers now strumming at the nub of her clit. I eased my thrusts a little to keep from exploding, straining every muscle as my energy dropped, clinging to my load like my life depended on it. Looking back up as I fucked her slowly, an impassioned look of rapturous pleasure was etched across her face.
"Cum in me," she urged, her eyes staring into mine, lashes fluttering as she begged me to finish.
I quit holding back, going in hard on her with a sudden burst of energy. I could feel Christina's tongue still lapping at my asshole as I kicked back up to ramming speed, unleashing unbridled vigour upon her fair-haired friend. A few thrusts in and I was fit to burst. My head craned backwards and a deep roar flew forth from my lips as I sheathed myself to the balls, dumping an impossibly thick mess of spunk straight into the actress' womb.
Sienna kept strumming her clit, vaginal muscles contracting significantly as the surging flood of boiling hot semen splashed her inner walls, igniting an orgasm from deep inside her. Our eyes stayed together as I watched her cum, an intense look of ecstasy engulfing her features as her insides squeezed me, forcing more cum from the tip of my prick. We must have cum for close to a minute, feeding off each other's orgasms until we had nothing left to give. I'm not quite sure who finished first, but by the time I pulled out of Sienna's tight pussy it was like every last morsel of energy had been drained from the pair of us.
Christina crawled around from behind me as I pushed myself up from the mattress, wearing a very satisfied-looking grin as she knelt beside Sienna, leaning over her tired body and giving her a kiss on the lips. I took a step back as I caught my breath, the first few drops of my load starting to trickle from Sienna's pussy.
"Hmm, looks like you've sprung a leak," said Christina, glancing down at her girlfriend's snatch. "Here, let me get that for you."
I moved to the side as Christina climbed down from the bed, wrapping her arms around Sienna's thighs as she settled on the floor in front of her. Rolling her tongue out, Christina licked along Sienna's pink slit, lapping up the cum that had escaped from inside it. Cupping a breast in her hands, she pushed a nipple into Sienna's pussy, cum smearing across her areola. Beckoning Sienna with a manicured finger, she fed her cum-soaked nipple in between her lips, grinning with amusement as she sucked it clean. Moving back down in between her legs, she steered her tongue into Sienna's pussy and scooped out the last of my load, swallowing it down in a single gulp.
Once they could move again, Sienna and Christina went to take a shower together. Unfortunately, the shower wasn't big enough for me to join them but if the time they spent in there was anything to go by, they were doing a hell of a lot more than just washing themselves. I hopped in after them as the girls went downstairs and Sienna made something to eat. I pulled my clothes back on once I was done in the shower and went down to join them. Sienna had changed into her cosy clothes and lent some to Christina (which were obviously a lot less cosy-looking on her much, much thicker frame), and I did a little mental fistpump as I took that to mean that we were staying the night.
We ate dinner at Sienna's kitchen table and she cracked open a bottle of wine. Sienna cleared away our plates and we took the wine to the lounge where she stuck on a movie on her large TV. I'd love to tell you what movie it was, but we only got about five minutes in before nature took its course. I fucked them both right there on the couch before going back to the bedroom so I could fuck them in there as well. We kept it up until the early hours, finally passing out after what I believe was my fifth orgasm. Lord only knows how many the girls had; I definitely lost count and I'm pretty sure they did too.
When I awoke the next morning, Sienna was downstairs making breakfast. I was still super horny- who wouldn't be waking up next to Christina Hendricks?- and it took an awful lot of willpower not to pull her onto my cock and pound one out in her friend's big bed. Somehow I resisted the urge and we both got dressed and joined Sienna in the kitchen. She fixed us all a plate of Full English, otherwise known as a 'fry up'. Now, I'm fully aware of the irony in pointing this out as an American, but if this is what the English eat for breakfast then I'm not sure how anyone in this country lives past 35.
We wolfed down our sausages and bacon, washing it down with a nice 'cuppa' tea, then said our goodbyes to Sienna. We took the train ride of shame back to Tunbridge Wells, then had a quickie in the shower. I helped Christina to pack her things then drove her to Heathrow for her flight back to LAX. I gave her a goodbye kiss in the airport parking lot 'cause I was back in assistant mode once we got to the terminal.
I saw her off then went back 'home', disappointed to find it empty. I of course did what any red blooded male would do without female accompaniment and went straight to the games room, working out my thumbs on the PlayStation 5. I was about halfway through my third game of FIFA (almost as boring as real soccer) when I got a text from Hayley.
Hayley: Has Christina left now?
Me: Yeah, just got back from the airport.
Hayley: OK, good. Hope you saved some energy cos you've got a busy week ahead of you [wink emoji]. Here's your itinerary. I'll see you on Friday [kiss emoji]
What followed was my plan for the week. I won't relay the whole thing here but...well, Hayley wasn't lying when she said I'd be busy. I just hoped I'd have some energy left for when she got back.
Hayley: Btw, your first guest is on her way.
Right. Thanks for the warning, Hayz. Thankfully I was already showered and everything so all I had to do was give the place a quick tidy up before she got here.
Now, there's a lot I like about this 'job', as I'm sure you can imagine, but one of my favourite things about it is being introduced to new people. Be it finally meeting a gorgeous woman that I've lusted over since I was twelve or being introduced to someone I'd never even heard of, I relished each encounter with equal anticipation. While my guests on this trip were a mixture of both, my first was entirely new to me. It said on my itinerary that her name was Gemma Arterton. Honestly, I didn't know if she was a celebrity, Hayley's agent or one of her friend's from school. I considered Googling her prior to her arrival but decided I'd rather be surprised. And, boy, was I.
Hayley had impeccable taste in women so I hadn't expected anything less than a total knockout and I certainly wasn't disappointed. I paused the game as the doorbell rang. I went to answer it and was immediately struck by her beauty. Her skin was pale and her hair was dark, her eyes a deep shade of brown. She was wearing a short sequin dress with a thin high-neck sweater underneath, and a pair of strappy black stilettos.
"Hi," I said. "You must be Gemma."
"Yes," she replied, flashing me a killer smile that quickened my pulse dramatically. "And you're Tyler?"
"I am. Lovely to meet you. Can I help you with your things?"
"Thank you."
I commandeered her suitcase and wheeled it inside.
"Nice place," said Gemma as she followed me in, taking a look at her surroundings.
"It is, isn't it? Just a rental, I'm afraid."
"Ah, so you live in the States, do you?"
"What gave it away?" I asked with a grin.
Gemma laughed. "Well, obviously I noticed the accent. But I thought maybe you'd moved here or something."



"Oh, no. Just here for a week. Would you like the tour?"
"Please."
I showed my guest around my rented home, starting with the lounges and kitchen before moving up to the second floor. I showed her my room then her room where we left her luggage, then finished things up with the games room.
"Not interrupting anything, am I?" Gemma grinned, gesturing to the FIFA game still paused on the large TV.
"Oh, sorry about that," I said, grabbing the remote and switching it off.
She laughed. "You boys and your games."
"Not much of a gamer?"
"Video games? Not at all." She strolled across to the pool table and lent against it, resting her ass on the edge. "I'm pretty good at pool though."
"Oh, yeah?"
"Mmhmm. Wasted youth. There was a table at my local pub. You any good?"
"Not sure, really. Care to find out?"
"Sure. Rack 'em up."
And rack them up, I did. I grabbed us a couple of cues and we got to playing. Turns out Gemma was pretty good. I wasn't too bad either considering I haven't played it in about ten years. Plus I had the distraction of Gemma's dress riding up her thighs every time she took a shot.
The first few games were all very friendly and we took the time between shots to get better acquainted. She asked me what I did for a living and I guessed from that that Hayley hadn't told her much. I kept my answer vague, telling her I ran a hotel in the Los Angeles suburbs. She seemed impressed and said she'd have to come stay there next time she was in LA. Whether or not she knew what kind of hotel it was, I wasn't entirely sure. But either way she was more than welcome. She asked me a few questions about it and I answered as best I could without giving too much away.
I thought of the best way of returning the question, trying to tiptoe around the fact that I didn't know who she was. My brain failed me in spectacular fashion so in the end I just came out and asked. Turns out she was an actress. Maybe I should've looked her up after all. I apologised for not recognising her and asked her what she'd been in. She laughed and told me not to worry then reeled off some of her projects. They were mostly British productions which would explain why I hadn't heard of her. I apologised again and told her I'd track some down. We were hitting it off well. The conversation flowed nice and easily, becoming more flirtatious with every passing minute. But it was after our third game of pool that things really kicked into gear.
"Another?" I asked, having just sent the black ball whizzing into the right middle pocket. I was winning two-one at this stage, but who was counting.
"Of course," said Gemma. "Didn't think we were gonna stop with you in the lead, did you?"
"Not for a second," I grinned, already assembling the balls for the start of a new game.
"And if you like, we could make this one more interesting?"
"Sure. Shall we say...ten pounds?"
Gemma rolled her eyes. "Pfft! A tenner?! Come on, I think we can do better than that."
"OK. Twenty?"
A naughty grin began to form on Gemma's face as she stood across the table, chalking the tip of her cue. "How about...if I win, you lick my fanny."
Damn. Now that's my kinda bet!
"And if I win?"
"Well...I'm sure you can work that out."
"Alright, you're on. My break."
Now, I don't know if I was secretly amazing at pool and had been subconsciously reigning in my talents, but once the bet was made I suddenly turned into Paul Newman in The Hustler. I barely missed a shot, potting all seven balls before Gemma even got past two. Not very gentlemanly of me to consign a lady to such a crushing defeat, but with such high stakes, can you really blame me?
"Well done," said Gemma. "Quite the shark, aren't you?"
Her eyes locked on mine as she strolled around to my side of the table, a telltale smirk pulling at the sides of my mouth. "I just needed the right incentive."
"Well, I'm glad I could provide it."
She stepped up before me, leaning her pool cue against the table as her hands went to my chest. I wrapped my arms around her back, pulling her closer as her hands slid up to my neck. She draped her arms around my shoulders as a hand moved up to the back of my head, pulling me in for a kiss. Our first kiss was hot and passionate, just as I'd hoped and expected. Her tongue came out and slid into my mouth, tangling with my own as I grabbed her ass, scooping her into the air.
"OH!" she gasped as our lips came apart, unprepared for the sudden move.
I set her down on the edge of the table and our mouths reconnected, tongues tussling underneath our cheeks. Her arms came loose from around my neck and she slid her hands down my torso, not stopping until she reached my belt. Prying her lips from mine, she spoke to me softly in that sultry British accent, already pulling my belt free from the loops on my jeans.
"Hate to kill the mood, but I believe we had a bet."
"I believe we did," I said back, sliding my hands under the tops of her thighs.
I lifted her back off the table, turning us around as I dropped her to her feet. I lent back against the table as she put a finger to my chin, kissing me once more before she dropped to her knees. She undid the buckle on my belt, looking at me with that sexy smile as she unclasped my jeans. Bunching material in a pair of tightly clenched fists, she inched down my jeans and boxers, slowly unveiling her consolation prize.
"Oh my!" she exclaimed, gasping a little as the base was freed.
She slid the waistband down the length of my shaft, her eyes growing wider with every inch she revealed. The head popped out and her jaw fell open as my cock flopped up and down, primed and ready for action.
"Bloody hell!" she squawked, her face a mixture of shock and excitement. "Hayley wasn't wrong about you, huh?"
"Uh uh," I said with a smirk, shaking my head back and forth.
Gemma grinned back then took my cock in her hands, wrapping a hand around the base of my shaft as she stroked it with the other. Her tongue came out from between her lips and she licked the tip of my prick, lapping up the precum that was already pooling there.
"Mmm," she murmured, purring softly as she opened her lips, steering my cock in between them.
Her lips slid down to the ridge of my crown and she lapped at the slit again as they puckered around it, gripping it snugly as she stroked my shaft. Her handjob technique was second to none and it had me leaking in a matter of moments, drops of sticky precum trickling across her tongue. She moved her hands to the tops of my thighs and started bobbing her head, guiding her lips up and down my shaft. The progress was slow but I didn't mind at all; she was in no hurry and neither was I.
Spit was sloshing in between her cheeks, wetting my shaft as she took me deeper. She brought her hand back up to my cock, stroking and jerking the first few inches while her mouth took care of the rest. My head fell backwards and I moaned towards the heavens as my crown went deeper inside her, her sprightly tongue lapping at the underside as the tip pushed past her tonsils. Lips sinking closer to the base, she gripped me at the root as her head moved quicker, smearing spit along the length of my shaft. Her hand came down and she gripped my thighs again as she reached the final stretch, her full lips puckered as they inched towards the base. I felt my tip hit the back of her throat and I grabbed the edge of the table, my legs almost giving way as she sucked up the last two inches.
"Ohhh, fuck!" I groaned, looking back down as those eyes stared up at me, grinning as best she could with my dick in her mouth and throat.
She kept it there for several seconds then pulled back slowly, sliding her lips past the tip of my cock. Returning a hand to the base of my shaft, she spat a thick glob of saliva which landed with a splat on my bulging crown. She used her other hand to smear it along the length of my shaft, my dick throbbing harder as she pumped her fist, jerking me up and down. Her tongue came out and she lapped at the tip of my prick, cleaning up the precum as it seeped from my urethra.
Pointing my cock towards the ceiling, she dipped down lower as she gripped it tightly, wrapping her lips around a swollen teste. Sucking and licking in equal measure, she doused it in spittle as she jerked me off, running her fingers up and down my shaft. My ball spilled out from between her lips and she switched to the other one, feeling it grow even larger as the cum churned away inside it.
She left my balls behind and returned to my cock, licking along the underside as her fingers curved around the top of it, kneading the swollen tip. Returning my cock to its previous position, she slapped the head against her outstretched tongue as she went back for seconds, stuffing my rod in between her lips. This time she was more aggressive and she stared right up at me as her head moved faster, sucking harder with each pass she took. Her hands went back to the tops of my thighs, nails digging into my flesh as she sucked up the last few inches. She kept me there for close to a minute, lapping at my cock as it throbbed against her tongue, leaking its fluids straight down her throat.
Her lips slid back to the ridge of my crown and she gripped me tighter as she bobbed her head, using my thighs for leverage as she pulled herself up and down my pole. Every pass took her straight to the hilt, my helmet twitching as it nudged at the back of her throat. A few of those was all I could take. Sinking to the base one final time, I placed a hand at the back of her head, holding her there as my cockhead spasmed. Eyes clamped shut, I unleashed a deafening roar as my bellend erupted, cum gushing forth and splashing the wall of her throat.
"UUUGGGHHH, FUUUCCCKKK!!!"
Despite having cum already that day, I seemed to nut for almost a minute, pumping out spunk until my scrotum was empty. I heard Gemma moan as my dick kept firing, cumming so deep that she didn't even have to swallow. My grip slowly loosened and she pulled her head back, prying my cock from between her lips. My eyes came open as she took my cock in her hands, a satisfied grin now etched across her face. Her tongue rolled out and went straight to my slit, licking out the last few drops as she stroked my tender schlong.
"Mmm," she said, leaving a few kisses on the tip of my prick. "I should lose more often."
I helped her to her feet and kissed her as I pulled her towards me, her mouth still wet from the blowjob.
"Another game?" I asked, holding her body to mine.
"Oh, you betcha," Gemma replied, kissing me once more as she grabbed her pool cue.
This time Gemma racked the balls up and took first break. The blowjob she'd given me was out of this world and I was eager to return the favour, doing everything I could to lose the game. Gemma clocked onto it pretty quickly, grinning to herself as I routinely missed shots I'd been acing for the past two hours.
"You know, if I didn't know better, I'd think you were letting me win," she declared, her smirk growing wider with every shot I missed.
"Really? Whatever gave you that idea?" I asked, scuffing another shot that sent the cue ball whizzing towards the nearest pocket.
Gemma laughed as she positioned the cue ball, sinking two balls in quick succession.
"Is it my fault you're so good with balls?" I quipped, drawing a chuckle from my opponent.
"Not bad with a piece of wood either," she said with a wink.
She potted her last ball then moved onto the black, narrowly missing a pocket with her first attempt.
"Ooh, close," I said as I leant over the table, firing the cue ball straight at the black and sinking it with a single shot. "Whoops, butterfingers!"
Gemma laughed. "Doesn't that void the game?"
"The hell it does," I said, patting the edge of the table. "Now get your ass up there."
"Yes, sir," said Gemma, grinning as she hopped onto the table.
I leaned in and kissed her, sliding my hands under the hem of her dress. I slid my fingers under the waistband of her panties, tugging them down to around mid-thigh. Dropping to my knees, I pulled them down the rest of the way, sliding them past her heels and tossing them aside. Gemma laid back across the pool table, knocking balls out of the way as I lifted her legs up, kissing the insides of her thigh. I felt the warmth from her pussy as I got closer to it, ignoring it for the time being as I moved to her other thigh. I kissed along that one too then wrapped my arms around them, letting her legs hang over my shoulders as I looked at her pussy, already wet and sticky with arousal.
I poked out my tongue and licked along the length of her slit, taking a moment to savour the taste. It took a few licks to clean up her juices, a fresh coat forming as I moved to her clit. Her head came up from the surface of the table, a sharp breath spilling from between her lips as my tongue made contact, slowly swirling around the nub of her clit. She fell back onto the table as a hand dug into my hair, ensuring my head stayed right where it was. She needn't have bothered; she tasted incredible and every drop of fluid that trickled across my tongue only heightened my want and desire.
I unhooked an arm from around her thigh and slid two fingers in between my lips, wetting both digits with saliva. Putting them to her pussy, I ran them up and down her slit a few times, getting them wetter before I pushed them inside. The first thing I noticed was how warm her pussy was. Of course, I'd had an inkling of that from the heat pouring out of it but the temperature inside was a level above, and only got warmer the deeper I went. Her pussy was so wet that my fingers basically slid straight in, sinking right down to the knuckle. I hooked them upwards until I found my target, then kept them there as I returned to her clit, stimulating her two main pleasure points.
Sharp breaths turned into moans and I could feel her pussy tighten as I licked her clit, spinning my tongue in concentric circles. I pulled my fingers right back to the tips as I pumped them back and forth, hitting her g-spot with every pass. My fingers were glistening, soaked in her fluids from knuckle to tip. I looked up from between her legs as I licked her faster, relishing the sight as she writhed across the table, her free hand pawing at her perky chest.
Prying my fingers from the grip of her snatch, I put them between my lips and sucked them clean, savouring the taste of her balmy insides. Gemma clawed harder at my thick locks of hair, eager for me to continue. I did as she wanted, putting my tongue to her pussy and licking along her slit. A fresh layer of arousal had formed on her puffy pink lips, even slicker and sweeter than the original coat. I made light work of it as I licked up and down her twat, putting a thumb to her clit as I delved my tongue inside it, extracting more fluid from deep inside her.
"Oh, bloody hell!" Gemma gasped, her head popping up from the table again as my thumb moved back and forth, rubbing across her clit.
Her hand came free from the back of my head and she tucked it under her own, holding it up as she watched me eat her. I licked along her pussy a few times then returned to the nub at the top, swirling my tongue around it with greater speed and gusto. I pushed my fingers back into her and pumped them back and forth, sinking them deep in her snatch. Her pussy contracted as I returned to her clit, gripping my fingers so tight that I wondered if I'd get them back again.
I kept looking up at her as I ate her out, enjoying the look of ecstasy as it enveloped her gorgeous face. Her eyes stared back at me as I licked her to the point of climax, silently begging me to finish the job. I was happy to oblige her, spinning my tongue even faster as I fucked her with my fingers, touching her deepest spots. She came hard, coating my fingers as I pushed them inside, curling them upwards to massage her g-spot.
"Oh my God! Fuck!" she yelped, squealing as she tipped her head back.
She grabbed my head with a shaky hand, needlessly holding me in place as I tongued her through it, licking up the juices as they gushed from between her lips. One last shriek and her body spasmed as a final wave of fluids surged forth from within her, not just soaking my fingers, but my lips and chin as well. I peeled my lips from around her clit and slowly retrieved my fingers, peering up at Gemma as she collapsed onto the table, looking like every ounce of energy had just poured straight out of her body. Damn. Losing has never felt so good.
I rose to my feet and leant against the table, looking down at my opponent as she sprawled across the surface, breathing heavily as she began to recover.
"Good game," I said as I slid my arms underneath her, lifting her up off the blue felt surface.
Gemma laughed, draping her arms over my shoulders as she perched at the edge of the table. "OK, one more game. And if you win, you can fuck me right here on this table."
"And if you win?"
"Don't know," she shrugged. "Guess we'll have to fuck in your room or someting."
"Sounds like a win-win," I said with a smirk.
I gave her a kiss then lifted her off the table, setting her down on the floor. Gemma didn't bother to put her panties back on, simply pulling her dress back down as I racked the balls up. Eating her pussy had got me hard as a rock and the promise of fucking her at the end of this game kept me thoroughly rigid as I sought to end it as quicky as possible. After doing everything I could to lose the last game, suddenly I was back in Paul Newman-mode, sinking balls in record quick time. I potted the black in emphatic fashion and tossed my cue onto the table.
Gemma grinned as I moved towards her, grabbing her by the arm and pulling her against me. I kissed her aggressively, pushing her up against the pool table as I grabbed the hem of her dress, lifting it past her hips. Our lips came apart and her arms went up as I lifted it higher, pulling it over her head. Now all she was wearing was her high-neck sweater and lace up stilettos. I removed her sweater and she lowered her arms, wrapping them around my shoulders as my hands slid down her body. I took a quick moment to appraise her ass, enjoying the toned muscle that comprised each perfect cheek. My hands moved down to the tops of her thighs and I hoisted her upwards, kissing her again as I placed her on the table.
Gemma laid back as she lifted her legs, holding them upwards as she spread them apart. I grabbed a calf with one of my hands as I moved in between them, gripping my cock with the other. I rubbed the tip against the slit of her pussy, lips still wet from her previous orgasm. She raised her head from the top of the table, using her elbows to prop herself up. She looked up at me with a bite of her lip, beckoning me in with those big brown eyes. I accepted the invite, entering her pussy with the slightest push.
Her head fell back as I slid inside her, a sigh of contentment spilling from between her lips. I uncurled my fingers from around my cock, holding her other calf as I went in deeper, sinking to the base of my shaft.
"Ohhhh!" Gemma purred in delight as I filled up her pussy, nudging her cervix with the tip of my prick.
The heat had increased since I'd eaten her out and her snug pink pussy felt even tighter as my cock was enveloped, muscles gripping at the width of my shaft. I stayed like that for several seconds, basking in the warmth of her glorious snatch, before slowly retreating, pulling back gently to the ridge of my crown. Her head came down and she looked at me again, silently begging me to fill her back up. I did as requested, bottoming out inside her with another effortless thrust.
"Mmm, fuck!" she breathed out in ecstasy, a look of satisfaction spreading across her face as I gave her what she wanted.



I moved my hands to her ankles and pushed them together, closing her legs up as I thrusted harder, going balls deep each time. Her pussy got tighter as her thighs pressed together, squeezing my shaft as it sunk into her darkest depths. I wrapped my arms around those lovely long legs, shifting them to the side a little so I could see her face, her heels hanging over my shoulder as I pulled myself into her pussy.
Her brown eyes widened as I thrust inside her, mouth hanging open as I reached her innermost spots. Her moans grew louder with every thrust I took, deafening smacks now filling the room as I threw myself into her, my strong abs colliding with the backs of her thighs. She moved her arms out from underneath her, pool balls scattering in every direction as she laid back across the table, pawing at her perky tits.
"Oh my God! Yes, keep going," she encouraged, craning her neck so she could look at me. "Fuck, you're gonna make me cum!"
My response was immediate. I moved her left ankle to my opposite shoulder, gripping the tops of her thighs as I spread them apart, slamming into her pussy with very little self-control. Gemma moved a hand in between her legs, holding her head up with the other as she rubbed her clit, ensuring her pussy stayed nice and tight as I drilled into her deepest parts.
"Oh my God, yes! Yes, yes, yes!" Gemma squealed, her legs starting to tremble as I held them against my shoulders.
Her dainty hand was naught but a blur as she strummed her throbbing clit, her pussy getting tighter with every passing second. I felt some resistance so I went a little harder, hearing the table start to creak underneath us, balls rattling in the pockets as I kept on thrusting, dicking my guest to the brink of climax. My cock was throbbing as I rammed it in deep, keeping it inside her as I felt her cum. Her pussy clenched tighter, dousing my cock in fluid as she rubbed her clit with greater gusto, thrumming herself through the throes of climax. She removed her hand from the back of her head and let it fall back onto the table, her stunned expression giving way to a look of serenity as the final waves of pleasure gently crashed through her gorgeous body.
I gave her a moment to indulge in the feeling then removed her ankles from on top of my shoulders, letting her legs fall down over the edge of the table. I leant over her as she laid across the table, sliding my arms underneath her back and pulling her up to a seated position. She wrapped her legs around my back and her arms around my shoulders as she came in for a kiss, still moaning softly as our lips locked together.
Our tongues entangled as I lifted her up, pulling her off my cock as I set her back down on her feet. A hand stayed glued to the back of my head, keeping our mouths fused together as she gripped my cock, stroking it slowly as we passionately kissed. Our lips came apart and she moved down lower, kissing down my chest as she dropped to her knees. Placing her hands at the tops of my thighs, she wrapped her lips around my helmet, guiding them gently down the length of my shaft.
Eyes gazing up at me as she bobbed her head, she sucked up her fluids as she went down deeper, inching towards the hilt. Her forehead touched my abs and my legs almost buckled as her full lips puckered, kissing the base of my shaft. Her hands moved upwards and she grabbed my ass, digging in her fingers as she held me inside her, feeling my throb in the depths of her throat. Her tight grip loosened slightly as she pulled back up to the head, tonguing at my slit before she went back down, vanishing my cock once more. She did this several times before popping me free, my cock drenched in spittle as she pried it from between her lips.
She stroked my cock a few times then rose to her feet, kissing me again as I grabbed her ass cheeks, gripping them firmly as our tongues entwined. I moved my hands to the small of her back and turned her around, guiding her forward with a delicate push. Gemma bent over under my direction, turning back to face me as she gripped the edge of the table, sticking out that gorgeous ass. It wasn't the biggest I'd ever seen, but boy, was that thing shapely.
I took a moment to admire it as I squeezed those perfect cheeks, pointing my cock at the slit of her pussy. I curled my fingers around the base of my shaft and nudged the tip up against it, still stunned by the warmth that was pouring from between her lips. Her eyes stayed fixed on mine and I watched them widen as I pushed back inside her, stretching her pussy with the width of my shaft. The previous orgasm had left her dripping and the softest push was all I needed to sheath myself down to the hilt.
Her mouth came open as she gasped in delight, hands gripping tighter to the edge of the table. Her biceps flexed as she pushed herself into my cock, her slippery pink pussy lips sliding down the first few inches. I let my hands fall down to my sides and I stood there still as she backed up into me, allowing her to do as she pleased. Her pussy sunk down to the base of my shaft and she turned to face forward as she picked up the pace, throwing that ass back at me with ever increasing speed. Soon those plump cheeks were smacking against me, rippling just a little as they clapped against my abs. Her pussy felt amazing, gripping me tightly as it slid down my shaft.
I needed more and I reached up instinctively, pulling her ass back as she pushed it towards me, pounding her pussy with greater exertion. Gemma went wild as I took control, her moans turning to screams as I pulled her into me, slamming her ass into my torso. I stared down at her ass as it crashed back against me, enjoying the sight of my cock disappearing. The way she took it was a sight to behold, her tight pussy sliding smoothly down the length of my shaft, devouring my member an inch at a time. And the high-pitched squeals that poured from between her lips only added to the sense of euphoria now filling every cell of my brain.
I couldn't hold off any longer and I started thrusting, crashing into her ass as I pulled her back into me. I tightened my grip on her incredible hips, slamming into the depths of her pussy and hitting her cervix with every pass I took. Gemma was starting to lose it, her screams getting louder the harder I went. Tipping her head back, her shiny dark hair spilled down her back as she cried out in ecstasy, her strong arms trembling as she pushed herself back off the table, backing up into my thrusts.
"Oh, fuuuuck! Yes! Come on! Fucking give it to me!"
I did as instructed, holding her steady as I redoubled my efforts, drilling into her pussy with repeated savage thrusts. No longer pushing back off the edge of the table, Gemma simply stood there and took it, screaming at the top of her lungs as I railed her harder, giving her all I had.
"Ohhhh, yeah! Yeah, yeah, yeah, that's it! Keep fucking me! Oh, fuck, I'm gonna cum!"
I gave a few more thrusts then reached out in front of me, grabbing a fistful of dark brown hair. Gemma yelped as I wrenched it backwards, wrapping my arms around her as I pulled her upright, holding her body against me. Her arms flew backwards, hands grabbing at the back of my head as I kept on pounding, smacks ringing out as our bodies collided. I gripped her throat with one of my hands, holding it gently as the other went downwards, adding the finishing touch as I thrummed at the nub of her clit.
Gemma came with shuddering force, a wordless cry flying from her lips as the feeling rushed through her, engulfing her body in three seconds flat. I kept on thrusting as the pleasure took hold, fingers still strumming her clit as I dicked her through the throes of climax. One final shriek and her body went limp, limbs turning to jelly as I held her in my arms. She turned around to kiss me, moaning into my mouth as I stayed inside her, feeling me throb in her tight pink pussy.
Our lips came apart as I pulled out slowly, turning her around to face me. She wrapped her arms back around my shoulders and I kissed her again as I lifted her upwards, setting her down on the edge of the table. I climbed up after her and laid out across the surface, tucking an arm back behind my head as Gemma got into position, settling in between my thighs. A grin formed on her lips as she gripped my cock, licking slowly along the length of my shaft. Her tongue found the tip and she licked it several times, lapping up precum as her lips spread around it, sliding down smoothly to the ridge of my crown.
She started sucking gently as she moved down lower, coaxing more precum from the tip of my prick. She uncurled her fingers from the base of my shaft, placing both hands at the tops of my thighs as her head moved faster, sliding her lips up and down my pole. My dick started throbbing as she went down deeper, leaking profusely across her writhing pink tongue. Her lips touched the base, keeping me there until her gag reflex kicked in and she made a hasty retreat.
She plucked the crown from between her lips, licking around the tip before going back for seconds. This time she took me straight to the base, my cockhead twitching as it nudged against the back of her throat. She did that a couple more times then gripped my cock at the base, pumping her fist up and down my shaft. I looked into her eyes as she shifted forward, still stroking my shaft as she planted her knees either side of me, hovering just above my cock.
Lowering herself slowly, she rubbed the tip against the lips of her pussy, showing me how wet she was before she slid down onto it, taking my cockhead inside her. Her hand came free from the base of my shaft, pawing at her breasts as she went down lower, eyelids fluttering as she sunk towards the base. Her ass touched my thighs and she came to rest there, my cock now buried in her glorious snatch. She stayed like that for a second or two then started riding me, working her pussy up and down my shaft. She started slowly, letting me bask in the tightness and warmth, my dick throbbing harder with every pass she took.
My hands reached out and I grabbed her ass, gripping both cheeks as she rode me faster. She started moaning louder, titties jiggling as the pace increased. Her eyes fell shut and she tipped her head back slightly, her face lit up in the throes of passion. My hands moved higher and I latched onto her hips, gripping them tightly as I upped the tempo, helping her body up and down my dick. Her eyes flew open and her mouth formed an O as I pulled her down into me, slamming her ass into the tops of my thighs. My dick was going deeper now, hitting her cervix with every pass.
"Oh! Fuck! Yeah! Gimme! That! Fuckin'! Dick!" Gemma cried out, a piercing smack in between each word as her ass beat down on my thighs.
I kept this up for several minutes then moved my hands to the top of her back, wrapping them around her as I pulled her down into me. Now her body was flush against mine, our faces almost touching. We stared into each other's eyes for a second then Gemma devoured me, kissing me deeply as my hands moved downwards, grabbing her peach-shaped ass. She moaned into my mouth as I started thrusting, drilling up into her pussy with quick, hard snaps of my hips. Our lips came apart and her eyes glossed over, mouth hanging open as I pounded her out, railing like a man possessed. The table was shaking underneath me and I started to wonder how much more it could take. The same went for me, my cock throbbing harder with every pelvic slam.
"Are you gonna cum?" Gemma asked me, breathing deeply as I fucked her from beneath.
"Not until you do," I shot back and immediately thrusted harder, unleashing a flurry of thrusts that sent my big cock rocketing up into her pussy.
A few was all it took, and Gemma's eyes went wide again as the fuse was sparked within her, staring down at me intensely as I gave her my all. Her head tipped backwards and her eyes clamped shut as a loud scream flew forth from her lips, neatly bursting my eardrums as the orgasm hit her with full, unrelenting force.
"AHHHH!!! FUUUCCCKKK!!!"
Gemma started shaking and I kept slamming into her as her orgasm hit, not stopping until the violent tremors tearing through her body finally began to subside. Her eyes came slowly open and I looked up at her as she basked in the afterglow, enjoying the look of tranquillity now plastered across her face.
"OK," I said as her eyes met mine, "now I'm gonna cum."
Gemma grinned as she leaned down and kissed me, moaning a little as I pulsed inside her.
"I can tell," she said. "Where do you want to do it?"
"Gonna have to be your mouth, I think."
"Ah, yes. Can't have you staining this table now, can we?"
Gemma kissed me again then climbed down from on top of me, prying my cock from that perfect pussy. She shifted back along the surface of the table and settled in between my legs, her hands on my thighs as she dipped down low, sliding her mouth down onto my helmet. She took me down once, then twice, but the third time proved the charm. Her lips sunk down to the base of my shaft and, as soon as my crown slid past her tonsils, I came in explosive fashion.
"Ugh! JESUS!" I yelled, grabbing the sides of the table as a hot burst of semen spurted from the tip of my prick, splattering the back of her throat.
Gemma gave an audible moan and kept on sucking as further ropes of cum pumped from my throbbing shaft. She didn't stop sucking until she'd gotten every drop, simultaneously slurping and swallowing as I voided myself inside her, even sucking out the last few droplets as they oozed out of my urethra. She looked at me with a grin as her lips slid up my pole, releasing my crown with an exaggerated pop.
"I think you just potted the white," she quipped, taking my cock in her hands as she poked her tongue out, licking the winking slit.
"Think I just potted everything," I chuckled back, my head slumping down onto the surface of the table.
Gemma let go of my cock, moving back up the table as she crawled on top of me, kissing me on the lips as I lifted my arms up, wrapping them lazily around her.
"One more game?" she asked, that familiar smirk of hers pulling at the sides of her mouth.
Man, pool is fucking awesome!
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My visit from Gemma was off to a flyer and only got better as the evening progressed. After finishing up in the games room, Gemma went back to her bedroom to freshen up while I went down to the kitchen and fixed us something to eat. She came down to join me an hour or so later, wearing a backless black dress that sent my jaw straight down to the floor. We fooled around a little while I finished up dinner, then got to know each other better while we wolfed it down, going halves on a bottle of wine.
Things started off again pretty soon after and I ate her pussy on the couch before taking her up to the bedroom. We fucked a couple more times before the night was through, finally passing out in the early hours of the morning. We woke up late the following day and had a quickie in the shower before going downstairs for brunch. We went back to her room to pack up her stuff and I walked her out to her car, seeing her off with a kiss goodbye.
My next two guests were producers that Hayley knew from British TV. Both were gorgeous, great to talk to and amazing in bed, but don't worry...I know you're not here for them. Thursday's guest was a famous actress who has since been to visit me at my place in LA. Frankly that visit was a lot more story-worthy so let's skip ahead to Friday and Rosamund Pike. I'd been a big fan of hers ever since Gone Girl, so I was very excited when Hayley texted me, letting me know she was on her way and giving me a little idea of what I was in for.
Hayley: I should let you know...she's kind of intense.
Now, a warning like that might have worried some men, but once you've spent an afternoon buried to the ears in Bryce Dallas Howard's ass you feel like you're ready for anything.
Me: I'm sure I can handle it [wink emoji]
Hayley: Well don't say I didn't warn you.
I was braining infected on The Last of Us 2 when the doorbell rang. As I went to answer it, Rosamund was waiting in the doorway, dressed in a white crop top and a black leather skirt with a split on her right leg.
"Hi, Miss Pike," I said, offering her my hand. "Lovely to meet you. I'm Tyler."
She slid her sunglasses down the bridge of her nose and peered at me over the frames. "Hi," she said, no hint of a smile. "My case is in the boot," she added, dropping her keys into my hand as she came inside, swanning in like she owned the place.
"Of course," I said, stepping out onto the driveway and heading for Rosamund's car.
I fetched her suitcase from the trunk and locked her car as I wheeled it inside. Rosamund was waiting for me, impatiently tapping a black stiletto heel.
"Here you are, Miss Pike," I said, waiting for a 'thank you' but not receiving one. "Would you like me to give you the tour?"
"No," was how she replied.
I was a little taken aback by that and wasn't sure how to respond. "Hmm?"
"Nope, I don't want the tour," Rosamund clarified, hiking up her skirt a little and sliding a hand under the split on her leg. "What I want you to do..." my guest continued, shimmying her hips a little as she peeled down her panties, "is get on your knees..." her panties fell to her floor and she stepped out of them, kicking them aside, "and eat my pussy. I hear you're good at it."
I was stunned. Even Bryce hadn't been as brazen as that. "Hmm?" I said again, still a little lost for words.
"Are you deaf or something?" Rosamund snapped, the split of her skirt pulled up her hips, her pussy completely exposed. "I said 'I want you...to get on your knees...and eat...my...pussy."
Well, I guess Hayley was right. She is kind of intense. You know, like how Michael Jordan is kind of good at basketball. I took a step forward to close the gap in between us then dropped down to my knees. I took a brief moment to look at her pussy. Or at least I would have, if Rosamund hadn't grabbed the back of my head and pulled me straight into it.
"MMPF!" I exclaimed, eyes bulging in surprise as my lips pressed against her pussy.
She wasn't even wet yet. Something told me that it took a lot to get her moist and I found out soon enough that that was definitely the case. I poked my tongue out from between my lips and licked along her pussy, settling at the nub of her clit. Rosamund clung to the hem of her skirt, holding it out of the way as I swirled my tongue, spinning it around her clit. I put my hands up to offer my assistance, pushing her skirt up as I grabbed her hips.
"Ahem!" said Rosamund, clearing her throat loudly. "Did I say you could touch me? All I want to feel is your lips and tongue. Got that?"
She gripped a fistful of hair, pulling me back so I could answer. "Yes, ma'am."
"Good," she said as she pushed me forward, shoving my head back from whence it came.
I quickly continued from where I left off, returning my tongue to her pussy and spinning it slowly around the nub of her clit. I looked up at my guest as I ate her pussy. Her expression was stony, giving no impression that she was enjoying it at all. I opted for a change of tactics, peeling my lips from around her clit and moving my head back a little. My tongue came out and I put it to her pussy, licking slowly from the bottom of her slit, right back up to the top. I managed to get in a few of those before my guest lost patience, peering down at me with a look of contempt.
"Bloody hell, are you serious?" she said, her voice so stern it was almost scary. She gripped my head possessively and squished my nose against her pelvis as she pulled me back into her. "Get your face in there. Lick my pussy like you fucking mean it."
My tongue came out and went back to her pussy, licking like my life depended on it. Honestly, I think that it probably did. I still wasn't sure what she actually wanted, so I tried a few different things to see what got a reaction. So far, everything I'd done had got a reaction, but unfortunately all of them were negative. I started by licking her quickly, flicking my tongue against the nub of her clit. Then I wrapped my lips around it, sucking on it deftly as I teased it with the tip of my tongue. Finally, I was starting to get somewhere and the lightest of light moans began to spill from between her lips, some gentle heat starting to waft from the lips of her pussy.
"Stay there," she instructed, her voice starting to soften.
She gripped my head tighter and started grinding against my tongue. I rolled my tongue out from between my lips and kept it still and flat, allowing her to use it however she pleased. She quickly fell into a very smooth rhythm, making sure my tongue touched all of her pussy, from the bottom of her labia, right up to the nub of her clit. Finally her pussy was starting to moisten. It had taken a while but it was well worth the wait, fluids trickling across my tongue that sent my taste buds ablaze.
Her movements began to slow as she got more into it and it was then that I started licking, running my tongue slowly up her pussy as she ground up against it. I kept my licks long and slow to begin with, tasting every inch of her pussy before they became more focused, concentrating solely on her stiffening clit. Her grip on my head got even firmer and her moans got louder as her body fell still, allowing me to return to the tried and tested method. I swirled my tongue around the nub of her clit, ringing it in concentric circles.
"Yeah. Come on, boy," Rosamund snarled, her voice still steely even as her breath rate began to increase. "Make me cum. Think you can do it?"
She looked down at me with those piercing eyes, staring a hole through me as I ate her pussy, my tongue spiraling this way and that.
I nodded as I stared straight back at her, trying to match her intensity but probably falling short. I always give my all when going down on women but this time it felt like I was going the extra mile. I'd never had to work this hard before to make someone cum but the payoff was more than worth it. Her orgasm was (perhaps unsurprisingly) a lot more reserved than what I was used to. Tipping her head back slightly, her eyes clamped shut and her mouth came open, soft, almost silent moans spilling from between her lips.
Rosamund's O face may have lacked intensity, but her internal reaction did anything but. Hot waves of fluid gushed from the depths of her pussy, nearly drowning me alive as my tongue swirled faster, licking her through the throes of climax. She pinned me in place as she tensed all over, one final full body shudder signalling that her climax had run its course. She loosened her grip at the back of her head, looking back down at me as she opened her eyes.
"Right," she said, sighing heavily, "where's my room?"
I rose to my feet as she tugged her skirt down, leaving her panties on the floor.
"Erm...this way," I said as I grabbed her case, wheeling it through the hallway and across the lounge.
I lifted her case and carried it up the stairs as Rosamund followed me, mumbling a few 'mmhmm''s as I showed her the various rooms.
"And this is you," I said, stopping outside a room at the end of the hall.
Rosamund pushed past me without saying a word. She took a quick look around the room then ushered me inside.
"Come."
I wheeled her case into the room and she closed the door behind me, pointing at the centre of the room.
"Leave my case there."
I left her case where she requested and took a step back, awaiting further instructions. I didn't have to wait very long.
"Take off your shirt."
I undid my white dress shirt a button at a time then slid it down my arms. She placed a hand up against my chest and traced a line from my pecs to my six pack, continuing without comment or change in expression.
"Now your trousers."
I unbuckled my belt and kicked off my shoes, unclasping my pants and zipping them down. I removed my pants then pulled off my socks, leaving me in naught but a tight pair of boxers.
"Take those off too."
I slipped my fingers under the waistband of my boxers and whipped them down, my cock still half-hard after eating her pussy. She looked down at my cock as I pulled it out, again refraining from commenting as she gave me her next instruction.
"Lay down."
I climbed up onto the bed and laid back across it, looking at the ceiling above. I heard the sound of her case unzipping and I craned my neck up to sneak a peek as she started rooting through it. She plucked something out of it and I quickly dropped my head back down before seeing what it was. I heard her walk around the side of the bed but I kept looking upwards until I heard her speak.
"Hands out."
I stretched my arms to the sides of the bed, glancing in her direction as she wrapped a silk tie around my left wrist, securing it tightly to the bedpost. She walked around the bed and tied my other wrist, then secured my ankles to the foot of the bed. She still had one tie left after she'd finished binding me and I guessed it was going in one of two places: over my eyes or in my mouth. She gripped the silk tie with both her hands and gave it an intimidating tug, a devilish grin stretched across her face as she walked back around to the headboard.
"Head up," she said and I did as instructed, lifting my head from the mattress. "Open your mouth."
Called it. Gaping my lips as wide as they'd go, Rosamund slid the centre of the tie straight into my open mouth, securing it tightly in between my teeth. She tied it in a knot at the back of my head then fetched a pillow from the top of the bed, stuffing it beneath my head. She placed a finger underneath my chin as she bent over the edge of the bed, leaning in close until her face was just inches from mine.
"Stay there," she said, like moving was an option. "I'm gonna go and get changed."
She planted a kiss on my half open lips then put her hand on my face, pushing me down onto the pillow. I watched as she gripped her case, wheeling it out of the room and closing the door behind her. Where she went next I can only speculate, but the master bedroom was directly opposite so there's a good chance that she went in there. I had little to do but watch the clock above the door so I know exactly how long it took for her change her clothes, fix her hair and do whatever else she did during her absence: 43 minutes, which is a long time when you're tied to a bed, stark naked with a silk tie in your mouth.
Finally the door creaked open and a transformed Rosamund wheeled her case back into the room. Her neck-length hair had been slicked back wetly to the back of her head, adding to the intimidating air she had already cultivated. Her eyes were laden with shadow and mascara, her lips adorned with a dark shade of red.
All these changes caught the eye, but what really got my attention was what she was wearing. Her frame had been squeezed into a crotchless and open-cupped latex bodysuit, leaving her breasts and vagina completely exposed. The open-toed heels she'd worn on arrival had been discarded, in favour of an elaborate pair of red-laced stilettos. Stretching up from those was a set of thigh high latex stockings, with a matching pair of gloves then went up to her elbows. But that wasn't all. So incredible was her choice of attire that it took me a minute to spot what she was holding. Tightly clutched in her black-gloved hands was a thin-stemmed cane, with a leather riding crop tongue at one end and a cluster of fluffy red feathers at the other.
Rosamund stood there for a moment so I could take it all in, her feet shoulder width apart, the crop-cum-tickler held out in front of her. Taking a step forward, she placed the red tickler against the tip of my toes, drawing a sharp, tingling sensation as she ran it across my foot and up towards my knee, strolling slowly around the side of the bed.
"Do you like my outfit?" she asked, a grin starting to form as she ran the soft tickler along my thigh, prompting a stir from my half-hard cock.
I nodded my head, staring at it appreciatively as she came in closer, stopping at the centre of the bed. Rosamund scoffed and rolled her eyes, peeling the feathers from my sensitive skin.
"Don't make me use this end," she said with a scowl, tapping the riding crop against the palm of her hand. "I said, 'do you like my outfit?'."
I was confused. Did she want me to...speak? Either she vastly overestimated my oratory talents or she'd forgotten the part where she stuffed a piece of satin in between my teeth.
"Yes," I said, or tried to at least. Unsurprisingly my diction wasn't up to its usual standard.
"Yes, what?" Rosamund prompted, clearly having heard me just fine.
"Yes, ma'am," I replied, the words coming out as a muffled slur.
"Better," said Rosamund, placing the tickler back against my thigh.
She ran it up my chest, then tickled it against my chin, laughing sardonically as I squirmed across the bed. She dropped the cane down onto my chest and left it there as she went to her case, returning to the bed with a bottle of lube.
"Let's get that cock nice and hard, shall we?" Rosamund declared, her smirk growing wider as she climbed up onto the bed, kneeling between my thighs.
She squirted a puddle into the palm of her hand then rubbed it in, greasing up her long black gloves. Gripping my cock with both of her hands, she kept one clenched around the base as she jerked it with the other, stiffening it further with every stroke. I was incredibly thankful for the use of lube, as the rubbery texture of her latex gloves caused quite a lot of friction. Though even whilst wearing such an abrasive garment, Rosamund's handjob style was second to none, each stroke timed to faultless perfection. It didn't take many to get me hard and my dick started throbbing as she wrapped both hands around the base. Fingers interlocking, she pumped her fists up and down my pole, my helmet twitching as she upped the tempo, jerking from base to tip.
"Hmm, you're enjoying that, huh?" she asked, staring at me heatedly as she stroked my cock.
"Yes, ma'am," I replied, mumbling in my usual manner.
"Definitely looks like you're enjoying it," Rosamund declared, noting the large bead of precum that had formed in the tip of my penis.
Slowing her strokes, she clamped both hands around the base as she leaned in closer, unfurling her tongue and lapping at the slit. Licking out the precum, she slid her lips down onto the tip, swirling her tongue around the ridge of my crown. Rolling her tongue out from between her lips, she lapped at the underside as she pushed down deeper, plunging towards the base. I felt my tip touch the back of her throat and she held me there for several seconds before pulling back up to the tip, leaving a thick mess of spittle smeared along the length of my shaft.
Uncurling her fingers from the base, she placed her forearms down onto the mattress, cupping my balls in her hands and caressing them tenderly as she bobbed her head, guiding her lips up and down my shaft. Her blowjob technique was (perhaps unsurprisingly) very fierce and aggressive, and she sucked my dick with a ruthless intensity that was only topped by Aubrey Plaza. Cheeks hollowed inward, she slurped at my shaft with ravenous greed, siphoning precum as she went down lower, sucking down inch after inch.
My tip pressed against the back of her throat and she kept it there assiduously as she poked her tongue out, spit dripping from her mouth and down onto my ballsack. She kept that pose as her head moved faster, sinking down deeper with every pass. I could feel the tip of her tongue as it brushed against my scrotum, licking it as best she could as her lips wrapped loosely around the base of my shaft.
My head sunk down into the pillow and I unleashed a muffled moan as my crown pushed into her throat, fingers clenching at the ties on my wrists. The silken ties had been tightened securely though I could have broken free from them if I'd wanted to do so. The temptation to do that and grab onto the back of her head was almost overwhelming, but I managed to resist it, happy for her to maintain control.
She pulled back up to the ridge of my crown and popped it from between her lips, spitting a thick glob of saliva onto my twitching shaft. A hand reached up and gripped my cock, stroking it slowly as she dipped her head down, wrapping her lips around one of my balls. Dousing it in spit, she let it fall from between her lips, switching to the other and drenching that too. Both of them were dripping by the time she was done and she moved her hand to the tip of my penis, winding her fingers around it as she gave a slow lick along the length of my shaft.
My dick started leaking as she reached the tip and she wrapped her gloved hands around the base of my shaft, cleaning up the precum that had already pooled there. She slid her lips down my swollen crown, sucking out a few more drops as she sank down lower, moving both hands to the tops of my thighs as she plunged right down to the base. I felt my cockhead spasm as it pushed straight past her tonsils, my whole body clenching as my dick slid down her throat. She sucked my dick with tremendous vigour, slurping up a mixture of spittle and lube as she held it tightly in between her lips.
My knuckles turned white as I gripped my restraints, biting down so hard on the gag in my mouth that I'm surprised I didn't chew straight through it. My cock was throbbing with potent force, feeling like it could blow at any given second. Rosamund noticed and she pulled back up to the tip, releasing my crown with an audible pop.
"Uh uh," said Rosamund, shaking her head back and forth. "Don't cum yet."
She moved up slowly to the top of the bed, pulling the pillow out from under my head and tossing it across the room.
"Head up," she said as she straddled my chest, beckoning me up with her hands.
I lifted my head off the mattress and she reached underneath it, loosening the knot on my gag. She pulled it down to my neck and let it hang there as she moved up further, planting her feet either side of my head. Hopping up onto her feet, she clasped onto the headboard as she dropped into a squat, parking her ass on my face. My tongue came out and found her asshole, licking with immediate vigour. A strong gloved hand slid into my hair, gripping it possessively as she stared into my eyes, egging me on in aggressive fashion.



"Yeah, come on. Lick my arse. Get your tongue in there."
I did just as she told me, keeping my tongue nice and stiff as I pushed it into her asshole.
"Mmm, yeah," Rosamund purred, putting two fingers to the nub of her clit. "That's it, baby. Get in there deep. Fuck me with your tongue."
Her grip on my hair tightened significantly, and I bobbed my head as much as I could as she pulled me into her, tonguefucking her ass just as she'd requested. I could feel her asshole contracting as she rubbed her clit, squeezing tightly around the width of my tongue. I kept that up for a good long while, tonguing her ass until she pushed down against my forehead, shoving me down onto the bed. Sliding her fingers back into my hair, she kept a firm grip on the top of my head as she ground her hips, rubbing her pussy up against my face. I kept my tongue nice and flat, licking her ass and pussy as she ground up against me.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah! Come on," Rosamund snarled, staring down at me with those penetrating eyes. "Keep going. Make me cum."
She started grinding faster and I flicked my tongue a little as she did so, applying further stimulation to her asshole and clit. She came surprisingly quickly, slowing her movements to a standstill so I could focus on the nub of her clit. Again her face stayed largely stoic, but there was no hiding the shake in her arm as she held onto the top of my head, her grip relaxing as the feeling raced through her. Her features softened and a faint smile spread across her face as she gazed into my eyes, combing gloved fingers through my thick locks of hair.
"Good boy," she said with a sigh.
A hand stayed gripped at the top of my head as she reached for my cock with the other, winding her fingers around it and stroking it up and down.
"Mmm, still hard," she noted, grinning a little as she tightened her grip. "You want me to sit on that cock?"
I said nothing, responding only with a simple nod.
"Hmm? Cat got your tongue, love? Do you want me to sit on this cock or not? 'Cause I can go and find another one if you're not into it."
"No, no," I said quickly. "I'm into it."
"So you do want me to sit on your cock then?"
"Yes, come on. Sit on my dick."
Rosamund laughed. "Hmm, getting bossy, are we?" She released her grip on the top of my head and put her finger underneath my chin, angling my head up as she leaned in closer, our faces now inches apart. "Tell me you want it."
"I fuckin' want it," I said assertively, wanting nothing more than to grab her hips and pull her down onto my cock. "Come on. Gimme that pussy."
"Oh, yeah?" said Rosamund, her grin growing wider as she stroked my cock. "Think you're man enough, do ya? Huh? Think you can take it?"
"Yeah, I can fuckin' take it. I'm gonna tear that pussy up."
"Ooo! Big words! Let's see if you can back them up."
Rosamund leaned down further, kissing me vigorously and biting my lip, reminding me who was in charge. She shifted down the bed a bit further, keeping a grip on my cock as she rubbed the tip against her pussy, teasing me a little before she lowered herself onto it. Her face was expressionless as she eased down onto it, uncurling her fingers from the base of my shaft as she slid straight down to the hilt. Her ass touched down on the tops of my thighs and I could feel my tip press against her cervix.
Watching her closely, there was a very slight twitch of her full set of lips, a tiny, tiny flutter of her thick, long lashes. She was trying to mask how good my cock felt, but she couldn't hide it entirely. She started riding me, taking long, slow passes down the length of my shaft, making me feel every inch of her pussy. My fists clenched tighter around my silken restraints, feeling myself throb as she worked her pussy up and down my cock.
She started going faster and loud smacks filled the expanse of the room as she beat her ass down with greater force. She began to lose her stony facade, a few deep grunts spilling from between her lips as she rode me harder, ass cheeks slapping against the tops of my thighs. I tugged extra hard at my wrist ties and gave a groan of frustration, wanting nothing more than to grab onto her peach of an ass and slam into that hot, wet pussy. A wicked grin crept across her face as she heard me groan, seemingly mistaking it for a moan of pleasure (not that I wasn't enjoying it, of course).
"Yeah, you like that pussy, huh," she said, breathing heavily. "You like that tight pussy wrapped around your cock."
"Fucking love that pussy," I spat back at her, locking my eyes on hers.
"Yeah? You want it faster? Huh? You want me to bounce on this big fucking cock?"
"Yeah, come on. Get this fuckin' dick."
Rosamund leaned forward and grabbed onto the headboard, clinging on tightly as the pace increased. Her eyes were ablaze as she stared down at me, riding my cock with increasing vigour. The skin tight grip of her latex clothing kept her tits from moving and jiggling, but I could see her rock hard nipples start to poke through the tough material. She brought down a hand from the bedframe, pulling at the tie on my left wrist.
"If I take these off, are you going to behave yourself?"
"Uh uh," I said back, shaking my head with a grin.
"Good," she said, smirking back. "I was hoping you'd say that."
She united the restraint and tossed it aside and I moved my hand to the small of her back as she reached for the other, holding her in place as I started thrusting. The teasing and restriction had really gotten to me and I went at her hard from the very first thrust, drilling up into her pussy with everything I had. She loosened the tie on my other wrist then hooked it around my neck, pulling my head up as I grabbed her asscheeks, holding her steady as I threw myself into her.
"Yeah, that's it," Rosamund hissed. "Gimme that dick. Fuck me like you mean it."
I gave a few more thrusts then rolled over onto my knees, taking her with me as I switched up positions.
"Ooh, yeah!" she shrieked excitedly, gripping the back of my head. "Come on, baby. Take control. Show me what a man you are."
The change in positions didn't break my stride and I kept on thrusting at a furious place, railing my cock into her tight pink pussy. With a charged up look of passionate lust, Rosamund pulled off her latex gloves, tossing them uncaringly onto the bedroom floor. She pulled my head down and kissed me viciously, wrapping her tongue around mine and wrestling it into submission. I slammed into her pussy a few more times, then buried myself inside her as I kissed her back, throbbing in the depths of her pussy. Mouths melded together and tongues entwined, I lifted my ass up high in the air, pulling right back to the tip of my penis. Rosamund knew what was coming next and she gripped a big handful of hair, pulling my head back with a sudden yank.
"Yeah? You gonna do it? Huh? You gonna slam that fat cock into my pussy?"
"You want it?" I asked back, unable to hide my teasing grin.
"Yeah, I fucking want it," Rosamund sneered. She slapped her free hand down onto my ass, nails digging into one of my cheeks. "Drill that big cock into my tight fucking pussy."
She didn't have to tell me twice. I threw myself forward as hard as I could, sheathing myself inside her with a firm, authoritative thrust.
"Oh, FUCK!" Rosamund cried.
She released her firm grip on the top of my head, looking simply stunned as she fell back into the pillows.
"Hard enough for ya?" I teased, peering down at her with a shit-eating grin.
Rosamund nodded with her eyes glazed over, every ounce of attitude seemingly fucked straight out of her body. She nodded again, looking half-unconscious as I pulled back to the tip, holding it there for a fraction of a second before slamming back forward, driving my cock into her deepest parts. I fucked her like that for quite some time, keeping my thrusts slow and sharp. I kept my eyes on her as I pumped into her pussy, her initial shock giving way to a blissful look of pleasure that continued to intensify with every passing second. Her eyelids fluttered and her mouth hung open; soft, gentle moans now pouring from between her lips.
Rosamund's arms were around my shoulders, lightly grazing my back with her nails as I fucked her slow and hard, hitting her cervix with every stroke. A hand came down and reached for her clit, rubbing it slowly as I slammed into the depths of her pussy. I felt her pussy start to grip me tighter, her muscles contracting as the feeling spread. I started going faster, maintaining the force and depth as the pace increased, the headboard slamming against the wall behind it.
"Oh, fuck! Yes!" she breathed out softly. "Yes, yes, yes. Keep going. Fuck, you're gonna make me cum."
I answered the call and then some, unleashing a flurry of thrusts that sent my hard cock rocketing into her pussy. Her eyes clamped shut and her breaths turned to screams as I kept on pounding, railing into her pussy with hard, unbridled thrusts. Her fingers stayed glued to the nub of her clit and she didn't stop rubbing until she reached her peak, a hot rush of fluids surging from deep inside her. Her features screwed as she rubbed herself harder, her body tensing until a blissful look of ecstasy spread across her face.
I slowed my thrusts until they stopped entirely, staying in her pussy as her muscles relaxed, loosening its grip on my cock. I gazed down at her pussy as I pulled out slowly, noting how wet my cock was as it slid out from between her lips. I gripped my cock with one of my hands as I reached out with the other, grabbing her by the wrist and pulling her up off the mattress. I stroked myself slowly as she dropped to all fours, unfurling her tongue and lapping at the tip of my penis. A fresh pool of cum had formed in the slit, but Rosamund made light work of that, scooping it out with the tip of her tongue.
She parted her lips and sunk down onto it, sliding them down to the ridge of my crown. Her eyes gazed up at me as she sunk down further, and the subservient look she gave me as she sucked my cock was a far cry from the penetrating stare she had sported when she arrived at the house; the tables had turned in spectacular fashion. I combed my fingers through her slicked back hair, getting a firm grip on the back of her head. Rosamund's lips stayed nice and loose, and she poked her tongue out as I pushed her down deeper, lapping at the underside as my crown nudged past her tonsils, touching the back of her throat.
I felt her tongue slide back to the tip, closing her lips around the base of my cock. My grip got firmer on the back of her head, holding her there tightly as she slurped and sucked, cleaning her wetness from the length of my shaft. I heard her gag as my crown went deeper and I let my hands fall down to my sides, releasing my grip on the back of her head. Rosamund's lips made a hasty retreat, pulling back up to the tip. She popped my head from between her lips, releasing my cock in a wave of spittle.
Curling her fingers around the base, she pumped her fist up and down my cock, smearing saliva along the length of my shaft. She licked my crown several times then went down lower, wrapping her lips around one of my balls. Keeping her ass thrust high in the air, she rested on her forearms as she gobbled my swollen nuts, handling them one at a time and drenching them both in spittle. I let my cock rest against her face, feeling it throb as she sucked on my balls.
Winding my fingers around the ridge of my crown, I plucked a ball from between her lips as I stepped down off the bed, planting my feet on the bedroom floor. My cock was now level with Rosamund's mouth as she crawled to the edge of the bed, parting her lips invitingly. Slotting my crown between them, I placed my hands at the sides of her head, brushing back locks of product-rich hair as I gripped it firmly, slowly thrusting into her open mouth. Rosamund's mouth stayed nice and loose; loud, wet squelching sounds pouring from between her lips as I pushed my cock inside it, sinking to the base each time. I kept that up for several minutes, plunging into her mouth until my dick was wet with spittle.
"Turn around," I said assertively, pulling back slowly from between her lips.
Rosamund did as instructed, sticking her ass out behind her as she turned one-eighty degrees. Gripping the tops of her thighs, she let out a yelp as I pulled her towards me, bringing her ass to the edge of the bed. Wrapping my fingers around the base of my shaft, I pressed the tip against the slit of her pussy, entering her with a single thrust.
"Uhh!" she groaned as she tipped her head back, moaning towards the ceiling as I sheathed myself inside her.
Latching onto her shapely hips, I proceeded to bang her hard and fast, driving my cock into her pussy with very little self-control. Her asscheeks rippled as I pounded her out; heavy smacking sounds echoing around the room as our bodies collided. Any last trace of her ice queen facade had completely melted away and at this point in time she could barely speak, reduced to little more than a series of wordless screams as I drove my cock into her pussy, bottoming out inside her with every thrust I took.
Feeling particularly bold, I lifted a hand up into the air, bringing it back down with potent force and delivering a hard smack to Rosamund's ass cheek. An action that would have been met with scorn just an hour before, the spank was followed only by a shriek of pleasure, a further indication of her change of demeanour. In fact, she liked it so much that I did it again, harder this time, leaving a red hand print on one of her cheeks.
I spanked her once more then reached up higher, placing my hand at the back of her head as I shoved her down into the pillows. Keeping a firm grip on the back of her head, I wrapped my free arm around her torso as I leaned right over, drilling into her pussy with a series of savage thrusts. She growled into the pillows as I pounded her pussy, loud screams muffled by the expensive stuffing. I gripped a fistful of slicked back hair and I pulled her head from the pillows, wrenching it backwards as I thrusted harder, giving her all I had. Rosamund screamed at the top of her lungs, her unsuppressed cries nearly rattling my eardrums.
"YES! YES! FUCK ME! GIMME THAT FUCKING COCK!"
A few more thrusts and I pushed her back down again, gripping both her arms and pinning them behind her back. Grabbing a silken restraint, I wound it several times around Rosamund's forearms, securing them tightly together. Kneeling face down with her ass up high, arms tied together just below her shoulders, she was now entirely at my mercy. Turning her head to the side, the screams got louder as I drilled into her pussy, slapping her ass every five or six thrusts. I could feel her pussy getting wetter and wetter, soaking my shaft as I sheathed it inside her. She was getting close now and I knew what was needed to finish the job.
Smacking her ass one final time, I grabbed onto her upper arms and pulled her up off the mattress. Rosamund yelped as I yanked her upright, using her arms for leverage as I threw myself into her, going in hard with powerful thrusts. Turning her head as much as she could, I put my lips to hers and kissed her aggressively, asserting my newfound dominance as I wrangled her tongue with my own. Placing a hand against the side of her face, she moaned into my mouth as our lips fused together, smacking her ass with my pelvis as I slammed into her pussy, pounding with little restraint.
Wrapping an arm around Rosamund's torso, my hand slid downwards until I found her clit, deftly strumming it with a pair of fingers. Rosamund's lips broke free from my own, a garbled mess of desperate-sounding words streaming out from between them.
"Ohhh, fuck! Yes! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me! Pound my fucking pussy!"
I redoubled my efforts, railing into her pussy at maximum speed. Moving my hand down, I clasped her throat and squeezed it gently, adding the finishing touch. It worked like a charm and Rosamund came in explosive fashion. Warm, sticky juices drenched my cock as I drove it in deep, keeping my pace and rhythm as a powerful orgasm coursed through Rosamund's body. A wordless scream flew forth from her lips and I felt the muscles contract in her pelvis, squeezing my cock like a vice. Her body started shaking as I held her in my arms and I didn't stop thrusting until the tremors subsided.
Releasing my grip on her quivering frame, I placed a hand at the top of her back and pushed her back down to the mattress, prying my cock from her pussy. Rosamund knew that was coming next and she turned as quick as a flash, kneeling on all fours with her head right in front of my cock. Eyes gazed upward as I stroked my cock, knuckles shuffling from bellend to base.
"Mmm, yeah!" she purred excitedly, rolling out her tongue and lapping at the slit. "Come on. Cum for me."
"Yeah? You want it?" I asked, visibly snarling as I jerked my cock. "You want my fucking cum?"
"Yes, come on. Gimme that cum. I want it all over my face."
A few more strokes and she got what she asked for. Eyes locked together as I pumped my shaft, a heavy grunt flew forth from my lips as my cockhead erupted, a thick rope of spunk spurting from the tip of my prick. It hit her full in the face, leaving a thick white line that stretched from her chin to the top of her head, even messing her slicked back hair.
"Oh my God!" said Rosamund, laughing with gaping lips, stunned by the force of my blast.
I kept on jerking and fired a few more times, leaving shorter but equally thick streaks of jism on various parts of her face. Rosamund grinned and pushed her tongue out, licking out the last few drops.
"Phew! Bloody hell!" Rosamund sighed, feeling the weight of my cum on her face.
"My sentiments exactly," I panted in response, drawing a laugh from my cum-soaked guest.
I offered her a hand and helped up. Her face was covered with so much spunk that I wasn't sure she could see properly, so I led her across to the en suite bathroom. We got in the shower together and Rosamund used about half a bottle of shower gel to wash all the cum from her face and hair. Once she was clean, I lifted her up and thrust my still hard cock into her, fucking her again beneath the streaming water.
We fucked once more when we returned to the bedroom then went downstairs to eat. I was on dinner duty and knocked up a batch of my famous stir fry, despite my guest doing her best to distract me by sucking my cock as I stood at the stove. We ate at the dining table with a bottle of wine then finished it off in the garden, returning to the bedroom where we banged twice more- once with bondage play, once without (*I* tied her up, in case you were wondering).
I fucked her again the following morning and would have happily continued to do so during the course of the day, but something Hayley had said was running through my brain: 'make sure you save some energy'. She obviously had something planned and I wanted to ensure I was fully prepared for it. Rosamund ended up leaving in the early afternoon and I waited around for word from Hayley.
She texted me two hours later, telling me her plane had just landed and she was on her way to the house. I was giddy with excitement and I went to the games room to kill some time while I awaited her arrival. At around 4.30 the doorbell rang and I tossed aside the PlayStation controller as I raced down to answer it. I opened the door and there she was, markedly dressed down in a black top, jeans and sunglasses, but still looking stunning all the same. We said our hellos and I took her case from her as she stepped through the doorway, greeting me properly with a hug and a kiss.
"How was your trip?" I asked, wrapping my arms around the small of her back.



"Long," she said with a sigh, draping hers lazily across my shoulders.
"Glad to be back?"
"Oh, you have no idea."
Hayley leaned in and kissed me again, following it up with several more. I plucked off her glasses and hooked them on the handle of her luggage, kissing her again before moving to her neck. She let me kiss her several times, finally stopping me when I reached her collarbone.
"Woah, woah," she said, gently pushing me back. "Hold your horses, love. Remember what I said about conserving energy?"
"I have been," I shot back quickly, kissing back up her neck. "Now I'm ready to use it."
Hayley laughed then pushed me back again.
"Well, keep it in reserve until later," she said, wheeling her case behind her as she took off across the hall. "I have some girls coming by who are dying to meet you."
This came as a surprise. After a week of sharing me with Christina and palming me off to others, I thought that getting more women involved would be the last thing she would want to do, but of course, I had no complaints.
"They're coming at six," she said, disappearing around the corner. "Be ready."
Oh, I would be.
I went to my room and took a shower, going through my grooming routine as I picked out something to wear. I landed on a light blue dress shirt and navy blue pants, slipping on a pair of light brown brogues. It was 5.45 by the time I was ready so I went back to the games room to shoot some pool. Hayley poked her head around the door about ten minutes later, peering at me with a grin as I lined up a shot.
"You're getting some use of that thing, huh?"
"You could say that," I replied, unable to hide my suggestive smirk.
"Ohhh, I know that look," said Hayley as she stepped inside, looking simply incredible in a low cut red dress, the plunging V slicing delightfully across those utterly perfect tits. "Pray tell. What happened?"
"Grab a cue," I said, pointing at the rack on the wall. "I'll tell you all about it."
Hayley grabbed a cue and I racked up the balls, filling her in on my visit from Gemma. I then swung back to my trip to London and my unexpected detour to Sienna Miller's cottage. I caught her up on the rest of my week and was halfway through my day with Rosamund when the doorbell rang once more.
"Oooh!" she said excitedly, dropping her cue onto the table. "Our guests have arrived."
Hayley took my hand and led me out into the hallway, across the landing and down the stairs. She opened the door and my jaw almost hit the deck when I clocked the two beauties that were waiting on the porch: Vanessa Kirby and Rebecca Ferguson. Both had starred with Hayley in the latest Mission: Impossible flick so their presence was no surprise; I was simply stunned by how great they both looked as they waited in the doorway of my rented home. Even dressed in casual clothing, neither woman looked anything short of stunning, even better in person than I'd seen on screen.
Hayley greeted them with hugs and kisses and ushered them both inside. She introduced the three of us and I shook both their hands, telling them how great it was to meet them and meaning every word of it. Hayley gave her friends the tour while I went to the kitchen and started on dinner. She came down to join me about ten minutes later, opening a bottle of wine.
"The girls are freshening up," Hayley declared, pouring out a glass and handing it to me. "They'll be with us soon."
"Thank you," I said as I sipped my wine. "Truly...thank you."
A big, broad grin stretched across Hayley's face as she brought her glass to her lips, taking a tiny swig. "For what?"
"What do you think?!"
Hayley laughed. "Ohhh. So you like my friends then, huh?"
"Erm...yes."
"Thought you might. Think of them as a parting gift."
"That's some gift."
She laughed again, louder this time and sidled up beside me, running a hand up my back. "Well, I've gotta see my boy off in style now, haven't I?"
"Well, you're certainly doing that."
I turned around to face her and she threw her arms up around my neck, placing a hand at the back of my head as she pulled me in for a kiss. My hands went to her hips as I kissed her back, moving around to her ass and gripping onto both her cheeks. Our tongues entangled a little as our lips locked together and my grip began to tighten on Hayley's ass, squeezing those muscular cheeks. I was already hard as our lips came apart and I kissed along Hayley's neck, brushing aside hair as I moved up to her earlobe.
"How much time did you say we had?" I asked, whispering into her ear in the sultriest voice I could muster.
"Not long enough for you to re-cook dinner," Hayley said back. She still sounded sultrier than me, even when she wasn't trying to be. "So keep your eyes on the prize."
She took my face in her hand and turned me back towards the stove. For here on out, my eyes were glued to the saucepan. Or at least as much as is possible when you're in a room with Hayley Atwell. Of course, I snuck a look at her cleavage when she leaned down to fetch the plates. Then got an extended look at her ass as she searched for a decanter, claiming I'd forgotten where it was, despite knowing full well that it was on the other side of the room.
"It's down there somewhere," I said with a smirk. "Get down a bit lower and I'm sure you'll find it."
I pushed it a little far with that one, getting a whack on the arm that I deserved every bit of.
Finally the girls came to join us and Hayley fixed them two glasses of wine, pouring out top ups for her and myself.
"Smells delicious," said Vanessa, who looked very delicious in a slinky blue dress. There was a split on one side that went up to her hip, showing off one of her lovely long legs.
Rebecca wore a long-sleeved black number that went right down to her feet. Less revealing but just as sexy.
"Thank you," I said. "It's nearly ready now if you girls want to take a seat. I'll bring it through in a minute."
The girls filed into the lounge and I dished up some plates, taking through two for Vanessa and Rebecca then coming back for Hayley's and mine. I took a seat at the dining table and the girls got to chatting, filling each other in on what they'd been up to and reminiscing about their days on set. I didn't have a lot to contribute so I stayed largely quiet, chipping in with a comment when something came to me. It continued that way throughout the main course, but as I dished up dessert and Hayley cracked upon a third bottle of wine, things took an interesting turn.
"So, Tyler," said Rebecca, scooping up a spoonful of tiramisu, "how's business?"
See what I mean? Obviously Hayley had been talking about me and a little grin spread across my face as I considered the implications.
"Ah, so she's told you about me, has she?" I asked her, talking about Hayley like she wasn't in the room. Hayley sat there quietly, blushing a little as she sipped her wine.
"Has she?!" squawked Vanessa. "She doesn't bloody stop! Tyler this, Tyler that. I feel like I've known you all my life and we've never bloody met!"
Rebecca laughed and I did too. "Why do you think we wanted to come here?" she asked with a grin. "We need to see if they're true, all these things she's been telling us. Don't we, Nessa?"
"Oh, yeah," said Vanessa. "She said you were gorgeous and that checks out, so we're off to a good start."
"Why, thank you," I replied, now blushing a little myself. "Coming from you, that's quite a compliment."
"Aww. Well, ain't that nice? She said you were a sweetheart too, so that's two out of two so far," Vanessa declared, then looked across at Hayley, exchanging little smirks.
"Well," Rebecca chimed in, "she didn't say he was a total sweetheart, did she?"
"Yeah, that's true," Vanessa replied. "She said you can be quite nasty when you want to be. Is that true, Tyler?"
The grin on her face was now positively devilish and I returned one of my own as I sipped my wine. "Well, I guess you'll have to find out, won't you?"
"OK," she said, throwing up her hands, "let's do this."
I nearly choked on my wine. Sure, we'd been flirting outrageously but I hadn't expected that. "Right now?" I asked.
"Why not? I'm ready. Are you ready?"
I hadn't even finished my desert yet, but fuck it, I'm always ready. "Yeah, I'm ready."
She turned to Rebecca. "Are you ready?"
"Mmhmm," she said casually, draining the last of her drink.
Vanessa looked at Hayley. "Well, I don't have to ask you. You're always ready."
Hayley gasped and Rebecca burst out laughing.
"Well, there you are," Vanessa concluded. "We're all ready. So, let's get to it."
I shrugged and rose to my feet. "Sounds good to me."
"Good," said Vanessa as she rose from her chair, gulping a mouthful of wine. "Then lead the way."
Hayley and Rebecca both stood and the girls all clasped their hands together, walking in a chain behind me as I led them across the hallway, following me up the stairs to the master bedroom. We filed into the room and the ladies surrounded me, Hayley in front of me, her two friends flanking me on either side. It was Vanessa that kissed me first, gripping the back of my head and pulling me towards her.
In the corner of my eye, I could see that Hayley and Rebecca were also kissing, while four sets of hands were grabbing and groping at everything in sight. I had a handful of Vanessa's toned ass and another of Rebecca's, squeezing both buns through the fabric of their clothes. Vanessa's free hand roamed across my chest while someone was stroking my cock. I couldn't see who, but unless Rebecca was incredibly forward then I'm guessing it was Hayley. Besides, it seemed like Vanessa was the forward one here.
Our lips came apart and I turned towards Rebecca, making out with her as Vanessa kissed my neck. I could already hear Hayley unbuckling my belt as Vanessa moved behind me, wrapping her arms around my chest as she began to unbutton my shirt. Prying my lips from Rebecca's, I placed a finger under Hayley's chin as I leaned in eagerly, kissing her aggressively with lots of tongue. I grabbed onto Rebecca and pulled her in too, turning the kiss into a threeway. Tongues flicking this way and that, Hayley now had my pants unzipped and had pulled them down to the tops of my thighs. Her hand, of course, went straight for my cock, feeling me up as she kissed both me and Rebecca.
Vanessa, by now, had my shirt unbuttoned and I lowered my arms so she could remove it, kissing along my shoulders as she pulled it down. I pulled back reluctantly from the threeway kiss, leaving the brunettes to their own devices as I turned my head, kissing the blonde behind me. Her hands slid slowly down the length of my torso, starting at my pecs then down to my abs, finally stopping when she reached my pelvis. Hooking her thumbs under the waistband of my boxers, she peeled her lips from mine, posing a question to Rebecca and Hayley.
"Ready, ladies?"
The kissing stopped almost immediately and both of them turned towards me and Vanessa, her thumbs still poised underneath my waistband. Without awaiting an answer, she whipped them down as quick as a flash, freeing my rock hard cock. There was a roomwide cheer as my dick sprang free, flopping up and down as it throbbed excitedly, grateful for all the attention.
"Wow!" said Vanessa, peering over my shoulder.
"Three out of three, right, Nessa?" Rebecca smirked.
"Mmhmm," said the blonde, grinning right back as she kissed my neck, curling her fingers around the base of my shaft.
At first I didn't know what they were talking about, but then I remembered something she said earlier, about me being cute and sweet or words to that effect. I guess Hayley must have told them that I have a big cock. She seemed to tell most people that so it shouldn't have come as a shock.
"Haven't seen that nasty side yet but I'm sure it will come out soon," Vanessa declared, then made a little tiger face at me, biting the air near my face.
Her friends both laughed then dropped to the floor, kneeling side by side with my dick in the middle. Rebecca took my cock in her hand, lightly stroking it as Hayley cupped my balls, kneading them gently in the palm of her hand. Vanessa joined them on the floor and squeezed in between them, licking the tip of my prick as Rebecca stroked it. My cock was already leaking, but Vanessa's tongue took care of that, scooping out the precum as it pooled in the open tip.
She licked my cockhead several times then slid her mouth down onto it, eyes gazing up at me as she bobbed her head. Her friends didn't seem to mind the sudden intrusion and even made way for her as she went down deeper, sinking her lips to around mid-shaft. Hayley and Rebecca latched onto my balls, stretching the skin of my nutsack as they pulled them in different directions.
Wrapping her arms around their backs, Vanessa winked at me as she grabbed their asses, squeezing both bottoms as she sucked my dick. I've encountered some world class cocksuckers during my trip across the pond and Vanessa was no exception. Her cheeks hollowed inward as she worked me over, forming a vacuum seal that had me pulsating in a matter of seconds. Saliva was plentiful and a thick, warm glaze began to smear along my shaft as she sunk down lower, inching towards the base.
I felt my tip touch the back of her throat as her full lips puckered, kissing the base of my shaft. She kept me there for close to a minute, still looking up with total nonchalance, like throating my cock was the easiest thing in the world. Pulling back up to the tip, she left behind a thick mess of spittle that dripped from my shaft as she took it in her hand, pointing my cock at Rebecca.
"Share with me, Becky," Vanessa instructed and her friend was happy to do so.
A ball spilled out from between her lips as she moved them higher, locking them firmly around the base of my shaft. Vanessa took the other side and the two of them worked in tandem, sliding their lips up and down my cock. My crown started twitching and it caught the attention of Hayley. She popped a ball from between her lips and moved in between her friends, wrapping them tightly around the tip of my penis. Her head started bobbing and my dick throbbed harder as they tripled teamed me, three sets of soft, plump lips sliding along the length of my shaft.
Hayley stared up at me as she sucked the head, coaxing out precum as she lapped at my winking slit. Rebecca and Vanessa looked right at each other, eyes locked together as they worked the shaft. For a while I just left them to it, standing there like a statue as they shared my cock, letting them do with it whatever they pleased. But after several minutes, my dick was hungry for more.
Gripping the back of Hayley's head, I held her in place as I started thrusting, slowly at first but quickly gathering speed. Rebecca and Vaneesa poked out their tongues, lapping at the underside as my dick slid back and forth, sinking a little deeper with every pelvic thrust. Soon my crown was pushing right past her tonsils and Rebecca and Vanessa moved out of the way, clearing the gangway as I thrusted harder, driving my dick into the back of her throat.
"Ooh, yeah!" cooed Vanessa, a filthy grin stretched across her face. "There's that nasty side. I knew you had it in you."
She slapped my ass as I kept on thrusting and the next thing I knew, the blonde was behind me, shoving her face in between my cheeks. I glanced back over my shoulder, seeing nothing but eyes and hair as she buried herself in my asscrack, arms folded at the small of her back. Her tongue came out and she lapped at my asshole, making my cockhead spasm as it jabbed at Hayley's throat. I placed a hand at the back of her head, pushing her in deeper as she stiffened her tongue, sinking it into my rectum.
Rebecca moved in behind Hayley and started fiddling with the clasp on her dress, kissing her neck as she slid it down her shoulders. Those lovely big tits came tumbling out and Rebecca grabbed hold of them, massaging them deftly as drops of spit rained down from my shaft, leaving a puddle in Hayley's cleavage.
"Put your cock in between her tits," Rebecca instructed, giving those boobs an enticing jiggle.
I didn't need a second invitation. I pulled my cock from Hayley's lips and pointed it down at her titties, slotting it neatly into the gap in between them. Taking those beauties in the palms of my hands, I squeezed them tenderly as I pushed them together, wrapping them around my shaft. With my dick locked firmly in between her tits, I kept them clamped together as I started thrusting, slicing like a knife through butter.
Rebecca leaned over and opened her mouth, catching my crown in between her lips each time it poked out, spitting into Hayley's rack at regular intervals. It was already wet after fucking her mouth, but the constant stream of sticky saliva ensured my dick stayed nice and slick as it sawed through Hayley's tits. Vanesssa stayed behind me, face still buried in the crack of my ass. Keeping her tongue outstretched, she rewarded each thrust with a plunge up my rectum, pushing it deeper each time I pulled back.
This continued for quite some time, my dick throbbing harder with every thrust I took. I didn't know if I could take much more and I plucked my cock from Hayley's titties, shoving it into Rebecca's mouth. She took it to the base on the very first pass, and I placed a hand at the back of her head, thrusting several times before prying it loose. I aimed my cock at Hayley and repeated the process, giving a few deep thrusts then wrenching it free, giving it back to Rebecca. Vanessa slapped my ass again and came around to join her friends, slotting herself in between them. I added her to the rotation, switching back and forth from brunette to blonde to brunette with increasing regularity.
Once it had settled slightly, I left my cock in Rebecca's mouth, allowing she and it to get better acquainted. Her blowjob style was different to Vanessa's; slower and more methodical. Her lips slid smoothly along the length of my shaft, swallowing it inch by inch. The grip of her hands felt truly exceptional as she wrapped them around the base of my shaft, stroking the first few inches while her mouth took care of the rest.
But the highlight for me was the use of her tongue. She wielded that thing like a seasoned pro; lapping at the underside as she pushed down deep, swirling it around my crown as she pulled back up to the top and lapping at the tip as it started leaking. She sucked my dick so well, in fact, that her friends just sat and admired, rubbing themselves through their panties as they watched the master at work.
Pulling my cock from between her lips, she pointed it upwards as she dipped down lower, gobbling up one of my balls. A hand stayed clasped around the width of my shaft, stroking it up and down as she sucked on my nutsack, dousing both gonads in spittle. Releasing a ball from between her lips, she placed her hands on my hips as she moved up higher, letting my cock rest against her face as she lickled along my scrotum and up to the base of my shaft.
She licked up to the tip then her head moved back, letting my cock fall back into place and catching it in between her lips. Keeping her grip on my hips, her eyes stared into mine as she bobbed her head, steering her lips up and down my pole. Every pass took her one inch deeper and I felt my crown push into her throat as she wrapped her lips around the base of my shaft. She kept me there for several seconds, spit dripping down from my shaft as she pulled back up to the tip.
She repeated the trick on several occasions, holding it longer each time. By the time she was done my cock was sodden, coated in spittle from bottom to top. Curling her fingers around the width of my shaft, she stroked me up and down as she turned to her friends, posing a question that made my bellend twitch with excitement.



"OK, who's going first?"
"Me!" said Vanessa, raising her hand like a kid in a classroom.
Rebecca laughed and rolled her eyes. "Why did I even ask?"
Vanessa stood and strutted across the room, grabbing my hand on her way to the bed. She kissed me deeply as she stroked my cock then pushed me down onto the mattress. I propped myself up on my elbows, watching intently as she stood at the foot of the bed. She pulled her dress up over her head and tossed it onto the floor, peeling down her panties and kicking them aside.
Hayley and Rebecca undressed themselves too and they all climbed onto the bed, flanking me from various positions. The two brunettes laid down either side of me, running their fingers up and down my chest as Vanessa climbed on top. Turning her back to me as she straddled my thighs, she stuck her ass out behind her as she grabbed my cock, rubbing the tip against the slit of her pussy.
The three of us watched as she slid down onto it, unleashing a heavy sigh as she sunk straight down to the hilt. Hayley grinned as she turned to face me, sinking her teeth into one of my nipples. Rebecca simply sat and watched, looking on longingly as Vanessa's peachy ass cheeks sat flush against my pelvis, every inch of me embedded inside her. A hand pawed at her chest as she raked back her hair with the other, beautiful blonde locks spilling down her sculpted back.
And that's when she started riding me. She started off slowly with her knees on the mattress, working her pussy up the first few inches. Her perfect pussy was tight and warm, and I could already see how wet she was as she rode me slowly, creamy moisture forming at the base of my shaft.
Hayley kissed down my stomach as she moved down the bed, kneeling beside Vanessa as she rode my cock.
"Quite a mess you're making, 'Nessa," Hayley declared, noting the thick coat of fluids now coating every inch of my cock. "Mind if I clean him up?"
"Go right ahead," Vanessa replied, sliding her pussy lips up the length of my shaft until the crown popped free from between them.
Hayley dipped down and sunk straight onto it, taking it down to the base. She kept it in her mouth for close to a minute, and when she pulled back up to the tip, the layer of pussy juice had been fully replaced by a thick coat of spittle. She gripped my cock at the base and lifted her head up, licking Vanessa's pussy a few times before she fed my dick back inside it. Rebecca, meanwhile, had stayed at my side, kissing me occasionally but mainly just watching, fingers at her clit as she watched the action.
It continued this way for several minutes. Vanessa worked her pussy up and down my shaft, leaving a fresh coat of fluids smeared all over it for Hayley to clean with her mouth. After a while, Hayley grew tired of her role as cleaner and moved in front of Vanessa, grabbing her ass as they started kissing, blocking the moans now spilling from between her lips.
Their lips came apart and Vanessa's feet went down onto the mattress, wrapping her arms around Hayley's shoulders as she picked up the pace, performing textbook squats as she bounced up and down on my dick. Hayley latched onto her hips, pushing her down harder until her asscheeks were crashing against me; loud, dull smacks bouncing off the bedroom walls as they beat down on my stomach. Her moans grew louder, increasing in volume as she rode me harder, doing so at Hayley's behest.
"Yes, come on, love. Ride that cock," Hayley encouraged, slapping her hard on the ass. "Work that tight pussy up and down his dick."
That was when Rebecca started getting more into it, kissing me more intensely. Soon the slick pussy sliding along the length of my shaft was merely an afterthought as I focused my attention on her, kissing her back with equal vigour. Peeling her lips from mine, she placed her fingers underneath my chin, looking straight into my eyes as she asked me very sweetly, "can I sit on your face?"
"Please," I said back, pulling out the pillow from under my head and tossing it onto the floor.
Rebecca grinned, kissing me once before climbing aboard. She planted her knees either side of my head, grabbing the headboard as she straddled my face. My tongue came out and went straight to her pussy, swirling smoothly around her stiff pink clit. She placed a hand on top of my head, combing her fingers through my hair as she looked down at me, gazing into my eyes as I tongued her wet pussy. I looked straight back at her as she loomed up above me, her perky tits moving as her breathing increased; light, breathy moans tumbling from between her lips.
I could feel the slick warmth of Vanessa's tight pussy as it gripped my cock, hear the loud noises of her peachy, round ass as it clattered against my abs. It was a shame I couldn't see it but the tasty fluids now trickling across my tongue as I ate Rebecca's pussy were a fine consolation. Her hand came free from the top of my head and she reached up slowly to paw at her breasts, cooing softly as she tipped her head back, staring at the ceiling above her. She started grinding slowly, gyrating her body with gentle movements as I kept on licking, trying to stay on her clit.
Vanessa moaned louder as she rode my cock, her pussy tightening with every pass she took.
"Mmm, yeah!" I heard her groan. "Yeah, yeah, yeah! I'm gonna cum on his cock."
Hayley hollered encouragement as Vanessa sunk to the base, staying right there as her orgasm hit. She squeezed my cock to the point of bursting, soaking it in waves of fluid that gushed from deep inside her. I couldn't see her face, of course, but if her high-pitched screams were anything to go by then Vanessa was cumming particularly hard. Her pussy kept clenching me harder and harder, like Hayley was rubbing her clit. And knowing Hayley, she probably was.
Vanessa's screams turned to deep, heavy breaths and I felt her grip on me loosen as she slid her pussy up the length of my shaft, popping my crown from between her lips. I felt two hands latch onto my hips and a pair of lips enveloped my crown, plummeting down to the base of my shaft. I couldn't see who it was but I knew what a blowjob from Hayley felt like and it felt a lot like that. Her lips stayed glued to the base, slurping up her girlfriend's fluids as she sucked my tender schlong, dousing my shaft in saliva. I did my best to concentrate on licking Rebecca's pussy, but as far as distractions go, blowjobs from Hayley Atwell are about as big as they come.
Her lips slid up to the tip and she plucked my crown from between them, gripping my cock at the base and stroking it several times. The mattress sunk underneath my ass as she planted her knees either side of me. My cockhead twitched as it touched her pussy then I moaned into Rebecca's tight snatch as she slid down onto my shaft, engulfing my member with tightness and warmth. I couldn't tell what position she was in, but if I knew Hayley like I thought I did then it was probably cowgirl (she likes me to look at her tits while she rides me, which suits me down to the ground). She sunk down deeper and her ass touched my thighs, confirming her choice of position.
I was suddenly hit by a sense of urgency. As good as it was eating out Rebecca's pussy, Hayley was riding my cock now, and frankly, I wanted to watch It. I wrapped my arms around Rebecca's toned thighs and her moans grew louder as I redoubled my efforts, spinning my tongue around the nub of her clit. I felt her warmth on my lips and chin, tasting her arousal as it seeped from between her lips. I had her teetering in a matter of minutes and a few more swirls of my famous tongue were all that were needed to push her over the edge.
She came with force, gripping a fistful of hair as a powerful surge gushed forth from within her, pouring into my mouth as my tongue moved faster, spinning around her clit like a whirlwind. Her head fell backwards and she gazed up at the ceiling, moaning in a mixture of English and Swedish as the pleasure took hold, coursing through her body like electric current. A few deep breaths spilled forth from her lips and her grip on me loosened as her eyes returned to mine, a satisfied smile pulling at the sides of her mouth. She combed her fingers through my hair, a look of serenity spreading across her face as I licked up and down her slit, gathering the last of her fluids. She took a few moments to regain her senses then climbed down from on top of me, leaning down to kiss me as she stuffed a pillow underneath my head.
"Enjoy the view," she said with a grin.
And what a view it was. Hayley was riding me fast and hard, her face lit up in the throes of passion as those lovely big tits of hers bounced all around her chest. Vanessa was between my legs, hands gripping onto my thighs as she sucked on my bulging nutsack. I couldn't see that, of course, but I could certainly feel it as she wrapped those plump lips around one of my balls, drenching it in spit before switching to the other.
Rebecca stuck her ass out as she crawled across the mattress, kneeling beside Hayley as she rode my cock. Hayley turned to face her and the two of them kissed, moaning into her mouth as their lips fused together, tongues tussling underneath their cheeks. Watching them kiss made my dick throb harder and I could feel my cockhead leaking as it touched Hayley's cervix.
Their lips came apart and Rebecca moved lower, latching onto Hayley's breast. Poking her tongue out, she lapped at Hayley's nipple as she cupped her tits, slapping them together as they bounced and jiggled. I was happy to watch and take it all in, and for several minutes that's all I did, laying there stationary as Hayley rode me, working her pussy up and down my shaft. Sure, the lesbian stuff was great and all, but the way Hayley's pussy slowly swallowed up my cock had me completely transfixed. The tightness and warmth were one thing, but the sheer amount of creamy arousal juice left behind on my shaft as she slid back up to the top was truly exceptional.
It triggered something in me and my arms started moving of their own accord, wrapping themselves around Hayley's back and pulling her down on top of me. I grabbed onto her ass as our mouths came together, getting a firm grip on her buttcheeks. Vanessa licked from my ball sack and up to my shaft, keeping her tongue out as I started thrusting and lapping at my balls as they flopped up and down.
Hayley broke the kiss, placing her hands either side of me as she lifted her head up, staring at me intensely as I drilled up into her, silently egging me on. Then something happened that broke her focus. Vanessa licked along my shaft as I thrusted into Hayley, then Hayley's eyes bulged as her tongue went higher. Where it stopped I can't say for sure, but from the look on Hayley's face, I could give it a pretty good guess. I peered over my shoulder and Vanessa winked at me as she bobbed her head, pushing her tongue into Hayley's asshole.
I made sure her cheeks stayed nice and wide as drove my dick into Hayley's pussy, feeling her tighten as the gorgeous blonde fucked her with her tongue. I couldn't see much of Rebecca in the position I was in but I could hear her beside us, hollering encouragement as I kept on thrusting, slamming into Hayley's snatch.
"Yes, Hayley! That's it, baby. Take that dick!"
Hayley's face started to harden as she regained her composure. She leaned in and kissed me again, moaning loudly as I fucked her from beneath. I could feel her asscheeks jiggling in my hands, rippling and undulating with every upward thrust. It felt incredible and I lifted my hand up almost instinctively, fingers cutting through the air as I brought it back down again, landing a firm smack upon her supple asscheek. Our lips peeled apart and Hayley yelped as my hand made contact, drawing appreciative shrieks from Rebecca beside me.
"Ooh, yeah, baby!" she squealed excitedly. "Do that again. Smack that big ass!"
I did as instructed and raised my hand again, bringing it back down at twice the force. I gave a few more thrusts then rolled us over, switching from cowgirl to the missionary position. I leaned over Hayley as I pushed her legs back, kissing her again as I started thrusting. Vanessa stayed right where she was, burying her face in my ass, just as she'd done to Hayley. I pulled back out to the tip of my penis, allowing Vanessa to lick my ass a few times before I threw myself forward, railing hard into Hayley's pussy. The position she was in allowed for particularly deep penetrations and I could feel me hitting her cervix as I bottomed out inside her.
It felt incredible, of course- Hayley's pussy always does- but the feeling of Vanessa's tongue lapping at my asshole each time I pulled back was the icing on the cake. In fact, it felt a little too good and I could feel myself throbbing as I slammed into Hayley's pussy, leaking my precum straight into her womb. I wasn't sure how much more I could take and I straightened my back as I continued to thrust, making my asshole harder to get to.
Vanessa understood and pried her face from between my buttcheeks, licking along my spine as I grabbed onto Hayley's legs, pinning them against my chest as I drilled into her snatch. I wasn't going as deep now but her legs pressing together made her pussy even tighter and I could feel it gripping me with each new powerful thrust.
Rebecca moved from beside me and returned to her previous position, sitting on Hayley's face this time instead of my own. Hayley reached up and wrapped her arms around her friend's toned thighs, holding her tightly as she licked her pussy. I couldn't see much of what Hayley was doing but Rebecca was clearly enjoying it. Full lips rounded in a perfect O, a deep gasp blew forth from her lips as Hayley got down to business, cooing into Rebecca's tight pussy as I drilled my cock into hers. Gripping the back of Rebecca's head, I pulled her in and kissed her as I slammed into Hayley, railing like a man possessed.
Vanessa wrapped her arms around me, kissing my shoulders and neck. Her hands moved slowly down my chest and abs, then she slid them back around behind me, slapping them down on my ass. She dug her long nails into my sculpted cheeks, whispering sweet nothings straight into my ear.
"How's that pussy feel, huh? Nice and tight around your cock?"
"Mmhmm," I muttered back, panting heavily as I bucked my hips, going in hard on Hayley's snatch.
"Hmmhmm, I think he's gonna cum," Vanessa laughed, grinning as she licked my ear. "Aren't you, baby?"
"Uh huh," was all I said back. Truth be told, it's all that I could manage.
Rebecca grabbed onto Hayley's tits, grinning at me as she gave them a jiggle. I took her meaning and pried my cock from Hayley's pussy, scurrying up the bed until I was straddling her chest. I slapped my cock down between her titties and Rebecca kept them moulded around it as I started thrusting, slicing my shaft through her chestal chasm. I glanced back over my shoulder as Vanessa crawled between Hayley's thighs, taking up the spot I had just vacated. Her tongue rolled out from between her lips and she flashed me a wink as she put it to Hayley's pussy, finishing the job I'd started. I turned back around and leaned into Rebecca, kissing her again as I rowed my hips, sawing my cock through Hayley's cleavage.
A chorus of moans now filled the room, pouring from the mouths of everyone in it. I was moaning into Rebecca's mouth as I fucked Hayley's tits and Rebecca was moaning straight back as Hayley licked her clit. Hayley was moaning too as Vanessa ate her pussy. Even Vanessa was moaning as she went down on Hayley, either through sheer enjoyment or some sort of self-stimulation; frankly, neither would surprise me.
My cock was twitching as it cut through Hayley's tits, balls swelling as they dragged across her tummy. Rebecca's grip on them loosened as the pleasure increased and I took hold of them myself as I delivered the last few thrusts. Prising my cock from Hayley's cleavage, I stroked it several times until my bellend exploded, roaring towards the heavens as I came all over her tits.
"UHH!! FUUUCCCKKK!!!" I yelled as I pumped my fist, working it up and down my shaft until I'd jerked out every last drop.
But it didn't end there and my explosive climax had a domino effect, sparking further orgasms from all four corners of the bed. Hayley came next, a piercing, high-pitched scream muffled by Rebecca's pussy as she grabbed Vanessa's head, ensuring it stayed where it was as a powerful climax ripped through her buxom form. Rebecca came too about five seconds later, pawing at her breasts as her eyes clamped shut, moans spilling from between her lips as she rode the waves of pleasure. I'm not sure if Vanessa came or not but she was clearly enjoying the taste of Hayley's pussy, moaning all the while as cum gushed into her mouth.
Moans gave way to laboured breaths and the girls climbed down from each other's faces, tasting the cum from their mouths as they shared a threeway kiss. Then they turned to me, each one gazing at me with a different expression as they crawled across the mattress. I was still as stiff as a board, the last few drops of cum still pooled in the tip of my penis. Vanessa went for it first, licking up several drops as she ran her tongue across the tip, grinning at me and winking as she felt it twitch. Rebecca went next, cleaning up my slit as she flicked her tongue back and forth, lapping up the next few drops as they oozed from my urethra.
Then Hayley took care of the rest. Wrapping her lips around the head, her mouth formed an airtight seal as she sucked out whatever was left. Releasing my crown with an exaggerated pop, she turned to her friends and kissed them in turn, sharing the last of my load. Then their eyes were back on me, expectant looks plastered across their faces.
"Your turn, isn't it?" I said as I looked at Rebecca, offering her a hand that she was all too glad to accept.
"Mmhmm," she replied, as I stepped off the bed, leading the Swede to the edge of the mattress.
I grabbed my cock and it stroked it excitedly, pointing it at her pussy as she assumed the position. Lifting her legs and holding them up, her ass hung invitingly over the edge of the bed as I leaned over her, feeding my cock into her tight pink pussy. A breathy moan fluttered from between her lips and she pulled me down to kiss me as I rowed in deep, sheathing myself to the hilt. The first thing that struck me was how wet her pussy was; she'd had to wait a long time for me to get to her and was clearly very pent up. I did my best to relieve her suffering, pulling back slowly as our lips locked together then slamming back inside her as hard as I could, making her scream into the depths of my mouth.
I repeated it several times then slid my arms underneath her, remaining inside her as I rose to my feet, hoisting her into the air. Rebecca yelped as we broke from the kiss and she threw her arms around my shoulders, clinging on tightly as I lifted her up. Her eyes met mine in anticipation as I raised her slowly, pulling her up to the ridge of my crown. I held her there for a couple of seconds then dropped her back down again, impaling her pussy on my long, thick shaft. Rebecca threw her head back and she screamed towards the heavens as I speered her on my cock, holding her against me as I buried myself inside her. I gave her a second to recover then did it again, lifting her up to the tip of my cock then dropping her back down to the hilt, repeating the action on an endless loop.
Hayley and Vanessa climbed down from the bed and stood on either of us. Hayley came up behind me and her hands went to my hips, whispering encouragement as she gripped them tightly, licking and nibbling my ear. Vanessa did the same to Rebecca, speaking softly into her ear as she grabbed onto her asscheeks, helping her pussy up and down my dick.



Hayley kissed my neck then I felt her lips move down my spine as she lowered herself to the ground, kneeling down behind me. She grabbed onto my buttcheeks and pulled them apart, shoving her face in my asscrack. My whole body stiffened and a moan fell forth from my lips as her tongue found my asshole, making me twitch in Rebecca's tight pussy.
"Ooh, what's she doing back there?" asked Vanessa, peering over my shoulder. "She licking your arsehole?"
I nodded as best I could, straining all over as Hayley's tongue pushed into my rectum, going in search of my prostate.
"Fucking slag," Vanessa grinned, like she hadn't already done that twice herself.
She flashed me a wink then her face disappeared as she moved down slowly, kissing down Rebecca's back as she dropped to her knees. I next became aware of her presence when she wrapped her lips around one of my balls, dousing it in spit before she switched to the other. Letting it spill from between her lips, she licked up the underside of my thick, throbbing cock, letting her slick tongue glide across Rebecca's asshole each time I pulled her to the base of my shaft.
I kept pumping Rebecca up and down my shaft, feeling my cockhead twitch in the depths of her pussy as Hayley licked my ass. I kept this up for several minutes then held her still as I started to tire, bucking my hips at a furious pace as I drilled into Rebecca's tight pussy. Gripping her asscheeks and spreading them wide, I granted better access to Vanessa's long tongue, which she promptly pushed into the brunette's rectum. I couldn't actually see what she was doing, of course, but the sudden contractions of Rebecca's wet pussy told me all I needed to know.
Hayley emerged from between my asscheeks, but kept her tongue out as I started thrusting, lapping at my sphincter each time I pulled back. Rebecca's face was skewed with pleasure and I could feel the sensation growing in the pair of us; her pussy squeezing tighter as Vanessa licked her ass and my cockhead throbbing harder as Hayley licked mine. All of it was building to a violent crescendo. The only question was who was going to climax first, Rebecca or myself? If it was her, I might be able to slip out before the grip and pull of her hot, wet pussy dragged me over the edge.
With that in mind I thrusted harder, digging my fingers into her thick, toned asscheeks as I drilled in deep, hitting her g-spot with every stroke. It only took a few of those before her grip on me tightened, her head tilting backwards as she unleashed a deafening scream, trembling in my arms as I slammed into her perfect pussy. Her muscles gripped me extra hard and I clung to my load for dear life as fluid burst forth from within her, soaking my cock from base to tip. Her screams hit their peak and her body went limp in my arms, breathing heavily as post-orgasmic bliss began to wash through her.
I gave her a moment to enjoy the feeling then set her back down on the bed. I needed a minute for my cock to settle so I climbed up onto the bed before anyone could grab it, parking myself between Rebecca's splayed thighs. I scooped her legs up and wrapped my arms around them as my tongue came out, licking the excess moisture from her sticky pink slit. She hadn't quite recovered from the previous climax and her clit was still twitching as I moved up towards it, licking across it slowly with a long, smooth swipe of my tongue.
Hayley and Vanessa climbed onto the bed, kneeling either side of her as she writhed across the bed. Vanessa leaned down and kissed her while Hayley latched onto one of her breasts, deftly sucking at her friend's stiff nipple. I watched intently as I settled on her clit, spinning my tongue around it and feeling it stiffen with each rotation.
"Oh, GOD!" she squealed, falling back onto the mattress as her hands came down, grabbing the back of my head.
"Ooo-hoohoo!" said Vanessa, grinning with amusement. "She's gonna cum already!"
Rebecca's hands began to shake as she gripped the back of my head; deep, heavy breaths now pouring from between her lips as my tongue swirled faster, twisting and turning around her point of pleasure. I licked her clit a few more times then lifted my head up, breaking free from her vice-like grip.
"Come and finish her off then," I said to Vanessa, grabbing her wrist and pulling her towards me.
"Yes, sir!" she said with a grin, promptly filling my previous position.
I climbed down from the bed as she moved into place, lifting her ass up as her head went down, burying her face in Rebecca's wet pussy. A hand went to her hip as I gripped my cock with the other, pressing the tip against her dripping pink slit. I pushed myself forward and eased into her pussy, her moans deeply muffled as she licked Rebecca's clit. I started thrusting slowly, taking in the scene in front of me as I sunk into her pussy.
Rebecca's hands were clamped to the back of Vanessa's blonde head, gathering her hair into a makeshift ponytail as she dined on her hot, wet snatch. I couldn't see what she was doing, of course, but whatever it was, Rebecca was loving every second of it, moaning all the while as her mouth hung open, eyes rolling into the back of her head.
I took a glance down as I pushed in deeper, enjoying the sight of Vanessa's ass rippling as I threw myself into her, going balls deep with every thrust. It looked incredible; so good, in fact, that I didn't know where to look: at Vanessa's toned ass as she took my cock or at Rebecca's gorgeous cum face as the blonde licked her pussy. My mind was made up for me a few seconds later as Hayley moved towards me, kneeling beside Vanessa. Gripping her cheeks and spreading them wide, she rested her chin just above her ass, blocking my view of Rebecca. It was a shame to lose such a beautiful sight, but having Hayley's mouth in such close proximity more than made up for that.
"Mmm, yeah. Come on. Gimme that cock!" Hayley instructed and I was happy to oblige.
I thrusted several times into Vanessa's tight pussy then promptly withdrew my cock, pointing it at Hayley and steering it into her mouth. She took it down to around mid-shaft, closing her lips around it and sucking at it greedily. Hayley always likes sucking my cock, but when it's been in a girlfriend's pussy, she likes it even more. I placed a hand at the back of her head and thrusted slowly, plunging further into her warm, wet mouth. Hayley sucked and slurped as I fed her my cock, cleaning my shaft and then some as I pushed in deeper, sinking to the back of her throat.
My cock was dripping by the time I retrieved it, and I shoved it back into Vanessa's hot pussy. I sunk to the base on the very first pass, drawing a deep, muffled moan from Vanessa as I sheathed myself inside her. I caught Hayley grinning as I started to thrust and at first I wasn't sure why. Then Vanessa's pussy began to contract, gripping me tighter with each new thrust. That was when I saw her fingers, naught but a blur as she strummed Vanessa's clit.
Though the tightening of her pussy, significant though it was, was merely incidental. What Hayley really wanted was Vanessa's wetness, coating every inch of my cock for the next time I fed it to her. And if indeed that was her goal then she was passing with flying colours, extracting moisture in copious volume. My cock was sodden by the time I retrieved it, basted in juices from bottom to top.
Hayley grinned as she admired her handiwork, looking mightily pleased with herself as she parted her lips, wrapping them tightly around the tip of my cock. Head bobbing slowly, she sucked at my shaft as she went down deeper, moaning gently as she slurped up the sweet, sweet fluids. She took several passes down the length of my cock, making sure she cleaned every inch and leaving it drenched in spittle as her lips pulled back to the tip. I returned my cock to Vanessa's pussy and the cycle continued.
I kept that up for several minutes, switching from Hayley's mouth to Vanessa's pussy with increasing regularity. It was a wonderful tease. I'd thrust nice and slowly into Vanessa's wet pussy, bringing myself to the brink of climax, then pop it into Hayley's mouth to cool myself off a little as she rubbed at her girlfriend's clit. Vanessa's moans started getting louder. Even with her mouth around Rebecca's wet pussy, there was no mistaking the increase in volume or the change in pitch. Hayley knew what was coming next and she scurried around to the top of the bed, kneeling beside Rebecca and kissing her full set of lips. With Hayley out of the picture, I focused my energy on Vanessa's tight pussy, throwing myself into her with wild abandon.
The orgasm hit her just a few seconds later and she all but screamed into Rebecca's pink pussy as she kept her face in it, still licking her diligently as the feeling spread. Again, the first climax had a domino effect, only this time the order was reversed. Rebecca came next, clasping the back of Vanessa's blonde head as she licked her pussy, not letting up for a second as I dicked her through the throes of climax. Hayley, by this point, had sprawled across the bed so she could watch the action, strumming her pussy as she took it all in. She came too in a matter of moments, screaming loudly as a clear jet of fluids sprayed forth from her pussy, soaking the bed sheets in between her legs.
Then, finally, it was my turn. A few more thrusts into Vanessa's climaxing pussy and I buried myself inside her, voiding my sack in spectacular fashion. I gripped her tightly as I started to cum, making sure she didn't go anywhere and ensuring my spunk went as deep as possible. And, well...it worked. As I pulled out slowly from Vanessa's tight snatch, my cum was nowhere to be seen, and it took a few seconds for a small white blob to finally appear in the slit of her pussy. It started to trickle down one of her thighs and it was only then that I'd realised how hard I'd cum. My spunk had pretty much filled her womb, but even after shooting such a huge, thick load, I still had one more in me.
Once Vanessa could move again, she crawled off to the side, allowing me to kneel on the edge of the bed. I wrapped my arms around Rebecca's long legs, pulling her hurriedly towards me. Using her elbows to prop herself up, a look of longing stretched across her face as I rested her ankles on shoulders, aligning my cock with the slit of her pussy. I gripped it at the base and steered myself forward, sinking in deep on the very first thrust.
"Ohh, fuck!" Rebecca groaned, tipping her head back as I pushed it inside her.
Her girlfriends flanked her from either side, kissing her one by one as I uncurled my fingers from the base of my shaft, bottoming out in her slick, warm pussy. Pushing down on her shoulders, Hayley helped her down onto the mattress then moved herself forward, parking her pussy on Rebecca's face. Gripping the back of her head, I pulled her in and kissed her as I rowed my hips, giving slow, deep thrusts into her friend's tight pussy. Our lips came apart and I pushed her down further, shoving her head between Rebecca's raised thighs.
Hayley poked her tongue out and put it to her girlfriend's clit, starting to moan as Rebecca gripped her asscheeks, pulling them slightly apart. Obviously I couldn't see what she was doing but it seemed to me like she was returning the favour, flicking her tongue against Hayley's stiff clit. It was quite an image and only got better as Vanessa added the missing ingredient, kneeling behind Hayley and burying her face in the crack of her ass. Poking her tongue out from between her lips, she flashed me a wink as she steered it forward, licking several times across Hayley's butthole.
I wrapped my arms around Rebbeca's long legs, pinning them against my torso as I drilled into the depths of her pussy. Hayley's tongue swirled around her clit, tightening it significantly and adding to the moisture now smeared along the length of my shaft. I could hear her moaning under Hayley's ass, digging her fingers into those supple, round cheeks. I gave a few more thrusts then withdrew from her pussy, pointing my cockhead at Hayley's mouth. She peeled her tongue from Rebecca's clit and moved it to the tip of my penis, lapping up precum as she tongued at the open slit. Hayley licked two fingers and put them to Rebecca's pussy, rubbing it gently as she opened her mouth, taking my cockhead inside it. Wrapping her lips around the ridge of my crown, her lips slid smoothly down the length of my shaft, sucking up Rebecca's fluids as she rubbed her clit, making sure her pussy stayed nice and wet.
Mission accomplished, as Rebecca's hot pussy was wetter than ever by the time I returned to it, and the slightest thrust was all I needed to sheathe myself inside her. Hayley's tongue went back to her clit and she licked her swiftly as I rolled my lips, hitting her cervix repeatedly. Her moans got louder with each new thrust, my shaft caked with creamy fluids as I drove it inside her, touching her deepest parts. I could feel the climax building inside her, growing in intensity with every lick and thrust.
"I think she's gonna cum," Vanessa declared, prying her tongue from Hayley's butthole.
A few more thrusts was all it took. Sheathing myself to the balls, I remained inside her as her orgasm hit, enjoying the feel of her tight, clenching pussy as the floodgates opened, soaking my cock in a deluge of fluid. Hayley kept tonguing at the nub of her clit, making sure she came as hard as possible. And boy did she succeed. She gripped me so tight I thought my cock was gonna burst, and it took every ounce of willpower to keep my crown from exploding.
I pulled out of her pussy in the nick of time and breathed a deep sigh of relief. Hayley noticed as she lifted her head up, peeling her tongue from Rebecca's pussy.
"You almost came too, huh?" she asked with a grin, putting two fingers to her friend's stiff clit.
I gave a quick nod as I gripped my cock, feeling it throbbing in the palm of my hand.
"You're still gonna fuck me though, right?" she asked, giving me her finest puppy dog look, gazing up at me angelically as she batted her lashes. It was very persuasive, but why she felt that I needed persuading still baffles me to this day.
"Pfft! Come on," I said as I rolled my eyes. "This is me you're talking to."
Hayley smirked as I leaned down and kissed her then strolled around to the top of the bed. Vanessa saw me coming and retrieved her tongue from Hayley's asshole, hopping down from the bed so I could fill her position. And fill it, I did. Climbing up onto the mattress, I grabbed onto Hayley's ass as I knelt down behind her, squeezing both cheeks as I peeked at her pussy, her lips wet and puffy as Rebecca licked her clit. Vanessa knelt at the foot of the bed, burying her face between Rebecca's splayed thighs and licking her pussy with Hayley.
My cock was still pulsing from Rebecca's hot pussy so I gave it some time to settle, shifting my knees towards the headboard as I bent at the waist, shoving my face into Hayley's ass. Hayley moaned, lifting her head up as I poked out my tongue, licking back and forth across her puckered asshole. Rebecca licked along Hayley's slit and up past her taint, our tongues flicking together as we shared her asshole. Gripping her asscheeks and spreading them wide, my tongue went stiff as I pushed it forward, plunging it deep into Hayley's rectum.
"Ohhh my God," she moaned, her soft voice quavering as my head bobbed back and forth, greedily tonguing her sphincter.
Plucking my tongue from Hayley's rectum, I gripped my cock as I sat up straight, pushing the tip against her dripping pink pussy. She was burning up as I slipped it inside her, sinking straight down to the base. Latching onto her hips, I proceeded to bang her as hard as I could, going in deep from the very first thrust. Her pussy was warm and dripping with moisture, and I could feel it getting tighter as Rebecca licked her clit.
"Oh my God! Fuck!" Hayley screamed, tossing her head back as I drilled into her pussy, pounding hard and fast.
Vanessa emerged from between Rebecca's legs and took Hayley's face in her hands, staring her down with what I can only assume was some very intense-looking eye contact.
"Yeah, that's it, babe," I heard her say. "Take that dick. Show me how much you love it."
Their eyes stayed locked together as Vanessa raised two fingers and put them in her mouth, wetting them both with spit. I couldn't say for sure where she put them next, but given that Rebecca's pussy was currently unoccupied, that seemed like the best place for them.
Gripping a fistful of long brown hair, I tugged it sharply as I slammed into Hayley, pulling her up from the mattress. It broke her eye contact with Vanessa, of course, but the blonde didn't seem to mind, and she egged me on to fuck her harder as I curled my arms around her, holding her body against me.
"Ooo-hoo, yeah! Come on!" she shrieked excitedly. "Fucking give it to her. Fuck her like the slut she is!"
I put my hand around Hayley's throat- gently, of course- but there was nothing gentle about the way I was fucking her. I put my full weight behind every thrust; loud, heavy smacking sounds now filling the expanse of the room as my body crashed into hers, driving my cock in as deep as I could. Which, as I'm sure you all know by now, is very, very deep indeed. I moved my hand up to Hayley's cheek and turned her head so I could kiss her, muffling the screams as they flew from her lips.
I saw Vanessa move in my peripheral vision and broke from the kiss so I could see what she was doing. Lifting Rebecca's leg, she straddled her friend in dominant fashion, grinding her pussy against the brunette's own. Rebecca started moaning as she licked Hayley's clit, occasionally tonguing at my big, swinging balls. It was a hell of a sight, as I'm sure you can imagine, and it made my dick throb harder as I pounded Hayley's pussy. I went at her harder, almost on impulse, railing into her pussy with all I had left in the tank. Hayley responded in kind, her screams getting louder and shriller with every subsequent thrust. Grabbing her tits, I nuzzled into Hayley's neck, licking her earlobe as she took her pounding.
"Are you gonna cum?" asked Vanessa, putting her fingers to Hayley's chin.
"Uh huh," said Hayley, breathing heavily as she nodded her head.
"That's my slut," Vanessa grinned. She gave Hayley a kiss on the lips then moving her fingers from her chin to mine. "Make it a good one, OK?" she ordered sternly, then kissed me too for good measure.
Eager to please (and a little concerned about what would happen if I didn't), I unleashed a series of savage thrusts, slamming into Hayley with relentless vigour. Her orgasm hit her like a ton of bricks and a deafening scream flew forth from the bowels of her throat as the feeling rushed through her, shaking her down to the core.
"OHHH, FFFUUUCCCKKK!!!"
I couldn't see her face in the position I was in, but I'd seen enough Hayley cum expressions in my time to have an idea of what it might have looked like. Eyes closed. Mouth open. Skin red. Nostrils flaring. I dicked her hard through the entire duration, only slowing my thrusts once the final note of her resonant scream had faded out into the ether.
But the orgasms didn't stop there, and Rebecca and Vanessa both came pretty much straight after Hayley. They didn't cum as hard as she did, of course, but they both screamed loud enough to leave a ringing in my ears that didn't subside 'til the following morning. They took a few moments to regain their senses then moved towards the foot of the bed. I slid my cock out of Hayley's pussy and the girls assembled themselves without planning or discussion; I got the feeling they'd done this before. Kneeling on all fours, one beside the other, their eyes gazed up at me as I stroked my cock, begging me to coat them with the contents of my balls.



"Come on, Tyler, cum for us," said Hayley in the middle. "Shoot that load all over our faces!"
"Yes, come on, baby," said Vanessa beside her, squeezing a hand around my bulging sack. "Empty these big fucking balls!"
A few more strokes and I did just that. Pointing my cock at Rebecca, the first blast hit her with an audible splat, leaving a shapeless blob on her lips and nose. Hayley got the second one, a long, thick rope that streaked across her cheek and brow, covering an eye in the process. Aiming my cock at Vanessa, her hand was still wringing my ballsack as I jerked out whatever was left, peppering her face with blotches of spunk.
All three of them were covered by the time I was done but the girls weren't finished yet. Passing my cock back and forth, they each took turns to suck at the tip. Extracting the last few droplets, they shared a round of kisses to wrap things up. I watched them do that until my legs gave out, then collapsed back onto the mattress, completely and utterly spent. The same could not be said of my three horny houseguests, who got back to it within a matter of minutes. They started on their own, occasionally asking me if I wanted to join them. I declined several times but ended up caving, fucking all three of them at least twice more before finally passing out.
By the time I awoke the following day, Rebecca and Vanessa had already gone. Hayley was downstairs, fixing breakfast with a mug of tea. I'd slept so late that I didn't even have time for a quickie before I left for the airport, barely even managing to eat, shower and pack up my things. Hayley came with me to Heathrow, seeing me off with a kiss goodbye.
"Hurry back, won't you?" she asked with a smirk.
"Just try and stop me," I replied sincerely, meaning every single word.
I fetched my case from the trunk and rushed through the terminal, making my flight in the nick of time. The return flight seemed even longer than the outbound one, and though I didn't have any physical company, I had a whole host of images flowing through my head of all the women I'd met and fucked during the course of my trip. A smile pulled at the sides of my mouth as I gazed out the window, bidding London a fond farewell. I guess travelling ain't so bad after all.
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Guests. No hotel can operate without them and I'm glad to say that I get my share. Mine (despite all being attractive women) are wildly diverse and come to me in a variety of different ways. Some are referred by previous guests, some are brought along by regulars, while others I've met elsewhere (regulars' homes, birthday parties, bachelorette parties, etc etc). But never in 18 months of hotel ownership have I encountered a guest in the way I'm about to describe. It was a regular guest of mine, Alicia- a gorgeous executive at Apple TV, who came up with the idea, pitching it to me in bed during one of her frequent visits.
"Well, that was...amazing as always," she said as she curled up beside me, resting an arm on my chest. She was panting heavily, starting to recover from her latest climax.
"Glad I could be of service," I said with a smirk, wrapping my arm around her shoulders.
"You are always of service," said Alicia, moving her hand to the back of my head as she pulled me in for a kiss. "Oh! I almost forgot!" she said as she pushed me back, suddenly sounding excited. "I need your help with something."
"Oh, yeah?" I asked, intrigued. "What do you need?"
"Well, there's this friend of mine..."
"Uh huh," I said. Anyone I'd know?"
"I'm not sure. She's an actress, so yeah, maybe."
"Mmhmm. And does she have a name?"
"Lauren. Lauren Ambrose."
"OK. Redhead, right? Servant. Sex Feet Under."
"That's her. You a fan?"
A grin pulled at the sides of my lips. "You could say that. So how can I help?"
"Well, she's been complaining to me about her sex life for months now."
"That so?"
"Mmhmm. Apparently sex with her husband has lost that spark and she's been feeling very unfulfilled."
"I hear that a lot," I said with a chuckle. "Well, give her my number. I'm sure I can help her with that."
"Oh, I know you can," Alicia returned. "That's the problem though, she doesn't wanna cheat on him."
"Right, well I'm not a sex therapist. So unless you can convince her to give me a call then there's not really much I can do."
A broad grin stretched across her face and she looked at me wickedly with a twinkle in her eyes. "Maybe there is."
I looked back quizzically and hoisted a brow. "Go on."
"OK, so, hear me out. What if you were to...pick her up somewhere?"
"Erm...OK. Pick her up where exactly?"
"I dunno, a bar? That's the usual place, isn't it?"
"And does she make a habit of frequenting bars on her own?"
"No, but I can take care of that. I'll arrange to meet her for a glass of wine, tell you where she's gonna be, then I text her at the last minute and tell her I'm not gonna make it."
"And I come swooping in?"
"Bingo."
"And you think this will work? Even though you've been inviting her here for months now and she keeps saying no?"
She nodded. "Think about it. Bringing her here so you can fuck her brains out? If she doesn't wanna cheat on her husband then she's never gonna go for that. But...a young, hot guy starts hitting on her in a bar, that's a totally different story."
"It is?"
"Uh huh. You sweet talk her a little, buy her a few drinks, nature takes its course."
"OK, well if you think it will work..."
"I do. So tell me when you're free and we'll work something out."
I went to the lounge to fetch my planner and we landed on a date. Alicia went home the following day and I continued my schedule as normal. I received a text on Friday morning, telling me where to be and what time to be there. I spent the day doing my usual prep- eating, working out, making sure the place was neat and tidy- then went to take a shower as the evening approached. This was my first time meeting a woman where sex wasn't basically a foregone conclusion, so I needed to be looking my best. I picked out some clothes- suit pants and dress shirt- shaved, moisturised and styled my hair, spraying on my favourite cologne.
I grabbed my keys and wallet, locked up the house and hopped in my car, driving to the bar where I was 'meeting' Lauren. I'd been there a few times before so there was no need for GPS and I got to the place in under an hour. I pulled up to the curb outside the bar and climbed out of the vehicle, nodding at the doorman as I passed through the entrance. The bar was pretty busy, being Friday and all, but I spotted Lauren almost immediately. She was sitting by herself in a two-seater booth looking down at her phone, a half-drank martini on the table in front of her.
She looked incredible in the white blouse, black pants and waistcoat she was wearing, and I was suddenly hit by a pang of anxiety. I hadn't hit on a woman in a bar in a long, long time and I was worried that I'd be a little rusty. I ordered myself a bourbon and took a seat at the bar, making sure I was in her eyeline. I noticed a few women were checking me out and under normal circumstances I would have gone straight over, but not tonight. I was here for one woman and one woman only.
My phone buzzed in my pocket and it plucked it free, seeing that Alicia had sent me a text.
Alicia: Are you there yet?
Me: Yep.
Alicia: And she's there right? I didn't cancel too early?
Me: She's here.
Alicia: But you haven't gone over yet?
Me: Not yet. Playing it cool.
Alicia: Well don't play it too cool. We don't want her leaving, do we?
Me: Don't worry, I've got this. Just leave it to me.
Alicia: OK, good luck.
I put my phone down and glanced at Lauren. She'd put hers down too and was looking around the bar when our eyes met briefly and she flashed me a little grin, nothing flirtatious, just an innocent, friendly smile. I shot one back at her, making sure mine was a little more amorous, not overtly so, just enough to let her know I was interested. She smiled back in a similar fashion then lowered her head, blushing a little as she picked up her phone. She was flattered, I could tell. Time to make my move. I picked up my phone, punching out a text as I sipped my drink.
Me: OK, here goes.
Alicia: Go get her, tiger [wink emoji]
I got up from the barstool and pocketed my phone, grabbing my drink as I crossed the bar. Lauren looked up as I approached her table, a friendly but slightly nervous-looking smile forming on her glossy pink lips.
"Hi," I said as I smiled back, hiding some nerves of my own.
"Hi there."
"Sorry to bother you, but I hate to see such a beautiful woman sitting by herself. Mind if I join you?" There, not too bad, right? Kinda cliched, but like I said, I'm a little rusty.
Lauren blushed again, more this time, then lifted her hand up, showing me the diamond on her left ring finger. "That's sweet, but I'm married. Sorry."
"Hey, don't apologise," I said, raising my hands defensively. "I'm just looking for someone to talk to. Your marital status is neither here nor there."
I noted some scepticism in the look she gave me next, but she relented all the same, gesturing to the chair on my side of the table. "Well it doesn't look like my friend is gonna show, so sure, be my guest."
"Thank you," I said, pulling the chair back and taking a seat. "I'm Tyler, by the way."
"Lauren," she replied, shaking my hand as I reached across the table.
"A pleasure." I didn't want to seem like some bozo trying to bang a celebrity, so I pretended not to recognise her, figuring she was just the right level of fame where that would be believable. "And what do you do, Lauren?"
"I'm an actress actually," she said with a chuckle, not seeming offended that I didn't know who she was.
"You know, I thought I recognised you. Remind me what you've been in."
"Hmm, let's see...Servant. Yellowjackets. And Six Feet Under, back when I was young and pretty," she said with a grin, knocking red hair back over her shoulder.
"Well, you're still pretty, don't worry about that."
"Thank you," she said, her cheeks getting redder to match her hair. "And how about you? What do you do?"
"Massage therapist," I bullshitted quickly. I've portrayed one so many times in roleplay fantasies that I almost feel like I am one anyway.
"Ooh, interesting!" said Lauren. She placed her elbows on the table and shifted in a little, expecting some juicy goss. "Any famous clients?"
"A few," I replied, hiding my smirk as best I could.
"Care to name names? Or is that against your code of ethics?"
"'Friad so," I said, still grinning a little as I sipped my drink.
Lauren huffed and sat back in her chair, draining her martini. "Well, that's no fun."
"Sorry. If I filled your glass back up would that make it up to you?"
"It would be a start," she said, and slid it across the table. "Vodka martini."
"Shaken not stirred?"
"Uh huh." She made her hand into the shape of a gun and put it to her lips, blowing the invisible muzzle. Really friggin' cute.
I went to the bar and ordered our drinks, looking back at Lauren as the barman prepared them. She smiled back at me, gently biting her lip as she eyed me from across the room. Things were going well. I plucked my phone from my pocket and opened a text from Alicia.
Alicia: Please tell me she's still there.
Me: Yep. Plying her with alcohol as we speak [wink emoji]
Alicia: That's my boy. Show her a good time, won't you?
Me: Oh, you know I will.
I took our drinks back to the table, and Lauren and I picked up from where we'd left off. We got on very well with each other and the conversation flowed nice and smoothly, growing increasingly more flirtatious with every passing minute. Lauren got us another round then I got one more for good measure. I switched to coke after the second one as I had to drive back home but Lauren stuck with the martinis. By this point she was getting giggly and even reached across the table to touch me a few times when I said something funny or that made her blush. Lauren drained her fourth martini and plucked the cocktail stick from her empty glass, popping the olive in between her teeth.
"Another?" I asked, sinking the last of my coke.
"Thank you, but I should get going," she said as she grabbed her handbag. "Before my husband sends out a search party."
"Not going home already, are you?" I countered, protesting as I checked my watch. "The night's still young."
"For you, maybe," Lauren replied. "I'm normally tucked up in bed by now."
"Bed at ten, huh? Your husband's a lucky guy."
"Pfft! Fat chance of that. He'll be snoring on the couch by the time I get in."
"Well, you know what that means. No search party."
Lauren tipped her head back, laughing loud enough for the entire bar to hear. "OK, you got me there, smart guy. So I guess it's my round then, huh?"
"Mmhmm. Unless you wanna go anywhere else?"
Lauren smirked and raised her eyebrow. "You're trying to tempt me, aren't you?"
"Yep. How am I doing?"
She laughed again and smiled coyly. "Well," she said. "You're doing well."
"Glad to hear it," I said with a grin. "Well, I'd say 'your place or mine' but I think we already know the answer to that."
"Persistent, aren't you?"
"It's one of my best qualities."
"I'm sure," Lauren giggled. "But what about my husband?"
I shrugged. "Well, I'd hate to disrupt his sofa sleep, but I guess he can come if you want him to."
"Cute," said Lauren. "I mean what am I gonna tell him?"
"Tell him the truth. Your friend has asked you 'round for a night cap."
"Oh, so you're my friend now, are you?"
"I mean...we can be more if you like."
"Smooth." Lauren grinned and shouldered her handbag. "OK, let's get outta here. Before I change my mind."
We got up from the table and I followed her towards the exit and out onto the street. I led her to my car and opened the door, ushering her inside.
"Madame."
"Merci," said Lauren as she climbed inside.
She settled into the passenger's seat and I closed the door behind her. I opened the door to the driver's side and Lauren turned to face me as I entered the vehicle. She put a hand to my cheek and leaned in to kiss me, pressing her lips up against my own. The kiss was brief but filled with passion, a taste of things to come. I closed the door and put on my seatbelt, turning the key in the ignition.
Lauren reached down and touched my thigh. "Don't live far from here, do you?" she asked, a greedy look etched across her face.
"Erm...I kinda do, actually."
"Bummer," she said with a frown. "I'm gonna have to keep myself occupied then, if you don't mind. I'm kinda impatient."
"Fine by me."
"Good," said Lauren and as I pulled out of the parking space and drove down the dimly lit street, she slid her hand up my muscular thigh, moving it gently towards the lump in my crotch. Her eyes bulged as she touched my cock, still half hard underneath my pants.
"Oh. OK. You didn't mention that."
I laughed and turned to face her, keeping an eye on the road. "Well, what was I supposed to say? 'Hi, I'm Tyler and I've got a big cock'?"
"That would have been nice. Could have saved us both some time."
"Oh, and there was me thinking you were enjoying my company."
"I was, but...I'm gonna enjoy this more." She reached for my zipper, taking the pull tab in between her finger and thumb. "May I?"
"Go right ahead."
Lauren grinned and lowered my zipper, slowly reaching inside my pants.
"Oh my God," she gasped, whispering softly as she gripped my cock, stroking it through my boxers. "Fuck, you're so big."
She slid her hand inside my undies and curled her fingers around the width of my shaft. My cock grew stiffer as she stroked it lightly then pulled it out through the hole in my boxers.
"Oooh, wow!" she cooed, her eyes growing wider as she freed my cock.
The roads were busy in downtown LA and I was very thankful that my car had tinted windows as I sat there exposed, Lauren's soft hand gripped firmly around the base of my shaft. Lauren leaned over the centre console, spitting a glob of spittle onto the tip of my penis. Winding her fingers around the ridge of my crown, she smeared the spit around my swollen helmet, using it as lube as her hand moved lower, working it back and forth along the first few inches. She started slowly, getting a feel for my cock as she stroked it smoothly, getting it nice and stiff.
Once it was hard, she jerked it faster, working her hand from bellend to base. Every pass was perfectly pressured, her dainty hand roaming up and down my shaft at optimum velocity. I tightened my grip on the steering wheel, watching the road as best I could as the woman beside me almost jerked me into a coma.
Somehow, I made it through the backstreets without ramming into the back of a limo, and now had to deal with the increased speeds of the I-210. It was then that Lauren chose to take things further, which if I'm perfectly honest with you, didn't make things any easier. Undoing her seatbelt, she planted her knees on the passenger's seat as she leaned right over the centre console, dipping her head down into my lap. I'm not one to generalise, but having had similar experiences with both Christina Hendricks and Jessica Chastain, I can confidently conclude that redheaded women like giving head in cars.
She wrapped her lips around the ridge of my crown and lapped at my open slit, cleaning up the precum that was already forming there. Lauren gripped onto the edge of my seat as her head started bobbing, guiding her lips along the length of my shaft. Her mouth began to water as she pushed down deeper, lips pursed tightly as she slurped and sucked, basting my cock in saliva. Lauren's lips pulled back to the tip and she sucked at the head a few times before she went back down again, plunging straight down to the base.
"Uhh, fuck!" I groaned, feeling my tip touch the back of her throat.
Lauren started moaning as she sucked my cock and at first I wasn't sure why. I glanced down quickly as she bobbed her head, noting that one of her hands had come free from my seat and had vanished somewhere underneath her torso. I couldn't see where exactly but, well...I had a pretty good idea.
My cock started throbbing as her lips moved faster, precum oozing from the tip of my prick. I could feel my body start tensing all over, my knuckles turning white as I clung to the steering wheel, gripping it so hard I nearly yanked it straight out of its socket. Her lips sunk down to the base once more, and this time she kept them there as her cheeks hollowed inward, forming a seal around the length of my shaft. It was at this point that I lost control, desperately begging her to stop before I plowed us into a passing vehicle.
"Oh, fuck! Stop, stop, stop! I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!"
Lauren's lips pulled up to the tip and I felt my heart rate start returning to normal as she plucked my cock from between her lips. Her hand slid out from inside her pants and I could feel the wetness on the tips of her fingers as she wrapped them around my shaft. I glanced to my right and Lauren smirked as she gripped my cock, gently stroking from bottom to top.
"Gonna cum, huh?" she asked mischievously, her grin growing wider as she jerked me faster, seeing how much I could handle.
"Yes," I said, "so if you could refrain from touching my cock, that would be much appreciated."
Lauren laughed. "Aww, what's the matter? Worried you won't be able to get it back up again?"
"I'm more concerned about ramming us into a jersey barrier, if I'm honest with you."
She laughed then uncurled her fingers from around my shaft, slumping back into her seat. "Fine, have it your way. We must be nearly back at your place now anyway, right?"
That was a good question. I'd been so preoccupied with keeping my car in one piece, that frankly the course of our journey had been the last thing on my mind. I looked out the window to try and work out where we were, spotting a sign for the town I live in. We had fifteen miles to go.
"Erm...kind of."
"Hmm, I don't like the sound of that. Might have to entertain myself a little then, if that's OK with you?"
I realised then that my cock was still out and it wasn't until I'd stuffed it back into my pants that I saw Lauren move in my peripheral vision. Glancing to my right, I watched as she unfastened the clasp on her pants, then slowly unzipped her fly. I looked up quickly as she reached into her pants, a gentle 'mmm' sound spilling from her lips as her eyes clamped shut. I turned back to the road and tried to keep my focus on it, finding it increasingly difficult as the moans beside me got louder and louder.
I gave into temptation embarrassingly quickly, looking back at Lauren after barely a couple of minutes. This time I looked downwards, noting that her hand had slid into her panties. Looking up, her expression hadn't changed much from the last time I saw it. Her eyes were still shut and her lips were parted slightly as her moans continued, steadily increasing in volume and pitch.
"You having fun there?" I asked, knowing that I shouldn't be encouraging such behaviour, but finding it difficult not to.
"Mmm," she said as she opened her eyes. "It would be better if you did it."
"OK, and how do you propose I do that?" I asked, gesturing to my hands that were clamped on the steering wheel.
Lauren leaned forward a little and peered through the windshield. "Road looks pretty straight. You don't need both hands for that."
"Easy for you to say. You're not the one behind the wheel."
"Oh, come on. Don't be such a pussy," she said with a grin. "I can work the gearshift if you need me to."
"Well you've proven that already."
Lauren laughed then looked at me sweetly with those puppy dog eyes. "Come ooonnn. Please? You're not gonna leave a girl hanging, are you?"
That look was hard to say 'no' to. Honestly, she probably could've told me to jump out of the moving vehicle and I would have done it. Acting in defiance of all my better judgement, I released my right hand from its grip on the steering wheel and reached across the centre console.



"Yesss!" Lauren hissed excitedly and retrieved her hand from her panties.
Taking one last look at the road ahead, I turned to my passenger as I slipped my fingers under the waistband of her panties, feeling the warmth inside them as I put two fingers to her clit. The hard bit was done and I returned my eyes to the road, hearing her moan beside me as I began to rub her pussy. I started slowly, teasing her clit with my fingers and feeling how hard it already was as I applied some gentle pressure.
"Mmm, yeah. That's it," Lauren moaned, already breathing deeply.
I took a quick glance to my right, seeing that her eyes had closed again and her mouth was hanging open just that little bit further; light, breathy moans now spilling from between her lips. She was clearly getting into it and I slid my fingers lower so I could feel how wet she was. The answer was 'very', and I traced my fingers up and down her slit, coating the tips in her sticky moisture. I did that several times then eased them inside her, feeling her lips peel apart as I gained admittance.
I heard a sharp gasp followed by two miscellaneous sounds, and I looked back at Lauren as my fingers went deeper, plunging right down to the knuckle. Her hands had grabbed onto the two closest objects, one to the window, the other to the side of her seat. Her mouth had opened significantly wider and a fervent look of pleasure had engulfed her entire face.
Curling them upwards in a hook-like fashion, I pumped my fingers into the depths of her pussy, touching her g-spot with every pass. Her pussy got noticeably wetter and an audible squelching sound now filled the car's interior, merging with the shrieks of pleasure now bouncing off the windows and roof. I could feel her pussy getting steadily tighter, gripping my fingers as I pushed them into her.
"Oh, God! Fuck!" she yelped, and it took every ounce of my willpower not to turn and look as she cried out in ecstasy.
She was teetering now and a few more pumps would have finished her off. Then, just as I was preparing to deliver the decisive move, a hand gripped onto my wrist.
"No! Stop!" said Lauren as she pulled my wrist, plucking my fingers from inside her snatch. "I don't wanna cum like this. You'll have to pull over."
I looked at the road signs as I returned my hand to the steering wheel, two of my fingers now soaked in arousal.
"We're almost there," I said. "Five minutes."
"Uh uh," said Lauren with a shake of her head. "Either you pull over or I'm riding your cock right here and now."
Damn. That's a hell of an ultimatum.
I hit the turn signal as quick as I could and moved into the neighbouring lane, then hit it again as I pulled into the nearest exit. I drove down the exit ramp into what appeared to be some kind of residential area. We were near to where I live but still the area was unfamiliar, so I drove around aimlessly for a bit while I searched for somewhere to park.
"Come ooonnn!" Lauren whined. "Park up already!"
"I'm looking for somewhere quiet," I replied, desperately scouring the dimly lit streets.
"This is fine, just park here," said Lauren as I turned to face her.
Seatbelt undone, she'd lifted her ass from the passenger's seat, quickly lowering her tailored pants. I took a scan of the surrounding area. Fortunately, the neighbourhood we were in looked fairly affluent so the houses were spaced quite widely apart, and there were several stretches of dark, empty space that weren't lit up by the sparsely distributed streetlights. Still apprehensive, I pulled into the first dark area I came across, parking as far as I could from the surrounding homes. I killed the headlights and switched on the ceiling light so we could see what we were doing, leaving on the engine in case we needed to make a quick exit.
Lauren kicked her heels off and pulled her pants down past her feet, leaving them bundled in front of her seat. I lowered my pants and boxers as she climbed across the centre console, leaving them pooled at my feet as she straddled me, firmly wedged between myself and the steering wheel. Lauren hurriedly unbuttoned her waistcoat and tossed it onto the backseat, leaving her blouse on as she reached back behind her, gripping my cock at the base.
Aligning the tip with the slit of her pussy, a deep, long sigh spilled forth from her lips as she sunk down onto it. She was utterly sodden, as I already knew, and her pussy slid straight down to the hilt, leaving my crown pressed against her cervix. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders, staring straight into my eyes as she started riding me. She went at me hard from the very beginning, using her strong thigh muscles to power her pussy up and down my shaft.
Latching onto her hips, I gripped them firmly as I pushed her down harder, bouncing her ass off the tops of my thighs. Leaning down to kiss me, she moaned into my mouth as the pace increased; loud, rhythmic smacking sounds now filling the expanse of the vehicle. I could feel the car rocking, and could only imagine what it would have looked like to passersby. Thank God I have tinted windows.
I released my grip on her shapely hips and moved my hands to the front of her blouse, quickly undoing it a button a time. Our lips came apart and her movements stopped momentarily as she uncurled her arms from around my neck, dropping them to her sides so I could pull her shirt down. I yanked it off her as fast as I could and tossed onto the passenger's seat, freeing her lovely tits.
Wrapping her arms back around my shoulders, her perky tits jiggled as she started to ride me, quickly refinding her rhythm. I poked my tongue out from between my lips and lapped at one of her nipples, feeling it stiffen as she rode my cock. Lauren moaned louder and her muscles contracted in response, gripping me harder as she worked her tight pussy up and down my shaft.
Just as I'd expected, Lauren came in a matter of minutes. Sinking to the base one final time, her hand slid up to the back of my head, gripping two fistfuls of hair as she tipped her head back, screaming at the roof of the car.
"Oh, fuck! I'm cumming! I'm cumming on your fucking cock!"
And, well...she really was. My cockhead twitched as a wave of fluid gushed forth from within her, soaking my shaft from top to bottom. My hands slid down to her ass and I grabbed both cheeks as her pussy tightened, gripping my cock like she was using her fist. My balls were still bulging from the incomplete blowjob and I almost came right then and there, clinging to my load as she squeezed my cock to the point of bursting.
Somehow I made it through and I breathed a sigh of relief as her head fell back to its usual position, her vice-like grip beginning to loosen. A big, bright smile spread across her face as she leaned in and kissed me, panting into my mouth as our tongues entwined.
"Phew!" she said, exhaling deeply as our lips came apart. "I needed that."
"I could tell," I said with a grin, running my hands over the curve of her ass.
Lauren laughed then kissed me again as she climbed off my lap, settling back into the passenger's seat. She tossed her blouse onto the backseat as I removed the rest of my clothing, leaving it in a heap on the floor. I rose from my seat as she pushed hers back, sliding it back as far as it would go as I climbed over the centre console. Tilting the backrest to 45 degrees, she sat back in her chair as I squeezed in front of her, kneeling on the floor of the car. To say it was cramped would be putting it lightly, but what's that expression? Where there's a will, there's a way. And I had all the will in the world.
Wrapping her arms around my shoulders, she placed a hand at the back of my head and pulled me in for a kiss. Sliding my hands under the small of her back, Lauren yelped into my mouth as I pulled her forward, dragging her ass to the edge of the seat. Laying her head against the backrest, she stretched out her legs as I wrapped my arms around them, resting her feet on the dashboard.
Returning her hand to the back of my head, she pushed me down in between her thighs, holding me there as I poked my tongue out, steering it straight to her pussy. I started slowly, licking along her slit so I could taste her moisture, gathering it on my tongue. I did that several times then moved up higher, settling on the nub of her clit. Swirling my tongue around her stiffening clit, I looked up at Lauren as she started moaning, combing her fingers through my thick locks of hair.
" Mmm, yeah!" she groaned out softly. "That's it. Right there."
Her hand came free from the top of my head and she pawed at her breasts as my tongue swirled faster, twisting this way and that. I could feel the heat as it poured from within her; warm, sticky fluids now coating my lips and chin. Her legs started shaking, muscles clenching as I gripped her thighs. Raising her hands up above her, she grabbed on tightly to the sides of her seat, scratching at the leather with the tips of her fingers. Her breath rate increased; loud, sharp squeals now spilling from between her lips.
Lauren was clearly still very pent up and she came even quicker than she did the first time. A hand went back to my head, gripping a handful of hair, while she slapped the other against the window, pushing against it so hard I'm surprised the glass didn't shatter. Moving my hands up, I dug my fingers into Lauren's strong abs, feeling them tighten as she squirmed in her seat. Wordless moans flew forth from her lips, getting louder and shriller with each passing second. Her grip in my hair tightened, her eyes fell shut and then...
"FUUUCCCKKK!!!"
And I thought she was wet before. When her orgasm hit, she nearly fucking drowned me! A hot gush of fluid surged forth from her pussy, soaking my lips and tongue. I kept looking up as I licked her through it, enjoying the sight of her features skewing, violently twisting in a fit of lust. Seismic tremors were coursing through her and I didn't stop licking until her legs stopped shaking, her grip coming loose on the top of my head.
Her eyes came open and she collapsed into her seat, her lips curling up in a satisfied grin as post orgasmic bliss began to wash through her.
"Wow!" said Lauren, brushing back hair as she puffed her cheeks, taking a calming breath.
I simply grinned as I lifted my head up, lowering her legs down from on top of my shoulders. I straightened my back as much as I could, shifting my knees forward slightly so they pressed against the edge of the seat. Placing my hands on the backs of her thighs, I pushed them back as far as they'd go, her knees almost level with the sides of her head.
"Oh my God!" she gasped, her blue eyes bulging in disbelief. Clearly her husband had never done that to her.
My cock was fully hard as I took it in my hands, pressing the tip against her tight pink pussy. She was still sopping wet from her previous climax, so all it took was the slightest push to sheathe myself to the hilt. Lauren moaned loudly as I buried myself inside her, resting there for several seconds with my balls pressed against her taint, letting her feel how big I am as my cock filled up her pussy. I pulled back slowly as I leaned in and kissed her, drawing back to the ridge of my crown. Holding it there for a couple of seconds, I slammed back into her with potent force, feeling the car shake significantly as I rowed in deep, bottoming out in Lauren's wet snatch. Our lips came apart and her eyes bulged dramatically, clinging to the seat as she screamed at the top of her lungs.
"OH! FUCK!"
I proceeded to bang her with slow, hard thrusts, drilling deep into her slick, warm pussy. Lauren was loving the force and intensity, and her eyes stayed glued on mine as she wrapped her legs around me, pulling me into her with each hard thrust. A hand reached up to the back of my head and she pulled in and kissed me again, moaning into my mouth as I fucked her faster, maintaining the force and depth. I wasn't holding back and I can only begin to imagine what the car looked like as I drove my cock into Lauren's pussy, hitting her deepest spots.
Grabbing my arm with one of her hands, the other reached down in between her legs as I threw myself into her, putting two fingers to the nub of her clit. Her muscles clenched as she rubbed her pussy, squeezing my cock as I rammed in deep. I could feel myself throbbing as I thrusted harder, balls starting to swell as they swung back and forth, slapping against the edge of the car seat. Lauren's lips puckered in a perfect O and I kept slamming into her as she strummed her clit, her fingers naught but a blur.
"Oh my God! Yes, yes, yes!" she suddenly squealed. "Keep going. Keep going. Oh, fuck, I'm gonna cum!"
A few more thrusts and she did just that. Her eyes clamped shut and she squealed at full volume as she hit her peak, an audible wet sound filling the car as she rubbed her pussy, frigging herself to climax. The floodgates opened and my cock got drenched as I drilled into her pussy, dicking her through the throes of climax. Her pussy gripped me extra tight, nearly squeezing the load right out of me as I delivered the last few thrusts.
Her eyes came open as her features softened, grinning a little as her fingers slowed, rubbing herself gently as I pulled back slowly, easing my cock from her pussy. Pushing her legs to one side, I leaned down and kissed her again, sliding a hand underneath her ass as I started to lift it. Lauren understood, turning herself over under my direction. In one quick motion she was on knees, gripping the headrest as her ass stuck out behind her, hanging over the edge of the seat.
Gripping my cock at the base of the shaft, I pressed the tip against her dripping wet slit and steered it back into her pussy. Peering back over her shoulder, Lauren gasped as I pushed inside her, sinking straight down to the hilt. Wrapping my hands around the sides of her waist, I gripped her firmly as I rolled my hips, giving slow, deep thrusts into Lauren's wet pussy. Her pelvic muscles were tightly clenched, even after three huge orgasms, and her pussy gripped my cock as I thrusted into her, going balls deep each time.
Turning her head back, she pressed her brow against the back of her seat, moaning loudly as she took each thrust. Craning my neck a little, I left several kisses along the top of her spine, brushing aside hair as I continued the trail along the nape of her neck. Releasing her grip on the car seat, Lauren straightened her back slightly as she lifted her arms up, wrapping them around my neck. I reciprocated, curling my arms around her tummy and feeling her tight abs as I upped the tempo, loud smacks now echoing around the vehicle as my pelvis crashed into her peach-shaped ass.
Reaching lower, I found her clit with two her fingers, strumming it gently as I continued to thrust, drilling my cock into the depths of her pussy. I felt her tighten as I started to rub, applying firm pressure to the nub of her clit. Her moans got louder and her body started shaking as I held it against me, ass cheeks jiggling with the force of each thrust. She was getting closer and so was I, my cock throbbing harder with every pelvic slam. Lauren noticed and she turned her head as much as she could, an intense look of pleasure now etched across her face.
"Are you gonna cum?" she asked me, panting heavily as she took my cock.
"Uh huh," was all I said. Truth be told, it was all that I could manage.
"Do it inside me," she said as she turned her head back, returning her hands to the sides of the chair.
I placed a hand in between her shoulders, pushing her back down to her previous position. Latching onto her hips, I gripped them tightly as I thrusted harder, slamming into her pussy with a sudden burst of energy that only imminent eruption can provide. Sheathing myself to the hilt, I closed my eyes as I tilted my head back, unleashing a deep roar as my cockhead spasmed, firing ropes of spunk deep into Lauren's pussy.
"UGH! FUCK!" I bellowed as it all flowed out of me, filling her womb to the brim.
"Oh my God! YES!" Lauren yelled back, cumming on the spot as the first rope of semen splattered against her cervix.
Her pussy contracted at the point of climax, squeezing more cum from my twitching crown. This must have continued for a close to a minute. Just when I thought she'd reached her peak, her pussy would tighten again, forcing more spunk from the tip of my penis. And when Lauren thought that I'd run out of cum, another warm spurt would splash her inner walls.
Eventually our orgasms did come to an end and I pulled out slowly from Lauren's tight pussy. There was little I could do to prevent the inevitable and I simply sat there and watched as my enormous load came flooding out after me. Dripping off the edge of the seat, it left a puddle on the floor of my car that would not be easy to clean.
Lauren took a moment to catch her breath, then turned herself over, settling back into her seat. She took my face in her hands, pulling me in for one last kiss. She sighed contentedly, a gratified smile stretched across her face as our lips came apart.
"So..." she said, her smile morphing into a devilish grin, "your place?"
"Absolutely," I replied, giving her another kiss before I clambered back into my seat.
I gathered my pants from the floor of the car and slipped back into them, pulling my shoes back on as I started the ignition. I took a quick look out the window to see if anyone was there, but couldn't really see properly in the darkness of the night. I wound down the window to have a proper look and tentatively poked my head out. Remarkably, the street was empty. Lauren returned to her seat to its usual position and quickly redressed herself as I drove us back the way we came, getting us back onto the freeway.
I fucked her again when we got back to mine, then Lauren texted her husband, telling him she'd drank too much and was staying at her friend's. Again, not technically a lie. We banged once more before calling it a night then again in the shower the following morning. We exchanged numbers and Lauren booked an Uber to take her back to the city. Barely a day had passed before I heard from her again, telling me what a great time she had and asking me when she could come back to visit. It looked like I'd done my job.
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October, 2023
OK, so we're going back a few months with this one. My trip to London and subsequent visits from famous guests have been occupying my time of late, so much so that I wasn't sure I'd find time to tell this story. But after seeing on social media that a certain Kat Dennings had just gotten married to Andrew WK (yes, that is the "Party Hard" guy; and no, I don't understand it either), I felt compelled to get it out there.
The whole thing started a couple months prior when I got a call from Hayley Atwell. This in itself was a curiosity, 'cause Hayley isn't generally too big on calling. She's big on texting me when she gets to LA and telling me she's coming to visit, but calling in advance isn't usually how she operates. So imagine my surprise when I answered the phone and that sexy British accent was there to greet me.
"Ah, Miss Atwell," I said, grinning. "Long time no speak." This was only a couple months after I got back from London, but when you're 5,000 miles away from Hayley Atwell, it feels like so much longer. "And to what do I owe the pleasure?"
"Well, Tyler," Hayley began, "I've got a favour to ask of you, if you don't mind."
"Of course I don't mind," I quickly replied. I've done a few favours for her in the past and, well...let's just say they didn't put me out. "What do you need me to do?"
"OK, so a girlfriend's hen do is coming up and..."
"A what now?!" I interrupted, wondering what on earth a 'hen do' was and how it might involve me.
"Oh, sorry, love," said Hayley, laughing. "Bachelorette party."
"Ohhhh," I said. "OK. So you wanna hold it here then I take it?"
"Erm...no, actually. It'll be at her place."
"Right," I said, a little confused. "So how does it involve me?"
There was a momentary silence as Hayley stayed quiet, waiting for me to catch up. At first I wasn't sure where this was all going, but it didn't take long for the penny to drop.
"Oh, fuck no!" I vehemently exclaimed, as the full realisation suddenly dawned on me.
"What?!" laughed Hayley defensively. "I haven't asked you anything yet!"
"You don't have to!" I blurted back. "I know exactly where this is going and I am not being a fucking stripper!"
I rarely objected to a guest's request but dancing around in a lycra thong was a level I would not sink to.
Hayley's laughter practically burst through the phone line. "Oh, blimey! You catch on quick, don't ya? Glad to see we're on the same page."
"Erm...we are not on the same page," I argued defiantly, "'cause like I said, I am NOT being a goddamn stripper."
"Did I mention there'd be six of us?"
"I don't care! I'm not..." I paused, taking a moment to process those last few words. "Six, you say?"
Hayley laughed again. "Yep."
She reeled off the women who'd be in attendance and, well, to cut a long story short...I relented pretty fucking quickly.
I spent the next few weeks preparing for my role. The setup for the roleplay (for want of a better word) was pretty standard fare. I'd show up at Kat's house while the party was in full swing, pretending to be a cop, responding to a noise complaint from one of her neighbours. Classic, right? Then I'd whip my clothes off and shake my stuff for Kat and her friends, resulting (I hoped) in a big reverse gangbang of Alison Brie-proportions (see that story for details).
So my prep for this little roleplay was in fact a two-step process. 1) I'd have to learn how to impersonate a police officer, and more importantly 2) I'd have to learn how to dance like a stripper. The first bit was easy. I've seen so many crime movies in my time that, even with my limited acting skills, I've pretty much got that down.
The next bit was trickier and required some extensive research. I found some YouTube tutorials that strippers had posted and studied them thoroughly, copying their moves as best I could. Don't wanna brag but I picked it up quite quickly, and got some regulars around to act as guinea pigs while I showcased my newly learned moves. They seemed to enjoy them, and of course I had my own special way of thanking them for helping me out. Then I took care of my costume. That bit was easy too; I ordered one online. I picked a realistic-looking one with all the bells and whistles (nightstick, handcuffs, gun etc.), 'cause If I was going to be convincing in the role then I needed to look the part.
Fast forward a few weeks and the big day had finally arrived. Hayley texted me bright and early, giving me Kat's address and telling me what time I should be there. I got up and ate then had a light workout and practiced my moves some more, making sure I had them on lock. As evening approached, I hopped in the shower, styled my hair and slipped into my costume pants, leaving the shirt off for now so I didn't get pulled over on my way to LA. Apparently, impersonating a police officer is highly illegal.
It took me an hour or so to get into LA and I found Kat's street with the help of GPS. Finding her actual house was easy enough. All I had to do was follow the music, which could be heard halfway down the street. I texted Hayley to tell her I'd arrived and she quickly got back to me, telling me she was ready. I put on my shirt and had a quick look in my rearview mirror, taking a deep breath to calm my nerves.
I left my car down the road aways so nobody would see the supposed policeman climbing out of a Toyota Camry. I made the short walk to Kat's large home, manoeuvring between the various sports cars that were parked in her driveway as I approached the front door. I rang the doorbell and took a step back, listening to my heartbeat as it drummed a fast rhythm in my chest.
"I'll get that," called a voice from within, rising above the deafening music.
The door swung open and there stood Hayley, giggling silently as she looked me up and down. She was wearing a pair of loose-fitting pants and a double-breasted blazer with seemingly nothing underneath it. She looked incredible, as she usually does, but I didn't let that distract me from the task at hand.
Hayley looked back over her shoulder, ensuring her friends weren't listening in then beckoned me in with a wave. She flashed me a grin as she turned on her heels, leading me through to the lounge. Hayley made a beeline for the corner of the room and her friends all turned in unison as she lowered the volume on the smart speaker. Now, obviously a cop turning up at a bachelorette party is a tale as old as time, and I watched her friends' faces suddenly perk up as they saw standing there, dressed head to toe in policeman's garb.
My pulse rate quickened as I scanned the room, looking back and forth from one gorgeous face to another. I knew who was going to be here, of course, as Hayley had already told me, but seeing them all in the flesh was a different matter entirely. My eyes went first to the bride-to-be, who looked nothing short of stunning in her short black dress, those famously huge tits all but spilling from her neckline. Next to her on the couch was Natalie Portman, dressed similarly to Hayley in a pink pair of pants and a matching jacket with nothing underneath.
Opposite her on a second couch was Elizabeth Olsen in a low buttoned blouse and skirt, and next to her was Teyonah Parris, her thick body squeezed into a tight grey dress with a split at the top of her thigh. And if that wasn't enough, completing the group was Scarlett Johansson. Sat in an armchair to the left of the sofas, Scarlett was wearing a long-sleeved button-up dress with tassels on the cuffs.
"Ladies, this is Officer Hunky," Hayley announced, then turned to look at me, delivering her lines with textbook deadpan. "Sorry, Officer, am I pronouncing that correctly?"
Hayley put me on the spot with that one, so I improvised something as quick as I could. "Actually, it's pronounced Hunké, ma'am."
"My apologies," said Hayley, turning back to her friends. "Anyway, Officer Hunké here is responding to a noise complaint, isn't that right?"
"Yes, ma'am, that's correct," I said. "I'm sorry to interrupt the festivities but I'm afraid there have been numerous complaints about the volume of the music. Does anyone live at this address, please?"
Kat raised her hand, grinning at me from across the room. "Right here, Hunky!"
Her girlfriends laughed as I crossed the room, standing in front of Kat. "That's Officer Hunky to you, ma'am. So you're the one that's getting married?"
"Mmhmm."
"Well, congratulations," I said, "but I'm afraid that doesn't give you the right to disrupt your neighbours, ma'am. Would you like it if they were blasting their music that loudly at this time of night?"
"I guess not," said Kat, her grin growing wider.
"I don't think it's funny, ma'am," I snapped, doing my best to appear austere.
"Right, yes. Sorry, Officer," Kat said, trying to hide her smirk. "Not funny at all."
"Damn right, it's not. You think 'cause you're some big celebrity that means you can do what you like? That you don't have to show consideration for others? The world doesn't revolve around you, you know?" Not gonna lie, I was getting quite into it now.
"Oh, I don't know, Officer. Looks at these two planets she's got orbiting her chest," Natalie quipped, slapping her hands down onto Kat's big tits and drawing hoots of laughter.
"I'm not sure you ladies understand the gravity of the situation," I said, no pun intended. "You're aware that disturbing the peace is a criminal misdemeanour, right? And punishable by up to ninety days in jail?" Thank you for that one, Google.
There was a stir amongst her friends at the mention of 'punishment', many of whom were still not taking the situation as seriously as I'd hoped.
"Ooh, yeah! Punish her, Officer!" called Scarlett Johansson. "She's been bad!"
I spun around to face her and addressed her sternly. "I'll handle your friend, ma'am, if it's all the same to you."
Scarlett grinned and sipped her drink. "I'm sure you will."
I turned back to Kat. "So, are you gonna keep the noise down, ma'am? 'Cause I can haul you in right now if that's gonna be a problem."
"Oh, she'll cooperate, alright," came a voice from behind me. Sounded like Teyonah Parris. "She'll do whatever you tell her."
"Well, that's good to hear," I said, still looking at Kat. "It's always good when the perp comes willingly. Makes my job a hell of a lot easier."
"Oh, she'll cum, Officer," said Lizzie behind me. "Don't worry about that."
Cue the laughter. If there's one thing I've learned from this whole experience, it's that girls at bachelorette parties find everything hilarious.
"I think she needs to cum," Scarlett chimed in. She cupped her hand to her mouth like she was telling a secret, but still spoke loud enough so everyone could hear. "I'm not sure her fiance is hitting the spot."
"Well," I said with a grin, finally breaking character, "maybe I can help with that."
Gripping on tightly to the plackets of my shirt, I flexed my biceps and pulled, ripping it clean in two. Buttons scattered in every direction and a high-pitched scream resonated loudly from all four corners of the room. Kat's mouth fell open, her jaw almost hitting the floor as my shirt tore open, freeing my sculpted torso.
Hayley turned the music up and I took that as my cue. I started grinding in time with the music, recreating those moves that I'd seen in the videos.
"Ohhh, Jesus!" said Kat, fanning herself with her hand. "I need more alcohol. Quickly," she said anxiously, clicking her fingers at no-one in particular.
"I've got you, girl," said Natalie, grabbing the nearest drink and handing it to her friend.
Kat snatched it off her and downed it as quick as she could. No idea what it was. I don't think Kat knew either. I took the glass off her and set it down on the nearest surface. Placing a hand underneath her chin, I angled her head up so her eyes met mine, staring deeply into them as I rolled my hips, pushing my bulge into her face.
"Ooh, yeah!" Scarlett hollered. "That's right, Officer. You show her who's boss!"
Retrieving my hand from under Kat's chin, I brought them up to the sides of my shirt and pulled it down slowly, drawing whoops from every direction as it slid it down my arms. Pulling it past my wrists, I clutched the sleeves in each hand as I wrapped the body around the back of Kat's neck. With a sudden, sharp tug I brought her towards me, pulling her face straight into my crotch.
"Oh my God!" gasped Natalie beside her, putting a hand to her chest as she looked at Hayley. "Fuck, Hayley, where did you find this guy?!"
"I have my sources," Hayley replied, Taking a seat on the couch.
I held Kat in place as I ground my hips, her face mere inches from the bulge in my pants. Letting go of my shirt sleeves, I draped them down over the bride-to-be's shoulders as I brought my hands to my belt, unbuckling it with a teasing slowness. Dropping it to the floor, a loud cheer went up as I hooked my thumbs through the belt loops on my pants, framing my cock with my index fingers. Eyes glossing over, Kat looked mesmerised as I ground my crotch into her face, the lump in my pants growing visibly larger.
I saw Natalie move in my peripheral vision and I turned to face her as she picked my belt up off the floor, removing my cuffs from the button-up pouch.
"What do you think, Officer?" she said with a smirk, danging my cuffs from her finger. "She behaving herself? Or do we need to restrain her?"
"Hmm, seems OK so far. But maybe we oughta cuff her, just in case."
"Good idea," said Natalie then turned to look at Kat, combing her fingers through that long, dark hair. "Show me your hands."
Still gawping listlessly at the lump in my pants, Kat reached back without complaint, placing her hands at the small of her back.
"Good girl," said Natalie, fastening the cuffs around each of her wrists.
"Guess I better deputise you, huh?" I said as I looked at Natalie.
"Fuck, you can do anything you want to me," Natalie declared, prompting laughter from around the room.
I unclasped my pants, taking the pull of my zipper in between my fingers. I played with it teasingly for a couple of seconds and was about to whip it down when I was suddenly stopped by a voice to my right.
"Wait!" said Hayley, leaning forward in her seat so she could get a better look. "I think she should do it."
"Ohhh, yes!" Natalie grinned. "See, this is why we love you, Hayley. You're full of good ideas."
At this point, Lizzie and Teyonah got up from their seats and moved behind Natalie and Kat, leaning over the back of the sofa.
"Come on then, Bride-To-Be," said Lizzie, placing her hands on Kat's shoulders. "Time to unwrap your present."
"But my hands are cuffed," Kat protested.
"Then you'll have to get creative, won't you?" said Teyonah, her plump lips curled in a devilish grin.
Kat turned to face her, looking at her quizzically with her eyebrows raised. "You can't be serious."
"Oh, I'm deadly serious," Teyonah declared. "You gotta get that thing out, girl. We can't have any concealed weapons now, can we, Officer?"
Her friends laughed.
I shook my head. "Uh uh."
Kat looked at Teyonah, attempting to stifle the grin on her face. "God, you guys are awful."
Teyonah took Kat's face in her hands and turned her back towards me. "Quit stalling and get those pants down."
Kat relented, parting her lips slightly as she took the pull of my zipper in between her teeth. Tilting her head down, her girlfriends cheered as she lowered my fly, pulling it open in one swift move.
"Oh, wow!" said Scarlett, peering across from my right. "You've done that before, huh?"
"Maybe," Kat admitted, grinning as she turned to face her.
"Fucking slut!" Scarlett quipped, making everyone laugh.
"Right, come on. You're not done yet," said Teyonah. "You've gotta get his pants down now."
"How am I supposed to do that?!" Kat squealed, chuckling at the absurdity.
Teyonah laughed. "Well, it sounds like you have experience in this area, so I'm sure you'll figure it out."
Kat rolled her eyes then opened her mouth again, wider this time as she clenched her teeth around a stretch of pant leg, just below the waistband.
"Careful!" said Lizzie. "Don't graze him or Hayley won't get her deposit back."
Her friends fell about in fits of hysterics. Even Kat was starting to laugh as she awkwardly lowered my pants, tugging them down an inch at a time. It took her some time, but she got my pants down past my ass. A sharp *SMACK* sound quickly followed as Scarlett pulled her hand back, slapping it squarely across my bare behind. I turned to face her as she sipped her drink, grinning like the Cheshire Cat.
"Keep those hands where I can see them, ma'am, or I'll have to cuff you too."
"Ohhh God, is that a promise?" Scarlett purred, promptly setting off her giggling friends.
Kat had my pants around the tops of my thighs when her friends put her out of her misery. Gripping two fistfuls of dark blue fabric, Hayley and Natalie lent their assistance, tugging my pants down in one fell swoop. I stepped out of my pants and kicked them aside, now wearing nothing but a tight pair of boxers.
"I don't have to take those off too, do I?!" asked the bride-to-be, trying not to stare at my bulging crotch.
"No," laughed Natalie, "I think he can handle that himself. Can't you, Officer?"
I looked at her and grinned as I ground my hips again, sliding my thumbs underneath the waistband.
"Ooh, yes!" purred Scarlett beside me. "Come on, baby. Let's see that nightstick!"
Fresh hoots of laughter started filling the room as I worked my body in time with the music, lowering my waistband another half inch. I looked around the room as the women stared back at me, each of them waiting with baited breath. I took a few seconds to take it all in then whipped down my boxers, freeing my cock with a theatrical flourish. The women gawked as it flopped up and down, particularly Kat, whose face was so close she could have licked the tip.
"Wow!" said Teyonah, finally breaking the silence as she leant over Kat's left shoulder. "Fuck, you lucky bitch!"
Kat turned her head. "Lucky? What do you mean?"
Teyonah laughed. "What do you think I mean? You get that big-ass dick all to yourself!"
"I...do?" Kat stammered, suddenly looking nervous.
"Mmhmm," said Lizzie. Leaning over Kat's right shoulder, she and Teyonah were like the angel and devil that you see in the movies. Except this time, both were devils. "Unless you're gonna share of course."
"Yeah," said Natalie. "You have to fuck the stripper on your bachelorette party. It's practically the law. Isn't that right, Officer?" she asked with a grin, her girlfriends laughing as I nodded my head.
"Yeah, come on, Kat," Scarlett chimed in. "*I* fucked the stripper when *I* got married."
"Which time?" asked Hayley, the laughter swelling.
"Every time," Scarlett admitted, drawing what was undoubtedly the biggest laugh of the evening.
Kat still looked unsure.
"Come on, girl," said Teyonah. "You're not gonna leave it hanging there, are you? That dick is too good to go to waste."
"Yeah, quit stalling, Kat," Scarlett urged. "If you don't suck it, I will!"
"It's all yours," said Kat as she gestured towards my cock, offering it to Scarlett.
"No!" growled Teyonah. "You're getting married so you're getting fucked. Now stop playing innocent and suck that dick!"
"Alright, fine!" Kat snapped. "Jeez! If it'll get you bitches to shut up!"
Kat's mouth came open and she lunged at my cock, taking a hardy portion in between her lips. A loud cheer went up from her surrounding friends, and they all sat and watched with satisfied smiles as the bride-to-be got down to business. Hands still cuffed together, she bobbed her head as best she could, working those big lips up and down my shaft. Locks of dark hair spilled over her shoulders and I could see her shaking her head to the side to try and get them out of her way.



I took the liberty of doing it for her, brushing them back with my fingers as I moved my hands to the side of her head, gently guiding her along the length of my shaft. Despite her reluctance, Kat sucked dick with ardent enthusiasm, gazing into my eyes as she worked me over. Thick lips puckered, her cheeks hollowed inward as she sucked me off, forming an airtight vacuum seal that coaxed drops of precum from the tip of my penis. She had me throbbing in a matter of seconds and I couldn't help but moan as she sunk down deeper, lips edging closer to the base of my shaft.
"Oh, wow! He likes that," Natalie declared, wearing a big grin as she watched Kat blow me. "Looks like we've got a real expert here, girls."
The women laughed as my hands moved forward, sliding them round to the back of her head. Applying pressure, I pulled her into me as my hips pushed forward, plunging right down to the hilt. Her girlfriends reacted as I held her in place, my tip now pressed against the back of her throat.
"Oh my God!" Lizzie gasped, putting her hand to her lips.
"That's police brutality," Scarlett quipped, leaning forward as she took it all in.
There was a smatter of laughter but most of her friends were too busy watching, staring intently as I gathered Kat's hair into a makeshift ponytail, holding her still as I started thrusting. I started slowly, pulling right back to the tip of my penis before I pushed it back in again, going in deeper with every pass. Finally breaking her airtight seal, Kat's full lips stayed nice and loose, ensuring each plunge was wet and sloppy. She even poked her tongue out against the base of my shaft, attempting to lick my balls as they swung back and forth, slapping wetly against her chin.
"Damn, girl!" said Teyonah, clearly impressed. "Save some for the rest of us!"
The laughter increased as I moved both hands to the back of Kat's head, leaning forward slightly as I pushed in deeper, sinking straight down to the base.
"Jesus!" said Lizzie, her lips agape, stunned by what she was seeing.
I gave a few thrusts into the back of Kat's throat then pulled back slowly, plucking my crown from between her lips. My dick was sodden by the time I retrieved it and I curled my fingers around the base of my shaft, stroking it slowly as Kat caught her breath.
"Fuck, dude!" said Teyonah, looking first at me and then at Hayley. "This is some stripper you've hired."
"Who says I hired him?" Hayley shot back, a sly grin pulling at the sides of her mouth.
"I knew it!" yelped Scarlett, pointing at Hayley from across the room. "I knew you were fucking this guy!"
Hayley said nothing, but the grin never left her face as I stroked my cock, angling it upwards as I gripped Kat's head with my other hand and pulled her into my nutsack. Wrapping her lips around one of my balls, I rested my cock against Kat's pretty face, the crown poking out over the top of her head as she doused my nut in spittle.
"Oooh, look at that!" Natalie cooed, eyeing my swollen helmet. "You don't mind if I...?" she half-asked, curling her fingers around my cockhead before I could give her an answer.
Gently caressing my bulging crown, Natalie flicked her tongue against the tip of my penis as Kat took care of the balls, switching from one to the other. Lizzie removed Kat's handcuffs and she placed a hand at the top of my thigh, squeezing it gently as she sucked my swollen balls. From this point on, things started moving quickly. Natalie and Kat stayed perched on the sofa, while the other girls moved in closer, surrounding me from every angle as they amassed on the floor at my feet.
Teyonah moved in next to Kat, with Lizzie right beside her. Scarlett flanked me from the right, grabbing an asscheek with one of her hands while she stroked my thigh with the other. Hayley appeared next to Lizzie, sporting that familiar grin she always wore when she hooked me up with other women. Which, as anyone who followed my London series will know, is something she does a lot.
Spreading her lips around the width of my crown, Natalie sunk down as far she could, eagerly sucking at the first few inches. Precum seeped from the tip of my prick, trickling across her tongue as it swished back and forth, lapping at my winking slit. Lips pursed tightly, she dragged them up past the ridge of my crown, releasing my helmet with an audible pop.
"My turn," said Teyonah, pouncing on my cock before anyone else could.
Like Natalie before her, she slid her lips down as deep as she could, wrapping them loosely around the width of my shaft as a loud, heavy sucking sound began to fill the room. I'd always heard that black girls give good head and if Teyonah here is anything to go by then I'm starting to believe it. Slurping and sucking with ravenous greed, spit started dripping down the length of my shaft, coating my member from bottom to top.
Tightening my grip on the back of Kat's head, she slid down off the couch as I pulled her in closer, making more room for her friends. Natalie came with her and now all six of them were gathered at my feet, my mind gently whirring with all the possibilities. Natalie squeezed in next to Kat and wrapped her lips around one of my balls, sucking it heartily while her friend took care of the other.
Clasping her fingers around the width of my shaft, Teyonah popped the crown from between her lips, holding it near the base as she passed it onto Lizzie. Lizzie had to stretch to get to my cock so she could only get the head inside, but that didn't mean that I didn't enjoy it. In fact, it felt fucking amazing, especially when her tongue encircled the tip, making my cockhead spasm. She did that several times, swirling her tongue around the ridge of my crown, until Teyonah pulled it back from between her lips, pointing my cock at Hayley.
Hayley had to stretch even further. So far, in fact, that she couldn't even get her lips around it. But that didn't stop her from licking the tip, tasting the precum as it oozed from my urethra. Scarlett was next and she had the same problem, having to make do with a few light licks when she clearly wanted so much more. I turned back to Hayley as she and Lizzie started making out, making my dick throb harder as Scarlett licked the tip.
"Back in a mo'," said Hayley, licking her full set of lips as she pride them away from Lizzie's.
Hayley leapt up from her spot on the floor, getting a little slap on the ass from Lizzie as she took off across the room. Where she was going I wasn't sure, and I was about to turn and take a look when Teyonah distracted me, stuffing my cock back into her mouth. Uncurling her fingers from the base of my shaft, I placed my free hand at the back of her head, pushing her down as deep as I could. She didn't quite reach the base as Natalie and Kat were blocking her, but my tip still pressed against the back of her throat, precum dripping straight down her esophagus as she held me in between her lips.
Leaning forward just a little as I gripped her head, I gave a few thrusts into her sloppy, wet mouth, sinking my cock into the depths of her throat. Plucking it free, I stroked my cock from base to tip, smearing spittle along the length of my shaft as I pointed it back at Lizzie. Moving my hand to the back of her head, she went a little deeper under my direction, getting her lips to around mid-shaft. Pointing it back at Scarlett, I let her lick the tip a few times, getting a little distracted again as Hayley re-entered the room.
"Ladies," she said as she sidled up beside me. Everyone stopped what they were doing, even Natalie and Kat who promptly emerged from between my legs, balls spilling from their soft pink lips. I turned to look at Hayley as she stood there grinning, a tube of whipped cream now clutched in her manicured hand. "Who's for dessert?"
A cheer went up from her group of friends, so loud and shrill that it almost deafened me. Hayley pulled the cap off the tube of cream and tossed it over her shoulder. Moving in behind me, she held the tube in both of her hands as she wrapped her arms around me, pointing the nozzle straight down at my cock. Hayley pressed down on the nozzle and an instinctive shudder passed through my body as a cool squirt of cream sprayed onto my shaft. The girls cheered again as Hayley stretched her arms out, squirting a line of cream along the length of my cock. They took a few seconds to admire her handiwork and then the carnage ensued.
All five went for it at the exact same time, latching onto various parts. Kat wrapped her lips around the crown while Scarlett and Lizzie locked onto the base. Natalie and Teyonah poked out their tongues and lapped up some cream from the middle of my shaft. Tongues brushing together as they licked my cock, they quickly upgraded to a full on kiss, their mouths coated with sticky white cream.
I had little choice but to stand there and watch, eyes bulging as I took it all in. Hayley kissed along my shoulders and neck, licking and biting my earlobe.
"You're welcome, love," she said with a grin, whispering into my ear.
Hayley left a kiss upon the back of my neck, continuing down my spine as she dropped to her knees. The tube emitted its familiar sound and the next thing I knew a line of cream had been sprayed into my buttcrack. Scarlett peeled her lips from the base of my shaft and turned to look at Hayley.
"Did you just spray that in his ass?" she asked, grinning with amusement.
"Mmhmm," said Hayley casually, as if such practices were totally normal.
"You filthy bitch!" Scarlett laughed, then moved around to join her.
I felt my ass cheeks spreading apart, before someone (Hayley, I think) shoved her face in between them. Her tongue came out and she licked along my hairless taint, scooping up cream 'til she found my asshole. She licked across it several times then pushed her tongue inside, packing my rectum with so much cream that I'd be shitting white for about a week.
Natalie, in the meantime, had moved to her left, filling the spot that Scarlett vacated. Knelt beside Kat and across from Teyonah and Lizzie, I now had four plump sets of lips wrapped around the sides of my shaft. Placing one hand on Kat's head and the other on Teyonah's, I held them in place as I started thrusting, sawing my cock through the tunnel of lips. Cream was going everywhere, over their lips and cheeks, and all over my shaft as well. Poking out their tongues, all four of them lapped at my veiny underside, licking up melted cream as it dripped down the sides of my shaft.
Hayley, meanwhile, kept her tongue outstretched, rewarding each thrust with a jab up my asshole. She did that several times then pulled her head back, allowing Scarlett to take her place. Scarlett did so with considerable aplomb. Rolling her tongue out from between her lips, she bobbed her head as I kept on thrusting, ensuring each plunge went as deep as possible.
The four in front of me were still sharing my cock, only now Kat and Teyonah were focusing on the head, wrapping their lips around the sides of it each time I thrusted forward. They kept that up for close to a minute, until Teyonah moved around behind the bride-to-be, leaving her to handle it solo. Kat move a little so she was directly in front of me and before I knew it I was fucking her mouth again, sinking deep inside it as Natalie and Lizzie kept lapping at the base of my shaft.
Uncuffing her wrists, Teyonah unbuttoned the back of Kat's dress, sliding the sleeves down her arms as she began to remove it. Her dress came down an inch at a time, her already huge cleavage getting gradually bigger until those lovely fat tits popped out into the open. Wrapping her arms around the bride-to-be, Teyonah took them in the palms of her hands, groping and squeezing as she sucked my cock.
"You wanna put your dick in here?" she asked with a grin, jiggling Kat's titties and slapping them together.
"Fuck yeah, I do," I quickly replied.
I plucked my cock from between Kat's lips, her mouth and my shaft both drenched in cream. Natalie and Lizzie moved around behind Kat as I gripped my cock, ready to shove it in between her tits.
"Wait, wait, wait!" said Natalie, stopping me. "We need more cream."
Hayley picked the tube up and handed it to Lizzie, who passed it on to Natalie. She pointed the tube in between Kat's tits and pushed down on the nozzle, filling her cleavage with spurts of cream. Cheers and laughter started filling the room, cream splattering across Kat's pale skin as I slapped my cock in between her tits. Teyonah pushed them tightly together, blobs of cream squeezing out from between them as she wrapped them around my cock. The stuff was getting everywhere now and was streaked along the length of my shaft as I started to thrust, sawing my dick through her cleavage.
Cream, it turns out, is actually a pretty good lube. Messy, of course, but surprisingly effective. My cock slid smoothly through Kat's big boobs, cream smearing every which way as I pumped my hips, fucking those titties like my life depended on it. My tip was coated as it emerged from her cleavage, but Kat and her friends soon saw to that, taking turns to lick or suck at it each time the head poked out. And while the four in front of me were working as a team, so too were Hayley and Scarlett, alternating licks at my creamy asshole.
To say that I was in heaven would be putting it lightly. My cock started throbbing as it sawed through Kat's huge tits, big balls swelling as they swung back and forth, smacking against her sternum. I gave a few more thrusts then plucked my cock from between her titties, stuffing it into Teyonah's mouth. Cream smeared around Teyonah's thick lips as I pushed in deep, plunging straight down to the base. Her full lips puckered as she kissed my groin, sucking at my shaft with extra ferocity as she slurped up the last of the cream. My cock was clean as a whistle by the time I retrieved it, coated in naught but Teyonah's saliva.
Natalie sprayed on a fresh coat of cream and took it in between her lips, swirling her tongue around my helmet. Placing a hand at the back of her head, cream was slathered all around her mouth as I pulled her closer, pinning her face to my abs. Her lips gaped open as they touched the base, cream oozing out and dripping from her chin as she rolled her tongue out, brushing the tip against my cream-soaked balls.
Kat's huge tits were still caked with cream, but Teyonah soon took care of that. Cream seeped through the gaps in her fingers as she took them in her hands, shoving her face in between them. Pushing them together, white mess smeared all around her face as she immersed herself deeply, licking up cream from between her tits. Pulling her head from the gap in the middle, she squeezed and jiggled Kat's massive tits, wrapping her lips around one of her nipples. Lizzie latched onto the other and the pair of them sucked like famished babes, slurping up the excess cream.
It was hot as fuck, as I'm sure you can imagine, and it made me throb harder in Natalie's mouth, my cock gently pulsing as her lips pulled back to the tip. She popped the crown from between her lips and picked up the tube of cream, spraying a small blob onto the tip of my penis. Poking her tongue out, precum started oozing as she licked across my slit, tasting the mixture of salty and sweet.
"Hmm," said Natalie, grinning as she stroked my cock, "I think his weapon's about to go off."
"Oh, yeah?" asked Teyonah. "That true, Officer? You gonna discharge in the line of duty?"
Her friends all laughed as they turned to face me, latching onto my member in any way they could. Kat and Teyonah got hold of the tip, lips pushed together as they took it in their mouths, lapping at the frenulum with their outstretched tongues. Natalie and Lizzie latched onto the base, wrapping their lips around it and guiding them smoothly along the length of my shaft. And if that wasn't enough, Scarlett and Hayley were still behind me, licking and tonguing my ass. I'd done pretty well to make it this far, but once all six of them started working together, I knew my days were numbered.
"Oh, fuck! I'm gonna cum!" I blurted out, yelling in desperation.
Four sets of lips were plucked from my cock as I took it in my hands, one gripping it tightly while I jerked it with the other. Three quick pumps was all it took. Someone (either Scarlett or Hayley; I'm not sure which) pushed their tongue up my ass at the point of climax, ensuring my eruption was as explosive as possible. Aiming my cockhead at Kat's huge tits, a powerful blast shot forth from the tip, coating the pair of them in ropes of jism. Pointing it higher, I jerked it a few times then fired again, leaving long streaks of semen that stretched across Teyonah's face and into her afro hair. Lizzie got the next one, a potent burst that covered her nose, lips and chin. Last but not least, I pointed my cock at Natalie, peppering her face with several stray drops as I jerked out whatever was left.
Then, once the last drop of cum had sprayed forth from the tip, the girls were in clean up mode, lapping up semen from each other's faces. Sticking a finger in between her lips, Teyonah sucked up a mouthful of spunk, grinning from ear to ear as she turned 'round to face me.
"Alright," she said, "so we've made you cum. Now it's your turn."
"OK," I said, shrugging nonchalantly. "Where do I start?"
"Where do you think, silly?" Natalie laughed. Wrapping her arms around Kat's thick body, she squeezed her big tits as she nuzzled in behind her, leaving several kisses along her shoulders and neck. "You start with the bride-to-be."
"Works for me," I said as I grabbed Kat's wrist, hauling her up off the floor.
Placing a finger underneath her chin, I leaned in and kissed her as her friends all rose to their feet, hands roaming over both our bodies as they formed a circle around us. Wrapping her arms around my shoulders, she placed a hand at the back of my head, fingers coming through my hair as our lips locked together. I pulled her dress down past her hips and let it fall to the floor, leaving her in naught but a pair of panties. Grabbing and squeezing her big, thick ass, I slid my hands up Kat's bare back, making her yelp as I gripped her shoulders and shoved her down onto the couch.
There was room-wide cheer as her ass hit the leather, dark hair spilling all over as she landed in a heap on the sofa. Quickly rearranging the expensive furniture, Scarlett and Hayley parked a leather ottoman against the edge of the couch, giving more room for Kat to stretch out. Dropping to the floor, I wrapped my arms around Kat's thick thighs and pulled her towards me. Dragging her ass right up to the edge, she was now laying flat across the ottoman and couch, propping herself up with her elbows as her friends all gathered around her. Scarlett and Hayley sat down on either side while Lizzie leaned over the back of the couch. Natalie and Teyonah knelt down beside me, kissing and stroking my shoulders and back.
I hooked my fingers under the waistband of her panties and pulled them down her legs, tossing them over my shoulder. Natalie and Teyonah grabbed hold of her legs, keeping them apart for me as I kissed along the inside of her thigh. Kat's pink pussy was slick with arousal and I could feel the heat that was radiating from it as I reached the top of her thigh. My tongue rolled out from between my lips and I was about to steer it to Kat's stiff clit when Scarlett stopped me, brandishing the tube of cream.
"Hold up," she said as she gave it a shake. "Don't forget this."
Pointing the nozzle at Kat's wet pussy, she sprayed out a trail of white dairy goodness that stretched along the length of her drippy pink slit. Pressing my tongue against the skin of her taint, I gave a slow lick along Kat's pink pussy, cleaning up some of the cream as my tongue slid up to her clit. Kat gasped, her full lips puckered in a perfect O as my tongue dragged slowly over her point of pleasure.



Scarlett moved the tube up to Kat's big tits, spraying twin blobs onto each of her nipples. Natalie gestured for the tube of cream and I turned back to look as she and Teyonah doused Kat's toes with sticky white goo. Scarlett and Hayley put their mouths to her tits, licking up the cream from her rock hard nipples. And while all five of us were worshipping Kat's body, Lizzie leaned over the back of the couch, planting a big kiss on her full set of lips.
Licking up and down her slit, I cleaned up all the cream from Kat's wet pussy before moving up higher, finally settling on the nub of her clit. A louder gasp flew forth from her lips and Lizzie, Scarlett and Hayley all stopped to watch as I swirled my tongue around Kat's stiff clit, ringing it slowly in concentric circles.
"Oh my God!" Kat whined softly, reaching down with both hands as she grabbed the back of my head. Her forearms shifted inward, squishing her tits together and making them look even bigger.
Scarlett got the cream back from Natalie and applied some more to Kat's big tits. Except this time she pretty much basted them, spraying it all over the brunette's chest. Taking them firmly in the palms of her hands, Scarlett leaned forward and dove in between them, cream smearing all around her face as she immersed deeply, smothering herself with those lovely fat tits. I watched intently as I ate Kat's pussy, seeing those big tits jiggle as they slapped against Scarlett's face. I couldn't see the two behind me, but I could still hear the licking and sucking as they cleaned all the cream from Kat's small feet.
Her hands gripped tighter to the back of my head, grabbing two fistfuls of hair as my tongue moved faster, spinning and swirling around the nub of her clit. Moisture seeped from between her lips, merging with the melted cream that was coating my lips and chin. With Scarlett and Hayley still enjoying her tits, I couldn't really see how Kat was reacting. But the sounds she was making were unmistakable. Thick, heavy moans started filling the air, interspersed with the occasional yelp or the odd loud cuss word as I tongued her throbbing clit.
"Oooh," said Scarlett, popping a nipple from between her lips, "I think someone's gonna cum."
"Mmm, I think she is," Hayley agreed, turning to look at me. "Make it a good one, OK?"
Nodding my head, I change my method almost entirely, flicking my tongue against Kat's stiff clit. The change in tactics proved decisive and the orgasm hit her in a matter of seconds. Scarlett and Hayley kept sucking on her tits, ensuring she came with maximum force.
"OHHH, FUUUCCCKKK!!!" she screamed, her features skewing as her hands gripped tighter, nearly pulling out clumps of my hair.
A hot gush of fluid surged forth from within her, pouring into my mouth as I licked her faster, tonguing her through the throes of climax. Her body was shaking, violent tremors coursing through her as the pleasure took hold. She seemed to cum for several minutes. Everytime I thought she'd stopped, one of the girls would lick at a nipple and another jolt would go racing through her.
Finally her climax did come to an end and her grip on me loosened as her body went limp, sinking into the sofa as she basked in the afterglow. Scarlett turned to face me, a grin stretched across her face as she cupped Kat's breast, teasing her nipple with a dexterous thumb.
"OK," she said in that husky voice, "now you gotta fuck her."
"Way ahead of ya," was how I replied, already risen from my spot on the floor.
Lifting her legs up, I left them to rest against my sculpted chest as I assumed the position, resting my knees against the edge of the ottoman. Gripping my cock at the base, I felt it throb in anticipation as I pressed the tip against Kat's pink pussy. She was still dripping wet from her previous orgasm, and a single thrust was all it took to sheath myself to the balls. Kat moaned loudly and her head fell back onto the couch cushions as I rowed in deep, my tip now touching her cervix.
Her girlfriends laughed, grinning at Kat as she laid there stiffly, staring up at the ceiling above. Retracting slowly, I pulled right back to the tip of my penis, my shaft now glistening with Kat's slick fluids. Her girlfriends watched as I started thrusting, occasionally kissing her or sucking on a nipple, but mainly just observing as I rolled my hips, bottoming out with each new stroke.
I was a few thrusts in when I detected some movement behind me. Putting Kat's legs down, Natalie and Teyonah had risen to their feet and now stood closely on either side of me, arms wrapped around my torso as they kissed my shoulders and neck. Turning to my left, I kissed Natalie first as I kept on thrusting, sinking deep into Kat's tight pussy as I turned to kiss Teyonah.
Peeling my lips from hers, I turned right back to the scene in front me, enjoying the mixture of different expressions that were etched across the ladies' faces as I slammed my cock into the bride-to-be. Hayley looked amused. Lizzie still looked kind of stunned. While Scarlett looked incredibly fucking horny, and had even reached under the hem of her dress so she could play with her pussy as she watched.
"OK," she said suddenly, pulling her dress up over her head, "I'm gonna have to sit on your face."
Clearly she was talking to Kat, but she did not give her an opportunity to answer. Peeling her panties off and tossing them aside, she threw a leg over Kat's upper half and lowered herself down on top of her, dropping her pussy down onto her face. Kat's arms wrapped around her thighs, and Scarlett's pussy was so incredibly wet that I could hear it squelching as Kat began to lick it. A look of ecstasy spread across her face, like she'd been needing some attention for quite some time.
I placed a hand under Scarlett's chin and pulled her in for a kiss, feeling her moan into my mouth as Kat ate her pussy. I felt Teyonah nuzzle into my neck and I turned to kiss her next as I kept on thrusting, drilling deep into Kat's wet snatch. By the time I turned back around, Natalie was brandishing the tube of cream, giving it a good shake before she sprayed its contents over Scarlett's chest.
Tossing the tube down onto the floor, Natalie poked her tongue out from between her lips, licking up cream from Scarlett's left breast. Hayley took care of the other one and before I knew it, both her tits were sparkling clean. While all this was taking place, Teyonah started kissing down the length of my spine, moving down slowly as she dropped to her knees. I felt a kiss at the small of my back then my whole body shivered as a cool line of cream was sprayed into my buttcrack. My cock started twitching as it sunk into Kat's tight pussy, Teyonah's long tongue now lapping at my asshole each time I pulled back.
Putting two fingers in between her lips, Scarlett reached down in between Kat's thighs and put both digits to the nub of her clit. Kat's pussy tightened as she started rubbing, gripping my cock like a vice. It triggered something in me and I started going harder, tightening my grip on her legs as I threw myself into her, pounding hard and fast. Her moans got louder as she ate Scarlett's pussy and her tits started bouncing as the pace increased, shaking and jiggling with every thrust.
"Oh, fuck yeah! Look at that," said Scarlett as she grabbed Kat's tits, groping and squeezing and slapping them together.
Hayley reached down and started rubbing Kat's clit, while Natalie combed her fingers through her dark brown hair.
"Hmm, you're gonna cum again, huh?" she asked, grinning from ear to ear.
"Mmm!" Kat mumbled from underneath Scarlett, answering as best she could.
Natalie turned to look at me and so did Hayley, her fingers still strumming at the nub of Kat's clit. Nothing needed to be said. I thrusted even harder, slamming into her pussy with very little self-control. The orgasm hit her like a ton of bricks and not even Scarlett's famously plump ass could block out the screams as they soared from Kat's lips, prompting cheers from those around her. Her pussy tightened at the point of climax, emitting spurts of fluid that soaked every inch of my cock. Hayley kept rubbing at the nub of her clit, extending Kat's climax for as long as she could. It was like she was trying to make me cum too. Actually, knowing Hayley, she probably was. And she almost succeeded.
Gripping tightly onto Kat's thick calves, I pulled out of her pussy in the nick of time, my cock visibly throbbing as I plucked it from between her lips. Reaching back behind me, I gripped a fistful of Teyonah's hair and pulled her face from my asscrack. Hayley looked at me with that familiar grin; she knew how close I'd come. But apparently Scarlett didn't, since she was already moving into position, laying on top of Kat as she knelt at the edge of the ottoman, her ass stuck out behind her.
"Me next," she said, looking over her shoulder. "And I like it in the ass, OK?"
Damn. That was a lot to take in. I'd heard the rumours about Scarlett, of course, but hearing her say those words in that position she was in was a little too much for me. I almost came right there and then.
"OK," I said with a wince, "just...gimme a second."
Scarlett looked at me, raising her eyebrows in an 'are you serious' kind of way. "Not done, are you?"
Without a word, I dropped to my knees, shoving my face in her asscrack. Sticking out my tongue, I gave a slow, hard lick along the length of her pussy, not stopping until I reached her asshole.
"OH!" Scarlett yelped, eyes bulging so wide I thought they were about to pop out.
Peeling my tongue from her puckered pink rim, a shit-eating grin stretched across my face as I grabbed her ass, digging my fingers into both her cheeks. "That answer your question?"
"Uh huh," said Scarlett, still overcome by the initial shock.
I moved my tongue back down to her clit, repeating the action several times. At one point Hayley decided to join me, leaning over the small of her back so she could lick Scarlett's butthole. My tongue kept sliding up and down her slit, occasionally moving higher so I could share her asshole with Hayley. I kept this up until my cock had settled then promptly rose to my feet, pointing the tip at Scarlett's asshole.
"Lube?" I asked, speaking to no-one in particular.
Kat slid out from underneath Scarlett and shifted back into a seated position, leaving her pussy right in front of her face.
"There's some in the bedroom," said the bride-to-be, scooping up handfuls of Scarlett's blonde hair as she pulled her into crotch. "Top floor of the dresser."
"I'll get it," said Teyonah behind me, promptly setting off in search of lubricant.
"I use it for titfucks only," Kat announced, pointing at me with an accusatory finger. "So don't get any ideas."
"Wouldn't dream of it," I said with a grin, then moved my cock down an inch or two lower, guiding it smoothly into Scarlett's tight pussy.
Latching onto her hips, she gave a little moan as I started thrusting, sinking my cock into the depths of her snatch. Scarlett's pussy felt fucking amazing, as i'm sure you can imagine, but I didn't get to enjoy it for more than a couple of minutes. I'd only managed a dozen or so thrusts before Teyonah returned with the lube. A little disappointing, but knowing I was about to fuck Scarlett in the ass was certainly a fine consolation.
I retrieved my cock from Scarlett's pussy and took the lube from Teyonah, squirting a line along the length of my shaft. I squeezed a little blob onto Scarlett's butthole then ran my hand up and down my shaft, spreading the lube across every inch. Gripping it at the base, my cock slipped a little as I pushed the tip against her lubed-up hole.
"Come onnnn," Scarlett whined, reaching back to grab her ass. "Get it in there already!"
Tightly gripping her peach-shaped cheeks, her sphincter split open as she pulled them apart, winking at me invitingly. I returned my tip to the rim of her anus and this time there was no mistake. I fed it inside her with a single push, watching her asshole stretch around my cockhead as I entered her taut backside.
"Ohhhh, yeah. That's it," said Scarlett as I gripped her ass, letting my hands replace hers as I thrusted slowly, inching my cock into her tight rear end.
"Keep your mouth there," I said to Hayley, who gave me a knowing smirk, fully aware of the implication.
Wrapping her arms around Kat's thick thighs, Kat's face lit up as she started licking, groaning all the while as I fucked her asshole. Kat started moaning as she leant back against the backrest, sharing a kiss with Lizzie who was standing behind her. Teyonah lent over the arm of the couch as Natalie sprayed some cream onto Kat's big tits, tongues sliding all over them as they licked it all up.
Long story short, there was a lot going on and it was making me throb as I went in on Scarlett, ramming my cock into her fat, round ass. Digging my fingers into both her cheeks, I plucked my cock from Scarlett's asshole, making her gape as I moved it higher, steering it into Hayley's mouth. Those big, plump lips slid down to the hilt, staying there a while as she sucked my cock, slurping up a mixture of lube and ass juice.
Pulling back slowly, I popped my crown from between her lips and pointed it at Scarlett's asshole, still gaping wide as I gripped her cheeks. Hayley spat into Scarlett's butthole then I pushed my cock back inside it, sheathing myself to the hilt. This time my hands moved up to her hips and I gripped them tightly as I started thrusting, drilling my cock into Scarlett's rectum.
I was a few thrusts in when I felt her tighten, her moans increasing in volume. I wasn't sure why at first, but then I saw the grin on Hayley's face; I might have known she'd have something to do with it. Looking down, I could see her fingers moving underneath my cock, sliding back and forth as she rubbed Scarlett's pussy. I grinned at her as I kept on thrusting, shaking a finger like I was telling her off. Her smirk grew wider as she rubbed her harder, fully aware of the effect it was having.
Hayley loved to test me like this, but I was always up to the challenge. I thrusted harder, railing my cock into Scarlett's asshole. My hips were crashing into those big, thick cheeks, making them jiggle with every thrust. I could feel my balls swinging back and forth, making loud, wet smacking sounds as they slapped against her pussy. Hayley gazed up at me as she strummed her clit and I stared right back as I pounded Scarlett, seeing which one of us was gonna blink first. I like a good challenge as much as the next man, but all she was doing was rubbing Scarlett's pussy, so obviously it was gonna be me.
I kept on thrusting as long as I could, trying to keep my poker face as Scarlett's asshole gripped tighter and tighter, squeezing my member for all it was worth. I could feel my cock start throbbing harder, twitching and spasming with every thrust I took. I couldn't take it for a second longer and I pried my cock from Scarlett's asshole, wiping the grin off of Hayley's face as I stuffed it straight into her mouth. Moving my hands to the back of her head, I thrusted several times into Hayley's mouth, sinking my cock to the back of her throat.
My cock was dripping wet by the time I retrieved it and I shoved it back into Scarlett's asshole, going in hard from the very first thrust. Scarlett peeled her lips from Kat's wet pussy and turned back to face me, peering over her shoulder as I thrusted harder, pounding her big, thick ass.
"You gonna cum for me, honey?" she asked, her breathing heavy as she took my cock.
"Uh huh," I grunted back. I couldn't say a lot more than that, but give me a break here; this is Scarlett Johansson we're talking about.
"Do it in my ass, OK?" she said as she turned her head back, returning to Kat's pink pussy.
Natalie laughed. "God, Scarlett, you're such a fucking slut!"
"Hey, don't knock it 'til you try it, bitch," Scarlett said, and though I couldn't see her face, I could picture the grin that was plastered across it.
I gripped on tightly to Scarlett's thick hips, slamming into her ass with a series of rough, hard thrusts. It didn't take many to finish me off and I sheathed myself inside her as my cockhead spasmed, firing ropes of semen into the depths of Scarlett's colon.
"Oh, FUCK!" she screamed as she tipped her head back, cumming on the spot as the first blast of spunk splashed her inner walls.
Her asshole tightened as her orgasm hit, forcing more cum from the tip of my penis. I hadn't cum in someone's ass for quite some time, and I'd almost forgotten how good it felt. The way the tight grip of it wrings your cock out, thoroughly voiding you of every drop of spunk. Fuck, there's nothing like it. I fired my cum into Scarlett's ass for what must have been close to a minute, prolonging her orgasm which in turn made me cum even more, to the point that I was wondering if I was ever gonna stop.
Eventually I did and I plucked my cock from Scarlett's asshole, a small trickle of still-warm spunk dripping out after me and running down the slit of her pussy.
"Come here," I said to Hayley, beckoning her closer.
Hayley grinned and scurried around the side of the ottoman, kneeling behind Scarlett as I moved to the side. I pointed at the drop of cum as it slid down Scarlett's pussy.
"Clean that up," I said and Hayley did so, licking it up without a second thought.
"You want some more?" I asked as I grabbed Scarlett's buttcheeks, gripping them tightly with both my hands.
Hayley nodded excitedly, sticking her tongue out as I parted Scarlett's asscheeks, a big mess of semen gushing from her gaping hole. Hayley caught the cum on her outstretched tongue and pulled it back into her mouth. Closing her lips, she made a show of swallowing it down, opening her mouth again and sticking out her tongue to show me what she'd done. I grinned with approval then placed a hand at the back of her head, steering my cock towards her open mouth. Slotting the crown in between her lips, Hayley sucked at the tip of my penis, extracting the last few drops.
Popping myself free, I turned towards the rest of the group, all five looking back at me with expectant expressions.
"Right, who's next?" I asked as I rubbed my hands together, letting them know I was ready.
"Me!" said Natalie, already shedding the last of her clothes.
"Okey-doke," I said with a nod. "How do you want it?"
"Surprise me?" she replied angelically, popping a finger in between her teeth.
"Right you are," I said as I moved towards her, leaning down to kiss her as she sat there on the couch.
Wrapping her arms around my shoulders, she gripped a handful of hair as our lips locked together, tongues writhing underneath our cheeks. Sliding my hands underneath her thighs, I counted to three inside my head then lifted her into the air, scooping her up like she weighed next to nothing.
"OH!" Natalie yelped, brown eyes bulging as our lips came apart.
"Surprised?" I asked.
"Mmhmm," she said, then leaned in and kissed me again as I grabbed my cock, aligning the tip with the slit of her pussy.
Natalie broke the kiss as she tipped her head back, sighing contentedly as I eased her down onto my cock. Lowering her slowly, I felt the warmth of her perfect pussy as it slid down the length of my shaft, gripping it tightly as she sunk to the base. I kept her there for close to a minute, letting her feel how big I am, then lifted her slowly, pulling her back to the ridge of my crown. Her head returned to its natural position and a look of anticipation spread across her face as I held there for several seconds, only the tip inside her.
Then, I lowered her down again, only this time I wasn't so slow. In fact, I pretty much dropped her, impaling her pussy on my long, thick cock. Her eyes widened, nearly popping straight out of her skull as she plummeted down to the base of my shaft.



"OH MY GOD!" Natalie shrieked, drawing cheers from the rest of the group, many of whom were now gathered around us, lavishing attention on one or both of us.
Hayley was behind me, trailing kisses up and down my neck. Kat was behind Natalie, whispering sweet nothings straight into her ear. Scarlett was stood to my left, her head on a swivel as she kissed us both in turn. By now my arms were getting quite a workout as I wrapped them tightly around Natalie's body, guiding her pussy up and down my dick.
I felt Hayley's lips move down to my shoulders, then continue slowly along the length of my spine. I knew what was coming next, and sure enough, the next thing I felt was her hands on my butt cheeks as she pried them apart, burying her face in my ass. Her tongue came out and found my asshole, and my cock started throbbing as I worked Natalie's pussy along the left of my shaft.
Kat disappeared behind Natalie, eyes bulging wide as she dropped to her knees. What she did once she was down there I can only speculate, but if the sudden contraction of Natalie's pussy was anything to go by, I'd say she was licking her asshole. Much like Hayley was doing to me. Natalie's pussy was gripping me harder but I didn't let it faze me, and simply kept working her up and down my dick, lifting and dropping that perfect body.
I kept this up until my arms got tired then gripped my hands onto her nice toned ass, holding her tightly as I started thrusting. Natalie shrieked as the first thrust hit her then threw her head back as I upped the tempo, drilling my cock into her tight pink pussy. Loosening her grip, she let herself swing back as I held her tighter, to the point where she was pretty much hanging from my neck, staring at the ceiling as I threw myself into her.
"O-o-o-oooh, fu-u-u-uuuccckkk!!!" Natalie screamed, her voice quavering, like the force of each thrust was reverberating through her.
Hayley, meanwhile, kept her tongue outstretched, lapping at my asshole as I fucked her friend. I no longer had to guess what Kat was doing, 'cause I could feel her lapping at my swollen balls, tonguing them softly as they swung back and forth.
I gripped onto Natalie as her body shook, pulling her into me as I kept on thrusting, ensuring my cock went nice and deep. Lifting her head up, an intense look of pleasure had engulfed her entire face.
"Yeah, come on," she panted, egging me on. "Keep fucking me. Make me cum on that cock."
Her wish was my command. I went at her harder, unleashing a flurry of thrusts that sent my fat cock rocketing into her pussy. Her head fell back again and she screamed towards the heavens as I delivered the decisive thrust, burying myself inside her as I felt her cum. Her pussy contracted, gripping my cock to the point of bursting. I strengthened my grip on her peachy behind, holding her firmly as she rode the waves of pleasure.
A contented smile spread across her face as she tilted her head up, shaking out her dark brown hair.
"Fuck," she said simply, breathing out deeply as her grip on me tightened.
"Good?" I asked, already knowing the answer.
"I haven't been fucked like that in quite some time," Natalie declared.
I knew that too.
I lifted Natalie off my cock and placed her back down on the floor. My cock was pulsing as I set her down and I quickly searched the room for something to put it in. Given that there were six naked women gathered around me it shouldn't have taken long, and indeed it did not. Lizzie was still leaning over the back of the couch, pushing her ass out slightly as she gripped onto the backrest, making her the perfect candidate.
I stepped up behind her and gripped my cock, pressing the tip against the slit of her pussy. The first thing I noticed was how wet she was, and I suspected she'd been playing with herself while she watched me fuck Natalie. Or maybe someone else had been playing with her. Either way her pussy was sodden and I slid myself into her with consummate ease.
Lizzie moaned as I pushed inside her, tightening her grip on the back of the sofa as she pushed her ass out just a little bit more. It was a subtle move but her intentions were clear- she wanted my cock as deep as possible. Lizzie got her wish as I grabbed her hips and started ramming into her with slow, hard thrusts that sent my cock right down to the base. Dirty blonde hair whipped past my face as she looked back over her shoulder, her mouth hanging open in a perfect O. Looked like she hadn't been fucked like this in a while either.
I'd only managed a handful of thrusts when I saw her friends start gathering around us. Scarlett climbed onto the couch and knelt in front of Lizzie. Taking her face in those dainty hands, she said something to her that I've long since forgotten, and I doubt that Lizzie even heard in the first place. Honestly, she was so solely focused on taking my cock that I doubt she even knew she was there.
Hayley knelt down beside her and promptly indulged in her favourite pastime: trying to make me cum. I saw her move her hand around the top of Lizzie's thigh, though where it went next I couldn't see as my cock was blocking my view. Though as Lizzie's wet pussy got noticeably tighter, I could've given it a pretty good guess. My cock throbbed harder as it drilled into Lizzie's pussy and if Hayley kept doing whatever she was doing, she was going to achieve her goal.
Clutching a fistful of Lizzie's blonde hair, I wrapped it around my knuckles and gave it a tug, pulling her upright as I wrapped my arms around her, holding her body to mine. Lizzie yelped as I raised a hand up, wrapping it gently, yet dominantly, around the front of her neck. The other gripped onto her flat little tummy, feeling her ab muscles flex as I thrusted into her, loud smacks sounding out as my body crashed into hers.
There was now a small gap between her body and the couch which someone was quick to fill. No prizes for guessing who. Peering over Lizzie's shoulder, my eyes met Hayley's as she stuck out her tongue, guiding it unerringly to nub of Lizzie's clit. Flicking it up and down, I could feel Lizzie's pussy getting even wetter as I kept on thrusting, slamming my pelvis into her peachy, muscle toned ass.
This time, Hayley didn't make me cum (though it certainly wasn't for a lack of trying). But the same can not be said of Lizzie, who succumbed to her efforts in a matter of minutes. Reaching down with both her hands, she grabbed the back of Hayley's head, making sure she stayed there as the pleasure took hold, her body starting to tremble as I held her in my arms.
"Ohhh, fuuuck! Keep doing that, keep doing that," Lizzie moaned out, as if Hayley needed encouragement.
I slowed my thrusts as I felt her cum, keeping them hard and deep, and sending little jolts through her body as I bottomed out inside her. She seemed to cum for a very long time, though that could just be 'cause I was so close to cumming myself that it made it feel like an eternity. I gave a quick thought to doing it inside her, but as I saw all the women now lined up next to her, I knew that wouldn't wash.
Plucking my cock from Lizzie's pussy, Natalie grabbed my hips as she threw her head forward, taking me down to the base. The sudden move caught me unawares and my legs almost buckled as she started sucking, cleaning Lizzie's pussy off the length of my shaft.
"Oh, fuck!" I groaned, placing a hand at the back of her head.
Holding her tightly, I kept her pinned there as I pumped my hips, driving my cock into the back of her throat. Natalie reached round and grabbed my ass cheeks, sinking her fingers in as I pumped back and forth, hitting her throat wall with every stroke. It was then that I felt a tongue on my asshole and I didn't even have to look to know who it belonged to.
I gave a few more thrusts into Natalie's throat then plucked my cock from between her lips. Keeping a hand at the back of her head, I grabbed Scarlett with the other and pulled her towards me, stuffing my cock straight into her mouth. Pulling her down to the base of my shaft, I pushed Natalie lower until I felt her lips wrap around my balls. I kept Scarlett there for several seconds then fisted a handful of long blonde hair as I pulled her back up to the tip.
Popping the crown from between her lips, I curled my fingers around the base of my shaft, stroking my slick pole as I pointed it at Lizzie. Leaning over Scarlett, she could only fit the crown in between her lips, but Lizzie compensated for her lack of depth by lapping at the tip of my penis, cleaning up precum as it oozed from my winking slit. Scarlett latched onto the side of my shaft and slid her lips up and down it, while Natalie stayed at the balls, suckling on them greedily and dousing them both in spit. It felt incredible, and when you factor in Hayley still licking my ass, I'm amazed that I didn't cum.
Prying my cock from the various mouths, I gripped it at the base as I turned to my right, slotting it neatly between Kat's thick lips. Placing both hands at the sides of her head, I held her in place as I started thrusting, sinking my cock into the back of her throat until my shaft was wet with spittle. Pulling it back from between her lips, I slapped it down in between her tits, wrapping them tightly around the width of my shaft.
Teyonah picked up the tube of cream and sprayed a thick mess over the top of Kat's tits. Natalie licked some up from Kat's left breast, then lapped at my cockhead as it emerged from between them, coated in sticky white goo. Teyonah joined her and my cock started twitching as they licked my swollen crown, tongues brushing together as they cleaned up the excess cream.
Prying my cock from between Kat's tits, my shaft was caked with melted cream. Gripping it at the base, Teyonah steered it in between her lips and locked them tightly around it, eyes staring up at me as she sucked my cock. Bobbing her head, she slurped up the mess as she sunk down deeper, cleaning my member an inch at a time. Her lips slid down to the base of my shaft and she kept them there for several seconds as her cheeks hollowed inward, sucking up the last of the cream.
Her lips pulled back to the tip of my penis and that's when I finally gave in, shooting a huge load into Teyonah's wet mouth. Plucking my crown from between her lips, I saw how much cum was inside her mouth; it was almost filled to the brim. The girls gathered around her as her mouth stayed open, licking up some of the spunk from between her gaping lips. And as the girls all shared my cum, Teyonah kept her grip on the base of my shaft, letting me know that she was next. The girls parted and Teyonah swallowed the last of my load, gripping my cock as she rose to her feet.
"Come with me," she said, using my cock like a leash as she led me back to the couch.
My eyes, of course, were glued to her ass; cheeks rising and falling as she strutted across the room.
"Bring me that," she said, pointing to a second ottoman, in front of the adjacent couch.
I fetched the ottoman and wheeled it across the room, placing it in front of the other.
"Lay down. Head up here," she said, patting the edge of the ottoman.
I had an idea what was coming next, and with that wagon she was dragging behind her, I didn't have any complaints. I laid on my back across the rearranged furniture, my head on the ottoman and my feet pressed up against the back of the couch. Teyonah turned and stuck out her ass, reaching back behind her as she slapped an oversized cheek. I gazed up in awe as it loomed up above me, admiring its size and shape.
"You like that big ass, baby?" Teyonah asked me. She gripped her asscheeks and pulled them apart, giving me a sight of her winking butthole.
"Uh huh," I said back as she released her asscheeks, watching them jiggle as they fell into place.
"Yeah, you do, huh?" she said, slapping it again. "I bet you want me to sit on your face, don't you?"
"You read my mind."
Teyonah laughed. "I'm good at that. I bet you want to fuck this ass too, huh?"
"Fuck yeah, I do."
"All in good time, baby," Teyonah purred softly. "All in good time. First, I'ma sit on that face. Where's the cream?"
Someone handed it to her and she gave it a good shake, giving whole new meaning to the word 'cake' as she sprayed a cream filling into the crack of her ass.
"Ready, baby?" she asked, peering back over her shoulder.
"Born ready," I said as I stroked my cock, feeling it throb with excitement.
Of course, facesitting was nothing new to me. In fact, my face was basically Bryce Dallas Howard's own personal chair, so I knew the drill by now. I filled my lungs with a full tank of oxygen then watched as that ass descended, cream smearing everywhere as those cheeks touched down on top of my face. Sticking my tongue out, I licked back and forth along the crack of her ass, cleaning up some of the cream as I felt that big booty press against my face. My tongue touched her pussy and I slid it slowly along the length of her slit, gathering the moisture as it seeped from between her lips. Her pussy was delicious, and I couldn't decide which tasted sweeter, the cream or her arousal.
"Mmm, yeah, that's it, baby. Taste that chocolate," Teyonah purred, making her girlfriends laugh.
And taste it, I did; lapping a mixture of cream and pussy juice as my tongue slid back and forth, sliding across her taint and up to her asshole.
I felt the couch sink down either side of me, and the next thing I knew, a pair of tongues were licking my crown. Who they belonged to I wasn't sure. Frankly, I didn't much care. My fingers uncurled from around my cock and I left them to it, feeling my cockhead spasm as a pair of tongues slid along my shaft, one on either side. Two soft hands clutched onto the base, then I felt a slick tongue lick across my bellend, lapping up precum as it oozed from the slit.
Teyonah pulled her ass up from on top of my face and I had a look down as I took a deep breath, revealing the two women to be Hayley and Scarlett. I watched for a second as Hayley's lips slid onto my helmet, Scarlett licking up the side of my shaft. I placed my head back down on the leather and looked up above me as Teyonah dropped down, setting her ass back down on my face. This time she gave me more of her weight, even grinding her ass back and forth as she sat it on top of me, rubbing cream all over my face. I simply laid there and let it happen, letting her use me however she pleased.
I felt a pair of lips slide over my tip and down past the ridge of my crown. I could feel that said lips were markedly plump so I guess they must have been Scarlett's. Though Hayley's lips aren't exactly thin so they could just as easily have been hers. Whosever they were, they were sliding down my shaft with some degree of haste, leaving trails of spit in their wake as they sunk down towards the base. I felt those lips press against my groin and I moaned into Teyonah's ass crack as my tip touched the back of Scarlett/Hayley's throat.
Teyonah's ass lifted off my face and I took a quick peak as I caught my breath, watching Scarlett's lips as they pulled back up to the tip, freeing my cockhead with an exaggerated pop. Keeping her grip on the base, she ran her hand up and down my cock, smoothing her spit along the length of my shaft before passing it on to Hayley. I watched Hayley's lips slide onto my crown and that was the last thing I saw before Teyonah's ass came down on top of me, blocking my vision entirely.
She picked right up from where she left off, grinding her booty up against my face. But this time I was ready for it. I rolled my tongue out and kept it flat, tasting her pussy and asshole as she rubbed them both against me. Hayley's lips slid down to the base and my whole body stiffened as she sucked my cock, siphoning precum from my winking slit.
Lifting her ass one final time, Teyonah climbed down off the edge of the ottoman, giving her booty a farewell slap. Turning on her heels, she leaned down to kiss me as I laid there panting, licking up the cream from around my mouth. Planting her knees either side of my head, Teyonah leant forward until she was lying on top of me, sliding her lips down onto my cock.
Wrapping my arms around the small of her back, I held her tightly as I poked my tongue out, guiding it swiftly to the nub of her clit. Licking up and down along the length of her slit, I heard her moaning as she sucked my cock, lips sinking down to the base. I could feel someone's hand start caressing my balls; Scarlett's I think, though honestly, it could have been pretty much anyone.
I moved my hands to Teyonah's thick ass, grasping it firmly as I licked her pussy. Flicking my tongue against the nub of her clit, I gripped onto her ass cheeks as I pulled them apart, teasing her butthole with one of my fingers. I felt her lips drag up my shaft, then the crown popped out from between them.
"Put it in," Teyonah instructed, sliding her lips back onto my cock.
She didn't have to tell me twice. I applied some pressure to her tight, puckered sphincter, pushing my finger inside it. Guiding her lips up and down my shaft, I could hear her moan louder as my finger went deeper, sinking down to the knuckle. My tongue kept lapping at her clit, feeling her asshole tighten as I fucked her with my finger, working it back and forth.
She came pretty quickly once I started doing that, moaning around my cock as her whole body trembled, fluid gushing along the length of my tongue. I didn't stop licking until the river ran dry, fingering her asshole until the tremors subsided. Her lips slid slowly along the length of my shaft and I could hear her panting as the crown popped free. I plucked my finger from inside her ass and she gripped my cock as she shifted forward. I propped myself up on my elbows, watching Teyonah as she assumed the position, planting her knees either side of my groin.
My cock was soaked with so much saliva that we didn't even need any lube. Teyonah simply sank down onto it, and her asshole stretched as my cock pressed against it, inching its way inside. She moved her hands to the tops of her thighs as she went down deeper, slowly sliding down my girthy shaft. Her asshole sunk to the base of my shaft and she stayed there for a moment as my cock disappeared, those thick cheeks pressed against my abs.
Natalie and Lizzie appeared either side of me and I felt a tongue lick across my earlobe.
"How's that ass feel, huh?" Natalie asked, speaking straight into my ear. "Can you feel it gripping your cock?"
I could. I really could. Teyonah's ass was even tighter than Scarlett's and I could feel it squeezing as she perched upon it, my crown embedded somewhere in her colon. Rising up slowly, her knees stayed planted on the plush leather sofa as she lifted her ass up, guiding her sphincter to the tip of my prick. She kept it there for just a few seconds and I braced myself for impact as she dropped it back down.
Her girlfriends whooped, a loud smack sound filling the room as that big, thick ass slapped against my pelvis, sending ripples through both her cheeks. She proceeded to ride me hard and fast, working that ass up to the ridge of my crown before she slammed it back down again, crashing down harder with every pass.
Scarlett and Hayley were perched either side of her, occasionally slapping those big brown cheeks. Natalie and Lizzie were kissing my neck, whispering sweet nothings as they licked and nibbled my ears. I'm not quite sure what Kat was doing, but if she wasn't masturbating somewhere while she watched all the action, I'd be very, very surprised.
"Who wants to taste my ass?" asked Teyonah, looking at Scarlett and Hayley as she slid her butthole right up to the tip.
"Me!" said Scarlett, winding her fingers around my cock as she pried the tip from Teyonah's asshole.



Wrapping her lips around the tip of my penis, she uncurled her fingers from the base as she sunk her head down, plunging straight down to the hilt. I could hear her moaning as she sucked my cock, enjoying the taste of Teyonah's ass juice. Plucking the crown from between her lips, my cock was soaked in her sticky saliva as she pointed the tip at Teyonah's asshole. Teyonah slid down onto my cock and worked her ass up and down it, coating my shaft with a fresh coat of fluids as she looked across at Hayley.
"Your turn," she said, and Hayley gripped my cock at the base, prying it free from Teyonah's ass.
Hayley slapped it against her outstretched tongue before feeding it into her mouth, enveloping my cockhead with her full set of lips. Inching down slowly, she sucked and slurped my thick, throbbing cock as she went down deeper, removing her hand so she could take it all. She kept it in her mouth a little longer than Scarlett, testing me as always to see if I'd cum. Nice try, Hayley, but you're gonna have to do better than that. Her lips slid back to the ridge of my crown and she popped it free from between them, returning my cock to Teyonah's asshole.
I expected Teyonah to sink down to my cock, but instead she just kind of sat there, kneeling there casually with my cockhead inside her ass. Then she turned to look at me.
"Well, you just gonna sit there or are you gonna fuck me?"
She didn't need to say any more.
"Gimme that," I said to Hayley, pointing at one of the couch cushions.
Hayley handed it over and I popped it behind my head as I reached my arms out, grabbing two handfuls of thick black ass. Digging my fingers into both her cheeks, I began to thrust up into Teyonah's ass, starting off slowly and going in deep. Teyonah's hands went up to her head, pushing up ringlets of afro hair as she peered back over her shoulder.
"Yeah, that's it, baby. You get in there deep. Hit that chocolatey centre."
Her girlfriends laughed as I thrusted harder, moving my hands up to her hips and I slammed up into her, making her asscheeks jiggle. Scarlett and Hayley were now kneeling beside her, kissing her shoulders and neck. Hayley kissed down her perky chest, latching onto a nipple as Teyonah turned and made out with Scarlett, moaning into her mouth as I pounded that fat brown ass.
I felt her sphincter start squeezing tighter and I could hear an audible squelching sound as I kept on thrusting, drilling up into her colon. It sounded like someone was fucking her pussy, and knowing Hayley, it was probably her. I couldn't see what she was doing, unfortunately, but I could vividly picture her two middle fingers plunging into the depths of her tight, wet pussy; probably curled upwards so she hit her g-spot, making sure she came as hard as possible.
And if indeed that was her goal then she passed with flying colours. Teyonah came with full, unrelenting force, screaming at the top of her lungs as I threw my ass up from the sofa beneath me, slamming into her asshole as hard as I could.
"OH, GOD! FUUUCCCKKK!!!"
I could feel her muscles tensing, most notably her rectal muscles which were gripping so tightly that I thought my dick was about to snap off. I gripped her hips and pulled her down onto me, letting her feel my whole length as the pleasure coursed through her, engulfing her curvy frame. Hayley kept fucking her slick, pink pussy, prompting a room-wide cheer as a powerful jet of clear, warm liquid sprayed forth from inside her snatch. I couldn't see the full extent of it, of course, but it looked like it went pretty much everywhere, drenching everything in a five foot radius.
"Ohhhh, shit!" Scarlett yelped, laughing raucously as the fluid went flying, spraying in every direction. "Ladies, we have a squirter!"
Teyonah took a few seconds to regain her composure then eased herself off my cock. Kneeling on the couch beside Hayley, her mouth gaped wide as she dipped her head down, taking my cock in between her lips. I looked across at Hayley, grinning back at me in her usual way as Teyonah sucked me, cleaning her ass off my cock.
"Your turn, isn't it?" I asked, stroking my cock as Teyonah released it, soaked in saliva from bellend to base.
"Mmhmm," said Hayley as she assumed the position- specifically cowgirl, her personal favourite. And when I was fucking Hayley, my favourite too.
"Allow me," said Scarlett beside her, gripping my cock as Hayley straddled me.
Winding her fingers around the base of my shaft, she pointed my crown at Hayley's pussy, holding it steady as she slid down onto it. I moaned just a little as I inched inside, my cockhead enveloped by that familiar feeling of tightness and warmth. I'd fucked some fine women during the course of the evening, some hot, wet pussies and tight, gripping assholes, but make no mistake about it- I'd saved the best for last. Hayley's pussy always felt incredible and this time was no exception. The way her insides just gripped my cock as she sunk down onto it, her pussy so slick that she slid straight down to the hilt, taking the whole thing without batting an eyelid.
Her eyes fell shut and she breathed out heavily like she always did, like my cock was filling some desperate need. After sitting back and watching while I fucked all her friends, I'd imagine that need was even greater than usual. And if the way she started riding me was anything to go by, I think I might have been onto something. She started going at me hard and fast, slamming her ass against the tops of my thighs. Of course, her breasts started flopping and jiggling, and Scarlett and Teyonah promptly latched onto them, sucking those titties as best they could as they bounced all around her chest.
"Hmm, that looks good and everything, girls," said Natalie, her fingers stroking my cheek, "but I think this face needs sitting on. Where's the bride-to-be?"
"Here," said Kat from somewhere behind me.
"Get up here, honey," Natalie replied. "Your throne awaits."
The next thing I saw was Kat's thick body looming above me, her huge tits looking even bigger as I viewed them beneath.
"Wait, I think she should shove her tits in his face first," Scarlett suggested, her friends murmuring in agreement. "Would you like that, baby? Think you can handle this much titty at once?" she asked with a smirk, jiggling one of Hayley's boobs.
"Oh, he can," said Hayley, breathing heavily as she rode my cock. "Believe me, he can."
Her friends laughed.
"That sounds like a story for later," Scarlett declared, and if it was the same one I was thinking of (me, Hayley and Christina in London), then she was in for a hell of a ride.
Whipping out the cushion from beneath my head, Natalie pushed me back down onto the ottoman as Kat knelt down behind me, pushing her tits together.
"Don't forget this," said Lizzie, as she flicked the cap off the tube of cream, spraying it all over those lovely big tits.
I took a deep breath and closed my eyes, cheers and laughter filling the room as Kat's huge breasts pushed down on top of me, smothering me entirely and covering my face in cream. I didn't resist in the slightest, simply laying there and taking it as those big, messy tits were rubbed all over my face. My mouth came open and I licked every stretch of skin I could get my tongue to, gathering as much cream as I could as it smeared all over my cheeks and hair. I could feel myself throbbing as those tits pushed against me, veins pulsing as Hayley rode me, working her pussy up and down my cock.
"Slap him with them," someone said, and Kat promptly obliged, lifting her tits just a little as she released her grip on them, letting them dangle just above my face.
Shifting her shoulders from side to side, her tits swung back and forth like a pair of pendulums, landing hard blows to the sides of my face.
"Yeah, girl, beat him up," Teyonah encouraged. "Show him who's boss!"
I let Kat have her fun for a few more minutes then reached up quickly to grab her tits, pushing them together as I stuck my tongue out, flicking it across her nipples. I did that several times then wrapped my lips around one of them, sucking in as much tit as I could get in my mouth. Kat moaned and lifted her head up, placing her hands on top of mine as I switched back and forth between her two large titties, giving hard sucks to each of her nipples.
Kat straightened her back, lifting her titties from on top of my face. A few of the girls laughed as I'm guessing my face was now creamy white. Honestly...didn't really care. It had been more than worth it. I took a quick glance at Hayley as Kat switched positions, noting how her tits were jiggling around as she bounced up and down on my dick. Full disclosure, I'd been so preoccupied with Kat's creamy tits that I'd almost forgot she was doing that. Keyword: almost. I don't think I'd forget that Hayley was riding my cock if I was suffering from amnesia.
Kat climbed onto the edge of the ottoman, resting her knees either side of my head. I watched in awe as she hovered above me, noticing how wet her pussy was as she lowered herself down, parking it right on my lips. I wrapped my arms around the tops of her thighs, holding her there as I poked my tongue out, sliding it smoothly along her sticky pink lips. Her pussy was, in fact, even wetter than it looked and it took a few passes of my writhing tongue to lick up all the juices from Kat's moist slit. Once her lips were sufficiently clean, I moved my tongue to the nub of her clit, flicking it against it with short hard strokes.
Kat moaned louder and her hands came down to clutch my wrists, gripping them tightly as I ate her pussy. I could hear the sounds of licking and sucking, and my cock throbbed harder in Hayley's pussy as I pictured Natalie and Lizzie (I assumed it was them as they were closest) feasting on Kat's big tits. A fresh coat of fluid started coating her pussy and my tongue left her clit so I could lick it all up.
It was right around now that my head turned swimmy. She wasn't entirely smothering me like Teyonah had been, but her ass and pussy on top of my face meant my airways were almost cut off. I could breathe, just not very well. I moved my hands to the small of her back and pushed her down on top of me. Not only did that help my breathing but it presented her asshole for anyone behind her that felt like sticking their tongue in it. Cue Natalie Portman.
Kneeling on the floor just in front of the ottoman, Natalie shoved her face into Kat's big ass, immersing her deeply between those thick, pale cheeks. At first her face was buried so deep that I couldn't see what she was doing, but Natalie was obliging enough to pull her head back slightly, allowing me to watch as she sunk her tongue into Kat's tight asshole.
And while all this was taking place, I felt some movement from Hayley, and not just the grip of her pussy as it slid up and down my shaft. Of course I couldn't see what she was doing either, but it felt to me like she changed her position, switching from her kneeling stance to more of a squat, probably leaning back a little so Kat could lick her clit. And even if that isn't what was happening, it was definitely happening inside my head.
Hayley's pussy slid up to the ridge of my crown, and to my surprise it stayed there when I expected it to drop back down again. At first I wasn't sure why Hayley had stopped (she wouldn't usually stop if she was struck by lightning) but then I realised what she was doing. She was giving me room to thrust. And so I promptly obliged.
Latching onto her hips, I held her still as I did what she wanted, thrusting up into her pussy. It wasn't terribly easy with Kat on my face but I did my level best, bouncing my ass up off the couch cushions as I threw myself into her, pounding as hard as I could. It made her cum in a matter of seconds, aided by Kat's tongue if the visions in my head were anything close to reality. I'd like to think they were. Kat came too about five seconds later and soon my mouth and cock were utterly drenched as fluid gushed forth from inside both women. I couldn't tell who came the hardest.
It was Hayley who climbed down first, and my cock was promptly seized by either Teyonah or Scarlett. Whoever it was, they had very full lips. Which doesn't really narrow it down. Kat climbed down shortly after and at this point I really, really needed to cum. I hopped up from the furniture as quick as I could and encouraged the girls to gather around me. Though, as you can probably guess, I didn't have to encourage them much. The girls formed a semi-circle as they assembled themselves in front me. Kat was in the middle, of course, with Hayley and Natalie either side of her. Lizzie was next to Natalie, Scarlett was next to Hayley and Teyonah was next to her. I think that's everyone. Who really knew by this point?
With the girls in position, I went about the arduous task of sticking my cock in as many different places as possible. I know...woe is me, right? I started with Kat's mouth then moved down to her tits. Then I moved onto Hayley's tits, quickly followed by Scarlett's- not as big as they used to be, but still big enough. Next I stuck it in Teyonah's mouth, then Scarlett's mouth, then Scarlett and Hayley's together. Then I moved back to Kat (mouth then tits) then Natalie, then Lizzie, then Natalie and Lizzie. Then Kat and Natalie; Hayley and Kat; then Natalie, Hayley and Kat.
By now my cock was locked and loaded, filled with a wad of spunk that, honestly, I couldn't even begin to fathom the size of. I jerked it twice and out it came, going everywhere I aimed and lots of places I didn't. Most of it went over faces and tits, but some of it went in hair, on shoulders, arms and pretty much everywhere else. And by the time I was finished, all six women were as creamy as me.
"Wow!" said Kat as she knelt there stunned, cum all over her tits.
"Still getting married?" Hayley asked, grinning as she gripped my cock and licked a drop of cum from the urethra.
"Hmm?" asked Kat, looking, for just the briefest second, like she'd forgotten all about it. "Oh, yeah. I guess so," she said, looking up at me. "Unless you wanna marry me instead?"
A grin stretched across my face as her girlfriends fell about laughing. I totally would have. If only for the honeymoon.
The girls passed my cock around and sucked all the cum from the tip then took me upstairs to take a shower. Kat's shower was big, but not quite big enough to fit all seven of us, so I got in first and the ladies joined me in shifts. Natalie, Kat and Lizzie got in with me first, and once all four of us were sufficiently clean, we had a little fun underneath the falling water. It started with the three of them sucking my cock then I gave Kat's tits a nice soapy fucking. I fucked all three of them inside of the shower and finished by cumming all over their faces and, of course, on Kat's big tits.
After rinsing off the cum, the first three left and went through to the bedroom, allowing the second group to join me in the shower. It started the same way with a threeway blowjob, then I fucked Hayley's titties, Scarlett's titties and Teyonah's buttcrack. Then her asshole, Scarlett's asshole and Hayley's pussy, finishing again with a three-woman facial.
By the time we had finished and gone through to the bedroom, Kat was sprawled out across her soon-to-be martial bed. Lizzie was in between her legs as Natalie leaned over from above her head, her face buried in the bride-to-be's tits. Of course I did what anyone would do and fucked all three of them again, followed by Scarlett, Teyonah and Hayley.
The sun was coming up by the time I left, with five new phone numbers stashed in my contacts list and a body (and cock especially) in dire need of rest. I've gotta start stripping more often.
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OK, just one more post-London story then I swear I'll move on. This one took place shortly after I got back home. Two or three weeks if memory serves. It was early on a Saturday morning when I got the call. Really early. Like British-woman-forgetting-about-the-time-difference early. Luckily, I was still on UK time at this point, so I was already up and halfway through a morning workout when I heard the phone start ringing in the hall.
Awake or not, getting a call at this hour was peculiar to say the least, so I was filled with intrigue and a little bit of scepticism when I put down the weights and went into the hallway to answer the phone. It was Gemma Chan. I'd met Gemma during my trip to England and told her to hit me up if she was ever in Los Angeles and needed a place to crash. I'd had a great time with her when we'd met in London so I hoped that she'd take me up on my offer. I just didn't expect her to do it so soon.
Turns out Gemma was flying to LA the following Monday for promotional work and said she'd love to come and pay me a visit when she was done with all her duties. As luck would have it, I had a two day gap in my schedule that week that I was more than happy for Gemma to fill.
"I have a couple of days free, if that works for you? A Thursday and a Friday."
"Oh," said Gemma, sounding mildly disappointed. "I was hoping to stay a bit longer than that. Maybe four or five?"
"Four or five days?!"
"Yeah." Damn. These Brits don't fuck around. "Think you can fit me in?"
Like I said, that was a lot more time than I had available, but remembering how hot Gemma was from my trip to London, I felt compelled to make some space. I told her I'd shift a few things around and once the finer details had been hashed out, I had Gemma locked in for a four night stay.
Fast forward a week and a walk, and I was stood in the doorway of my suburban hotel, watching excitedly as Gemma's rented car reversed into the driveway. The door came open and I went out to meet her, offering her a hand as she exited the vehicle. She was just as gorgeous as I'd remembered and looked incredible in the woollen grey top and baggy gold pants she was wearing. It was an...interesting look, but Gemma made it work. Honestly, I think she could make pretty much anything work.
One thing I hadn't remembered was how tall she was, and I was momentarily stunned by this five foot nine inch goddess as she stepped out of the car. Gemma popped the trunk on her rented vehicle and I fetched her case from inside it. It was a little heavier than the luggage I was used to handling, but since she was here for the best part of a week, that extra weight made perfect sense.
Gemma followed me as I wheeled her case inside and I gave her a tour of the house. Gemma seemed to like what she was seeing and I've gotta say the feeling was mutual. She looked so stunning as I was showing her around that I had to fight the urge to push her down onto the bed in every room we entered. I ended the tour with the room she'd be staying in and frankly by this point I was tired of waiting. I gave her a quick rundown of the various amenities then Gemma took a seat at the end of the bed.
"Hmm, very comfortable," she said, pressing her hands into the mattress to gauge its softness.
"Mmhmm. Sturdy too," I added, spotting the perfect segue.
Gemma grinned and raised an eyebrow. "Oh, really?"
"Uh huh," I said as I took a step forward, standing directly before her. "Here, let me show you."
Leaning forward at the waist, I placed my hands either side of her thighs as I leaned in slowly, pressing my lips against hers. I'd forgotten how soft they were, how thick and full they felt as they locked against my own. I'd also forgotten how great she smelled, even after a lengthy drive in the hot California sun. Our lips came apart and she flashed that killer smile. I returned one of my own then leaned back in to kiss her again. I shifted forward as I did so, encouraging her to lay back so I could settle on top of her. But to my surprise and immense disappointment, Gemma stayed right where she was, even pressing against my chest a little to push me back to my previous position.
"Hold that thought,"said Gemma, keeping her hand pressed against me like she was holding me at bay. "I have a girlfriend coming here. She'll be here in an hour."
Extra guests are normally discussed in advance so to say this was a surprise would be putting it lightly. I wasn't complaining, of course, but...an hour? That was plenty of time!
"Believe me, that's more than enough time for what I've got planned," I said as I leaned back, brushing back hair as I kissed her neck. Honestly, looking and smelling the way she did, I'd be lucky if I lasted five minutes.
Gemma giggled then pushed me back again. "I'm sure it is, but trust me, my friend won't be happy if we start without her."
I rolled my eyes, only half-jokingly, then took a step back. "Ugh, fiiine. So, what, you need to freshen up then?"
Gemma nodded. "Mmhmm. And you probably should as well. I'll let you know what she wants you to wear and where she wants you to be."
"Erm...OK. I'm getting some femdom vibes." Of course that's a practice I'm more than familiar with.
Gemma played coy. "Maybe. I guess you'll have to wait and see. Now run along," she said hastily, waving me towards the door. "Believe me, you do NOT want to keep her waiting."
So, yeah...that happened. I took Gemma's advice and went to my room to take a shower, wondering what on Earth I was in for when this friend of hers arrived. I got out of the shower and towelled myself dry. Gemma's friend wasn't here yet so I still didn't know what I was supposed to be wearing, so I pulled on a T-shirt and shorts. Sitting on my bed, I turned the TV on and was having a flick through the channels when my phone buzzed with a text from Gemma.
Gemma: My friend will be here soon. Stay in your room. DO NOT answer the door.
OK. Pretty simple instructions. The doorbell rang about five minutes later and I heard Gemma leave her room as she went to answer it. I could hear some muffled chatter as Gemma took her friend back to her room and the two of them went inside. I didn't hear anything else for the best part of an hour and was growing seriously bored of daytime TV when my phone buzzed again with a follow up message.
Gemma: We're going down to the basement. Come down in five wearing just your underwear.
Then I heard the door open, followed by a pair of footsteps, noting that I could hear one person walking despite there being two of them. I'm not sure how Gemma knew about the basement as I'd left it out of the tour, but learning that I'd be putting it to use always filled me with excitement. I waited five minutes as per my instructions then stripped down to my boxers.
Stepping out into the hall, I walked to the end and opened the door to the stairwell. Even in the heat of the summer, the stone floor of the basement stairs was cold against my feet and I shuddered a little as I took my first steps. I opened the door at the bottom of the stairs, spotting Gemma and her friend as I entered the basement. They weren't making use of the equipment just yet, but Gemma was already down on her knees, her friend's hand pinned to the back of her head as Gemma got busy in between her legs. Both were dressed in some kind of fetish wear and I could hear some light moaning and indistinct chatter from Gemma's friend as my guest licked her out.
It wasn't until I got a little closer that I realised who she was. It was Olivia Wilde.
Gemma filled me in on their relationship the following morning once Olivia had left. Turns out Gemma had starred in a movie quite recently that Olivia had directed. According to Gemma, Olivia got a lot of enjoyment from bossing her around on set, so much so that that same dynamic soon found its way into the bedroom. Whether they were alone or with a guy, Olivia loved telling Gemma what to do, and Gemma got a kick out of exploring her submissive side. Apparently Olivia has similar relationships with Kaitlyn Dever and Florence Pugh, so make of that what you will.
Anyway, as I drew closer I started making out details of both their outfits. Gemma was wearing a red full body harness that was connected together with metal rings of varying size. Clipped to the ring just below her throat was a matching leash, which explained why I could hear one set of footsteps when they left Gemma's room; Gemma had been crawling. Clipped to the rings at the tops of her thighs were a pair of wrist restraints which kept her hands down by her sides. A set of black thigh high stockings were attached to the bottom of the harness and a pair of red stilettos were on her feet.
Olivia was wearing a black pair of knee length boots, zipped up over her waist high fishnet stockings. Those were attached by four silver chains to her leather corset, which was all she wore on the top half of her body, save for a red pair of latex gloves that went all the way up to her forearms.
"Yeah, that's it, baby," I heard her say as I moved in closer. "Eat that pussy. Show me how much you've missed it."
It wasn't until I was right up beside them that Olivia turned to face me, scouring my body from head to toe.
"Ah, your friend's here," she declared, looking back at Gemma as she ate her pussy, diligently tonguing her through a gap in her stockings.
"Tyler," I said as I stood there watching, noting how Gemma's eyes never left Olivia's, even as I stepped up beside them.
"Hi," she said, not sounding too interested in what I was called. "I'm expecting big things from you today," Olivia added. She was still looking down at Gemma which at first made me think she was talking to her. "This one's told me a lot about you."
With that she tugged at Gemma's dark hair, pulling her mouth from her pussy; Gemma's lips were sticky with arousal.
"So," said Olivia, turning back to me, "you just gonna stand there or are you gonna show me what you're packing?"
Without a word, I slid my thumbs under the waistband of my boxers and quickly whipped them down. I'd already been exposed to a fair few stimulants since entering the basement and my cock was already half-hard as I brought it out into the open.
"Hmm, very nice," said Olivia as she gave my groin an inspection. "She said you were big." She looked back down at Gemma, running her gloved fingers through her glossy dark hair. "Would you like to suck his cock?"
Gemma nodded excitedly.
"What was that?" asked Olivia. "I didn't hear anything."
"Oh, er...yes, mistress."
"That's better." Olivia turned to me. "Well? Hold it up for her then. Can't you see that her hands are cuffed?"
"Right," I said, blushing a little as I fisted my half-hard cock.
The first few inches drooped just a little as I curled my fingers at the base. Olivia pulled her forward with a tug of her leash and Gemma took it in between her lips. She slid her lips down the first few inches, eyes gazing up at me as her mouth pressed against my fingers.
"OK, you can let go now," Olivia instructed. "I wanna see how much she can take."
I uncurled my fingers from the base of my shaft and let my hands fall down to my sides as Gemma pushed deeper, taking another two inches. I could feel my cock getting noticeably harder as she began to bob her head, working her lips up and down my shaft. Every pass took her further down until I felt my tip pushed past her tonsils. Gemma gagged a little, pulling back instinctively, and by the time the crown had popped free from her lips, my cock was fully erect.
"Hmm, not bad," said Olivia. "I think you can go deeper than that though. Let's try that again, shall we?"
Gemma took a moment to catch her breath then opened her lips again. I gripped my cock at the base and stroked it several times, smearing the spit all along my shaft before steering it forward and slotting it into Gemma's mouth. Her lips locked around the shaft about halfway down and I released my grip on the base as her head started bobbing. Gemma choked again as my tip cleared her tonsils and inched towards the back of her throat. She didn't pull back this time, but her head stopped moving almost immediately. Her lips were locked near the base of my shaft, a two inch gap between her face and my torso.
"Keep going," said Olivia as she squatted beside her. "Come on, I know you can take more than that.
She placed a gloved hand at the back of Gemma's head, giving it a gentle but assertive push. Another half inch disappeared from view and Gemma clamped her eyes shut as Olivia pushed her deeper, choking once more as her lips drew closer to the base.
"Almost there," said Olivia as she gave one final push, my cockhead twitching as it touched the back wall of her throat.
Gemma's face pressed against my midriff and Olivia kept her there for quite some time, listening to her coughs and splutters as my cock got lodged in her throat. Winding it tightly around her knuckles, Olivia fisted a handful of hair and pulled Gemma's head back. Her lips slid back along the length of my shaft until the head popped free from between them, fresh ropes of spittle dripping down onto the basement floor.
As Gemma gasped for air, Olivia wrenched her head back further, pulling it all the way back until she was staring at the ceiling above. Olivia leaned over her, devouring Gemma with a domineering kiss. Their lips came apart and Olivia loosened her grip on Gemma's hair, returning her head to its normal position.
"Mmm, good slut," Olivia grinned. "Now I want him to fuck your face. Think you can handle that?"
"Yes, mistress," said Gemma, obediently nodding her head.
"Good," said Olivia. She kissed Gemma again then looked at me. "Ready, stud?"
"Mmhmm," I said simply as I stroked my cock, feeling it throb with excitement.
"She's all yours," said Olivia, as she circled around behind Gemma, reaching around to cup her breasts as she leaned over her shoulder.
Gemma opened her mouth again as I took a step forward, fitting my cock in between her lips.
"Stick your tongue out," Olivia ordered, watching closely as my cockhead pushed into Gemma's mouth.
Gemma did as instructed, poking her tongue out from between her lips and stretching it out as far as she could. I felt it press against my underside as I pushed my cock in a couple more inches, sinking down to the halfway point. Placing a hand at the top of her head, I started thrusting at a steady pace, pulling right back to the ridge of my crown then pushing it straight back in, going a little deeper each time. Gemma's lips stayed nice and loose, lending a wet, sloppy quality to every thrust I took. I could feel the spit as it formed in her mouth, hearing it drip onto the basement floor as it slid off the tip of her tongue.
"Yeah, that's it, baby. Take that cock," said Olivia beside her, speaking directly into Gemma's left ear. "You like sucking that big dick, don't you?"
"Uh huh," said Gemma, answering as best she could with my cock now filling every inch of her mouth.
Gemma's tongue stiffened and I could it brushing harder against my shaft, the tip sinking to the back of her throat.
"Ooh, you fucking slut," Olivia grinned, watching as Gemma almost vanished my cock. "See if you can lick his balls."
Gemma poked her tongue out a tiny bit more and flicked it back and forth a little, trying to reach my ballsack. She tried her best but couldn't quite reach it so I decided to give her a hand. Gripping my cock from beneath, my balls bulged out a little as I pushed them up against my shaft. Now she could reach them just fine, and she flicked the tip of her tongue against them as my cock remained inside her, deeply embedded in her mouth and throat.
"OK, that's enough," Olivia declared. "I want to taste him now."
Again she pulled on Gemma's dark hair, freeing my cock from between her lips. Olivia stood and strolled around from behind her friend, telling me to turn as she walked around behind me. I turned around under her instruction, now facing Olivia with Gemma behind me. A gloved hand gripped the back of my head, pulling me in for a kiss while the other grabbed my cock, stroking from base to tip. I was glad my cock was so wet with saliva, 'cause the gloves she was wearing were far from prime handjob material.
Olivia pried her lips from mine, then moved down to my chest, kissing and biting in several places as she slowly dropped to her knees. Gripping my cock just below the crown, she angled it upwards as she dipped her head down, taking a ball in between her lips. Moving her hands to the tops of my thighs, she let my cock press against her face as she switched from one ball to the other, dousing them both in spittle.
A ball spilled out from between her lips and she licked along the length of my shaft, trailing her tongue from bottom to top. She lapped at the tip a few times then my cock began to lower itself as she moved her head back, reaching up higher and grabbing my ass. Gloved fingers dug into my flesh as she gripped my asscheeks and prized them apart.
"Get her face in there," Olivia ordered, pausing to lick my slit. "I want her to lick your ass."
Reaching back blindly, I placed a hand on Gemma's head and pulled her forward, pushing her into my ass.
"Is she doing it?" Olivia asked.
"Uh huh," I said with a nod, moaning a little as Gemma licked across my taint, slowly moving up until she found my asshole.
"That's my girl," Olivia grinned. "Don't stop until I tell you to, OK?"
"Mmhmm," Gemma mumbled as she licked me slowly, dragging her tongue across my asshole.
Olivia's lips came gaping open and she threw herself forward without hesitation, taking me straight to the balls. I wasn't prepared for such a sudden move and my legs almost buckled as she took me inside her, making my cock disappear.
"Oh, fuck!" I yelped as I tipped my head back, unleashing a deep groan as the actress-director almost ate me alive.
My grip tightened on the back of Gemma's head, her tongue going into my asshole as I pushed her in deeper. Olivia kept me there for close to a minute, pushing her tongue out and licking my balls, just like Gemma had done. Her lips pulled back to the tip and she sucked it several times before she plunged back down again, taking my cock to the base. She kept that up for quite some time. Her grip tightened as she clutched my ass, using it for leverage as she threw herself into me, impaling her face on my cock.
Gemma's head started bobbing behind me and I could feel her tongue push into my asshole, making me throb as Olivia sucked me. Taking me to the base one final time, Olivia kept me there for several seconds, feeling me pulse up against her tongue as precum leaked from the tip of my penis, dripping straight down her throat. Her lips slid back to the ridge of my crown and this time she plucked it free, my cock soaked with a fresh coat of spittle.
"OK, I think you've had enough," she said with a grin, stroking my spit-slicked cock.
Olivia rose to her feet, still jerking my cock with one gloved hand as the other moved to the back of my head, pulling me in for a kiss. Her tongue found mine in a fraction of a second and wrangled it vigorously, wrestling it into submission. She placed a thumb underneath my chin as she pried my lips from hers, shooing me away with a wave of her hand.
"Move aside," she ordered assertively. "I want her to finish me off."
I did as instructed and stepped to the side. Gemma stayed down on her knees as Olivia moved forward, filling the spot that I'd just vacated. Olivia reached out, placing a hand at the back of Gemma's head and pulling her roughly towards her. Gemma's face went straight to her crotch and I stood there and watched as Gemma stared up at her, obediently tonguing at Olivia's wet pussy. Her face was pinned to Olivia's crotch so I couldn't really see what she was doing. But whatever it was it was going down well, and Olivia's moans started filling the basement as Gemma worked her over.



"Come here," Olivia instructed, cooing slightly as she waved me over.
I took a step towards Olivia and slotted in behind her, nestling my cock in the crack of her ass as I pressed my body against her. Wrapping my arms around her tight, toned body, I placed a hand on Olivia's midriff, feeling her firm abs as the other moved higher, pawing at one of her tits. Keeping a hand on Gemma's head, the other reached back and grabbed onto mine, turning her head to the side as she pulled me in for an open-mouthed kiss. The kiss was aggressive and heavy on the tongue, moans fluttering from between her lips as Gemma licked her out.
I peered over her shoulder as our lips came apart, watching Gemma as she did her thing. Those deep brown eyes stayed glued on Olivia's, looking up at her in a submissive, almost puppy dog manner as she ate her pink pussy. I still couldn't see much of what she was doing, even in my new position, but Olivia was clearly enjoying it, and I could feel that her body was beginning to tremble as I held it against my own.
"Mmm, yeah," Olivia purred. She removed her hand from the back of my head, placing it on top of mine as I cupped her perky breast. "That's it. Keep going, baby. Fuck, you're gonna make me cum."
A glint flashed in Gemma's brown eyes and it looked to me like she was licking her faster, clearly excited by the prospect of making her mistress cum. A few more seconds and she did just that. I can only guess as to the force of her climax but it looked like she came pretty fucking hard. The volume of her moans and the way that her body was shaking would certainly suggest that. By the time she emerged from between her thighs, Gemma's mouth was smeared with moisture as she grinned from ear to ear, clearly proud of her accomplishment.
Olivia took a moment to regain her composure, running her gloved fingers through Gemma's long dark hair.
"So, what shall we do with her first?" asked Olivia, talking to me but looking at Gemma.
"I don't mind," I said in response. "What would you like to use?"
"Hmm," said Olivia as she looked around the room. "How about that?"
The 'that' she was referring to was one of the basement's more basic installations: a pair of Velcro cuffs that hung on a chain from the ceiling. I'd installed that one a week before London and hadn't had a chance to test it out, so I was incredibly pleased when Olivia chose it.
"Good choice," I said, making little attempt to stifle my grin.
"Mmhmm," said Olivia. She moved a hand to Gemma's face and stroked her cheek affectionately. "I think she'll like that."
Olivia squatted in front of Gemma and unclipped the restraints on her wrists. Standing back up, she tugged at the leash around Gemma's neck.
"Come," she said as Gemma placed her hands on the basement floor, crawling behind Olivia as she led her across the room.
I followed behind, eyes glued on her peach-shaped ass as she stuck it out behind her. Olivia stopped when she reached her chosen equipment and Gemma settled back onto her knees, awaiting her next instruction.
"Stand," said Olivia, and Gemma did as she told her, rising to her feet in the blink of an eye. "Hands up."
Again she did as instructed, raising her hands up above her head. Olivia looked at the restraints above and then looked over at me.
"Hmm, think you better do the honours. Not sure I'm tall enough."
"Right you are," I said as I took a step forward, reaching up above me and taking the cuffs in my hands.
I based my design for this unit on the average female height (five foot four, according to Google). The idea is that women stand with their feet on the ground with the cuffs on their wrists and as little slack in the chains as possible. With that in mind, the cuffs are positioned about seven and a half feet high. Gemma, as I've already established, is considerably taller than the average height, so the chains were a little slack as I attached the cuffs to her wrists, meaning she could move her arms a bit more than the desired amount (which is not at all). Not ideal but it is what it is. If all goes to plan, she won't be standing for too long anyway.
Once the cuffs were securely fastened, Olivia shooed me away and stepped up close to Gemma. I moved behind Gemma, watching over her shoulder as Olivia placed a finger underneath her chin and leaned in for a kiss.
"Mmm," said Olivia as their lips came apart, "you look sexy all thrust up like that. What can we do with you now we've got you like this?"
"Anything you want, mistress," Gemma replied.
"Ooh," said Olivia, kissing the inside of Gemma's right arm. "Hear that, Tyler? Anything we want."
"Uh huh. How would you like to start?"
"Hmm, well since she made me cum so good, I think it's only right that I return the favour. Would you like that, baby?"
"Mmhmm," Gemma said softly, moaning slightly as I kissed her neck.
"Of course you would," Olivia grinned, then ran her tongue across Gemma's armpit.
I left a trail of kisses across Gemma's right shoulder then moved down lower, kissing the top of her back. I squatted down a little as I went down lower, and my cock, which was nestled in the crack of her ass, slid down in between her thighs. Putting my hands on her hips, I kissed back and forth across Gemma's back, gently grinding my cock against the slit of her pussy. Gemma moaned just a little bit louder, getting noticeably wetter as the top of my shaft rubbed against her pussy lips.
What Olivia was doing at this point, I'm not really sure. I next became aware of her presence when she dropped to a squat in front of Gemma, spotting my cockhead as it stuck out slightly from between her thighs.
"Hmm," she said, "looks like you've beaten me to it, huh?"
I went to pull my cock back from between Gemma's legs, but Olivia stopped me.
"Uh uh. You stay right there. That's fucking hot."
Permission granted, I continued to grind against Gemma's pussy, feeling her slit getting wetter and wetter as I rubbed my cock up against it. As my crown poked out from between her thighs, I felt Olivia's tongue push up against it as she gave it a long, slow lick. I couldn't see where her tongue went next but since Gemma's moans grew suddenly louder, I could have given it a pretty good guess.
My dick kept rubbing against Gemma's wet pussy, feeling Olivia's tongue brush firmly against it as she licked from my cockhead and up to Gemma's clit. She did that several times then wrapped her lips around the ridge of my crown. Flicking her tongue against the tip, she lapped up the precum that had formed in the slit, releasing my crown with a smack of her lips.
"OK, that's enough," said Olivia, and she tapped my cockhead with the tip of her fingers.
My cock slid back from between Gemma's legs and I slotted it back into the crack of her ass, the tip prodding against the small of her back as I kissed back up to her neck. Looking over her shoulder, I watched as Olivia got down business, staring up at Gemma with intense, unblinking eye contact. Again, I couldn't see much of what she was doing. Her mouth was closed around Gemma's wet pussy, but the slightest movement in Olivia's cheeks was enough to know that her tongue was working hard. Whether it was licking slowly along the length of her slit, flicking hard against the nub of her clit or spinning around it in a circle, Gemma was loving every second of it.
Loud, impassioned moans started spilling from between her lips and I heard the chains begin to rattle as she clasped them with her hands, holding on for dear life as her mistress ate her pussy. Wrapping my arms around her body, I placed one hand on her midriff and the other on one of her tits, just as I'd done to Olivia when Gemma went down on her. I kissed across her shoulder and up to her neck, brushing back hair from in front of her ear.
"Do you like that?" I asked as I leaned in closer, whispering into her ear. "Do you like the way she eats your pussy?"
"Mmhmm," Gemma moaned, the sound fluttering from between her lips.
"Tell her how much you like it."
"Oh my god, I love that, mistress. Please keep eating my pussy."
Olivia grinned, peeling her lips from Gemma's tight pussy.
"Put your fingers here," she said, pointing to the skin beside Gemma's clit. "Expose her clit for me."
Her wish was my command. Sliding my hand down Gemma's midriff, I put two fingers either side of her pussy, right where Olivia had pointed. Spreading them wide in an inverted V, her skin stretched in opposite directions, exposing her clit in all its glory.
"Mmm, yeah, that's it," said Olivia as she poked her tongue out, pressing the tip against Gemma's stiff clit.
Now I could see everything as Olivia's tongue swished back and forth, giving fast, hard flicks to the nub of her clit.
"Oh, YES!" said Gemma, breathing heavily as she threw her head back, nearly hitting me straight in the face.
Gemma stared up at the ceiling above her, the chains rattling harder as her body began to shake. I kept on watching from over her shoulder as Olivia's tongue started spinning in a circle, drawing rings around Gemma's clit. The change in tactic proved decisive and Gemma came in a matter of seconds. A deafening shriek flew forth from her lips, which bounced back down off the ceiling, echoing through the expanse of the room. Her grip tightened on the chains above her, making them shake so hard that I thought she was going to pull them straight out of the ceiling.
Olivia's eyes looked intensely focused, her tongue still spinning in a perfect circle as she licked her friend through the throes of climax. Her head returned to its normal position and the chains rattled one final time as a visible shudder shot through her body. Olivia's tongue peeled back from her clit, a satisfied grin stretched across her face as she looked straight up into Gemma's brown eyes.
"Did you like that, baby?" Olivia asked, planting a kiss just above her pussy.
"Yes, thank you, mistress," Gemma purred. "You made me cum so good."
"Oh, I know," Olivia replied, kissing Gemma's midriff as she rose up slowly, sliding her hands up the backs of her thighs.
Olivia kissed up to Gemma's chest, sucking and gently biting at each of her nipples. Moving up higher, she left a few kisses on Gemma's neck, gripping her hair and pulling her head back as she kissed her hard on the mouth.
"Do you want his cock now?" asked Olivia, looming over Gemma in a domineering fashion.
"Yes, mistress," Gemma replied, nodding her head as best she could.
Olivia laughed then kissed her again. "Of course you do. You're a fucking slut, aren't you?"
"Yes, mistress."
"Whose fucking slut are you?"
"I'm your fucking slut, mistress."
"Yes, you are," Olivia snarled. "And don't you fucking forget it."
She released her grip on Gemma's hair then whistled me over. "You. Here," she said as she pointed at the floor, talking to me like a household pet.
Olivia stepped aside and I took her place in front of Gemma. I wrapped my arms around the small of her back and my hands moved down to her ass as I leaned in and kissed her.
"Uh uh," said Olivia as she moved in behind her, wagging her finger back and forth. "No time for that. She wants to get fucked, don't you, baby?"
I prized my lips from Gemma's, allowing her to answer. "Yes, mistress."
"Right," said Olivia. "So get to it."
I looked at Gemma, stifling a grin as I slid my hands to the backs of her thighs. I counted to three inside my head then lifted her upward, hauling her up like she weighed next to nothing. Gemma swung back as I held her aloft, the chains clinking as they lost their slack. Gemma curled her fingers around them, taking the strain off her wrists as she dangled from the ceiling, wrapping her legs around me for extra support.
I reached down cautiously and grabbed my cock, feeling my muscles tense as I held her up with a single arm. Olivia helped by grabbing her ass, keeping her steady as I angled it upwards, pushing the tip into Gemma's wet pussy. Returning my hand to the backs of her thighs, Olivia let go as I got a firm grip, lowering her onto my cock. Gemma gasped, her lips rounded in a perfect circle as I slid her down the first few inches.
Gemma looked straight at me as her eyelids fluttered, her full lips puckering as I worked her lower, pulling her down to the base of my shaft. I kept her there for several seconds, letting her feel me inside her, my cock already throbbing as the tip pressed against her cervix. Then, I started thrusting, kicking things off with slow, deep thrusts that sheathed my cock inside her. Her moans were loud from the very beginning, echoing around the basement as she took my cock, her knuckles turning white as she grasped the chains above her.
"Mmm, yeah, that's hot," said Olivia, watching intently as I fucked her friend. "You like that big cock, huh?"
"Uh huh," Gemma moaned as I thrusted harder, ramming my cock into her tight pink pussy.
"Tell me," said Olivia sternly, putting a hand to Gemma's throat. "Tell me how much you love his cock."
"I love it, mistress," Gemma replied, her voice slightly muffled by the hand on her throat. "I love his fucking cock!"
Olivia grinned. "I know you do, you fucking slut. You haven't stopped talking about it for the past three weeks. What do you like about it so much, huh? You like how big it is?"
"Mmhmm."
"You like how it stretches your tight little pussy and touches your deepest spots?"
"Yes, mistress."
"You like how it makes you cum?"
"Uh huh."
"I bet you want to cum right now, don't you?"
Gemma nodded.
"You want me to help you with that?"
"Mmm, yes. Please, mistress," Gemma begged softly. "Please help me cum on his cock."
"OK," said Olivia. "Since you asked so sweetly."
Olivia pushed into the small of her back, shoving her right up against me.
"Keep that back nice and straight for me," she ordered, kissing Gemma's neck before turning to me. "And you," she said, pointing, "you give it to her good, OK?"
"You got it," I replied as I wrapped my arms around Gemma's back, holding her firmly against me.
Now our faces were inches apart and she pressed her lips against mine, moaning into my mouth as I did what her mistress told me. I promptly kicked into second gear, slamming into Gemma with harder and rougher thrusts. By the time our lips came apart, Olivia had left my field of vision. The next thing I felt was her gloves on my thighs as she settled on the basement floor, dropping to her knees behind Gemma.
Gemma's eyes bulged, the grip of her pussy getting even tighter as her moans increased in volume, getting louder and shriller with each passing second. I had a pretty good idea what Olivia was doing to her, but why not hear it from the horse's mouth? Keeping my arms wrapped around her back, I fisted a handful of jet black hair and tugged it sharply, wrenching her head back as I drilled into her pussy.
"What's she doing to you, huh?" I asked through gritted teeth.
"She's licking my arse," Gemma said back, breathing heavily as she took my cock.
"Oh, yeah? Do you like that? Is that gonna make you cum?"
"Yes! Yes, it's gonna make me cum!"
She was teetering now and a few hard thrusts into the depths of her pussy were all it took to finish the job. She came hard, screaming at the top of her lungs as I buried myself inside her. A surge of fluid gushed forth from her pussy, dousing my cock as her muscles contracted, squeezing my cock to the point of bursting. Her legs uncurled from around my back and she kicked her feet out behind me, stretching her legs out as her body went limp, turning to jelly as I held her aloft.
I gave her a minute to regain her senses then leaned in and kissed her, lifting her up off my cock. I think she just thought I was gonna put her back down, but I had other ideas. Getting a firm grip on Gemma's tight ass, my muscles flexed as I pushed her upwards, lifting her up to about chest height.
"Oh my God!" Gemma gasped, her lips forming an O of surprise as I moved my hands to the small of her back and pushed her up the final few inches.
Her thighs rested on top of my shoulders and I felt her stilettos press against my back as I held her in place, rolling my tongue out and putting it straight to her clit. I wasn't sure how long I could hold that pose, so time was of the essence. I proceeded to lick her hard and fast, lapping at her clit with quick, sharp flicks of my tongue. A few licks in and my arms were starting to shake, the issue compounded a few seconds later as I felt Olivia grip my cock and sink her lips onto it.
She sucked me hard and with fierce intent, slurping up Gemma's fluids as she worked me over, guiding her lips up and down my cock. Uncurling her fingers from the base of my shaft, she latched onto my hips as she pushed down deeper, taking me down to the hilt. I felt my cock start throbbing intensely and I unleashed a deep moan that was blocked by Gemma's pussy.
I kept on licking her as best I could but the feeling of Olivia throating my cock was more than a little distracting. Luckily for me, Gemma was still horny from her previous orgasm, and it didn't take much to give her another. My tongue began to swirl around the nub of her clit and once I started doing that, she pretty much came in an instant. Her head fell back at the point of climax, now hanging upside down as the feeling coursed through her, no doubt heightened by the rush of blood.
I came myself about two seconds later, still eating her pussy as well as I could as a thick wad of jism sprayed forth from the tip of my prick, firing straight down Olivia's throat. I felt her fingers grip me tighter, gloved tips digging into my flesh as she kept on sucking, siphoning every last drop. Her lips pulled back to the ridge of my crown and she flicked her tongue at the slit, licking out the last few droplets.
She released my crown with a pop of her lips and the next thing I saw was her face in front of Gemma's, kissing her Spiderman-style as her head hung upside down. Their lips came apart and Olivia pushed her back up again, returning her head to its usual position, a look of pure bliss etched across her face.
"OK," said Olivia, "you can put her down now."
Thank Christ for that. I slid my hands to Gemma's ass as I lowered her slowly, her stilettos clicking as they touched back down on the floor.
"So, what's next?" I asked, undoing the cuffs on Gemma's wrists.
Olivia scanned the basement. "That looks fun," she said with a grin, pointing to the bondage table in the corner of the room. Said table was basically a large wooden chest with a padded surface and several rings attached to it.
"That is fun," I confirmed, remembering some of the things I'd done with it in the past. "I'm sure our friend here will enjoy it."
"I'm sure she will," Olivia agreed, then took Gemma by the hand as she led her across the room.
I followed behind, my eyes fixed on both their asses as they traversed the basement floor.
"Sit," said Olivia, stopping by the table and pointing at the padded surface.
Gemma complied, parking her ass at the edge of the table.
Olivia turned and looked at me. "Got any rope?"
"Mmhmm."
I walked across to the rack on the wall, gathering several lengths of rope and taking them back to the table.
"Do you want to do the honours, or should I?" I asked, offering the rope to Olivia.
"No, you go ahead," Olivia replied. "Show me how it's done."
"Okey doke," I said as I stepped in front of Gemma, setting three of the ropes down on the edge of the table as I began to unravel the first.
"How do you want her?" Olivia asked.
"Hmm. Why don't you spread those legs for me?"
"With pleasure." Olivia grinned then turned back to Gemma. "Well, you heard him, slut. Spread your fucking legs."



Gemma laid back across the padded surface and lifted her legs up. Stretching them out as wide as she could, she grabbed her ankles to keep them in place.
"Mmm, that's a good bitch," said Olivia, circling around behind her and squatting beside the table.
I started on the left side first, using the first rope to tie Gemma's wrist to her ankle, then tying the end to a ring on the wall. Moving across to the opposite side, I gathered a length of rope from the edge of the table and repeated the process again, tying her wrist to her ankle.
While I did that, Olivia removed Gemma's stiletto, tearing a hole in her stockings and exposing her left foot. As I fastened the rope to a nearby chest, Olivia licked along the sole of her foot, then wrapped her lips around Gemma's big toe. I took another rope and wrapped it around the top of her thigh, watching Olivia suck on her toes as I tied it to a ring on the side of the table. As I repeated the process with Gemma's left leg, Olivia moved to the opposite side. Removing her shoe, she tore a hole in Gemma's right stocking, just as she did with the left one, and proceeded to suck on her painted toes.
Licking along the sole of her foot, her tongue glided over Gemma's heel, past the rope that was tied around her ankle and along the inside of her leg, finally stopping when she reached her groin.
"Mind if I go first?" she asked, already kneeling on the basement floor.
"Be my guest," I graciously offered, more than happy to watch.
"Thank you," she grinned. "Why don't you go 'round there so she can suck your dick?"
"I can do that," I said, then ducked under the rope that was tied to Gemma's ankle as I moved around to the back of the table.
I climbed up onto the table, my cock sticking out before me as I rested my knees on the padded surface. Turning her head to the side, Gemma parted her full pink lips, presenting me with the perfect slot to fit my cock into. I placed a hand at the back of her head, gripping my cock at the base and steering it into her mouth. She wrapped her lips around the width of my shaft, sucking my cock as I thrusted slowly, feeding her inch after inch.
Olivia poked her tongue out, licking from Gemma's asshole, across her taint and up to the slit of her pussy. Gemma moaned as I fucked her mouth, her eyes rolling into the back of her head as Olivia repeated the process, pressing her tongue against her puckered sphincter and licking right up to her clit. She did that several times, mixing things up on occasion with sharp flicks to the nub of her clit or by pushing her tongue into Gemma's tight asshole.
I thrusted slowly into Gemma's warm mouth, essentially using it to jerk myself off as I watched Olivia at work. She lifted her hands off the basement floor and gripped the edge of the table, shifting forward slightly as she settled at the nub of her clit. Gemma moaned louder, the sounds muffled as my cock went deeper, edging towards the back of her throat.
Olivia raised a hand from the edge of the table, beckoning me towards her with one gloved finger. I plucked my cock from Gemma's full lips and climbed back down off the table, manoeuvring my way past various ropes as I moved towards Olivia. I wasn't sure what she wanted exactly, but all became clear when she raised herself up off the basement floor. Keeping her head between Gemma's legs, she bent herself froward at the waist, sticking her ass out behind her.
Stepping up behind her, I placed my hands on her nice toned ass, her pussy encaged by her fishnet stockings. I hooked my fingers through the gaps in the fabric and pulled in different directions, tearing a decent-sized hole that completely exposed her pussy and ass. Olivia squealed as I ripped them open, still going down on Gemma as I curled my fingers around the base of my shaft and rubbed the tip against the slit of her pussy.
Gripping her hips, I steered myself forward without further delay, pushing my cock into her hot pink pussy. Olivia's pussy was utterly sodden and the slightest thrust was all it took to sheathe me right down to the base. Her grip tightened on the edge of the table, unleashing a groan of pleasure which was deeply muffled by Gemma's wet pussy.
I stayed like that for close to a minute, letting her feel how big I am as my hands slid down to her muscular ass, hoking my fingers through the gaps in her fishnets as I pulled back out to the tip. Keeping it there for a fraction of a second, I used her stockings for leverage as I pulled myself back into her, bottoming out in her tight pink pussy. Olivia moaned again, lifting her head up and ensuring that this one was heard at full volume.
I proceeded to bang her hard and deep, testing the chains hanging down from her corset as I used her stockings to pull myself in. I could feel the fabric stretching, along with her pussy as I went in deep, hitting her innermost spots. At one point I pulled too hard, tearing her stockings right up to the waistband and freeing her ass entirely. The sound excited her and she moaned a little louder as she ate Gemma's pussy.
I had nothing left to hold onto except the waistband itself, so that's exactly what I did, pulling it up off the small of her back as I slammed into her pussy. The chains pulled as tight as they'd go, then snapped off one by one, pulling her corset right down to her waist. The fishnets would no longer hold me and my momentum sent me stumbling backwards. My cock slid out of her pussy, her waistband snapping in two as I pulled her stockings right down to her knees, the material utterly shredded. It was an accident, of course, but definitely a happy one.
"Oh my God!" said Olivia as she turned her head back, peering over her shoulder. "Dude, you're a fucking animal!"
I simply grinned and dropped her torn fishnets, letting them dangle from the tops of her boots. Olivia returned to Gemma's wet pussy, only to throw her head back and moan once more as I shoved my cock back into her. I quickly picked up from where I left off, ramming into her pussy with a series of rough, hard thrusts. I had nothing to grab onto this time except Olivia's hips, so I gripped those puppies as hard as I could, pulling her back into me with every thrust.
By now she'd given up on licking out Gemma, but Gemma didn't seem to mind. I even saw a little smirk creep across her face as she watched her mistress take my dick.
"Yeah, you like that, baby?" Olivia asked. "You like watching me get fucked?"
"Yes, mistress," Gemma grinned back. "I love watching you take that dick!"
"You want me to cum? Huh? You want me to cum on this cock?"
"Yes, cum for me, mistress. Cum on that fucking dick!"
Well, if that wasn't my cue, then I don't know what was. I removed a hand from one of her hips, leaning forward slightly as I grabbed a fistful of light brown hair. With a sharp yank, I pulled her backwards, her back straightening as I pulled her against my torso. Olivia threw an arm back, grabbing onto the back of my neck while the other hand went straight to her chest, groping one of her perky tits. I wrapped an arm around her tight little tummy, keeping her head wrenched back with one hand while the other moved down to her clit. I started rubbing in a high speed blur, giving slow, hard thrusts that sent my whole body crashing into hers.
She came from that pretty fucking quickly, launching high-pitched screams towards the ceiling above her as my fingers thrummed at her throbbing pink clit. I sunk my cock into the depths of her pussy, her inner walls closing around it as a powerful orgasm coursed through her body. I let go of her hair and reached around in front of her, her heart pounding as I put my hand to her chest. My strumming fingers slowed to a stop and I moved my hand up slightly, feeling the muscles flex in her already tight midsection.
Her hand moved up to the back of my head and she turned her own as much as she could, pulling me in for a kiss. Our lips locked together, breathing heavily as our tongues entwined. Prying my lips from hers, I slid my cock from Olivia's pussy, the shaft slick with her sticky arousal.
"Your turn," she said with a smirk, nodding towards Gemma who was still tied down on the table in front of us.
Olivia stepped aside and I gripped my cock as I moved towards Gemma, pressing the tip against her pussy. Olivia knelt at the edge of the table, watching closely as I rubbed my crown against Gemma's pink slit. Olivia had definitely gotten her started, and I was slightly stunned by how wet her pussy was as I eased myself inside her. Watching me tear Olivia's stockings to pieces while I fucked her into a coma had probably helped as well. I slid my hands underneath her thighs and gripped onto the tops of them as I buried myself inside her, my balls churning as they pressed against her taint.
"Stay there," said Olivia as she stepped down off the table. "Don't move."
She turned on her heels, going in search of something as she strode across the basement floor. If I'm totally honest, I wasn't really sure what she meant when she told me not to move. Surely she didn't think I was gonna pull out right now, so I guess she wanted me to stay like this, i.e buried to the balls in Gemma's pussy. Frankly, I was pretty eager to give her some thrusts, but when Olivia Wilde tells you to do something...well, you do it.
And so I stayed exactly like that, hunched over Gemma with my dick sheathed in her pussy. Dunno if you've ever been deep inside someone while neither of you are moving a muscle, but it's actually a little bit awkward. I broke the ice by leaning in to kiss her, listening to her gently moan as I ground my tip against her cervix. By the time I lifted my head back up Olivia had returned, now with a big white Hitachi wand clutched in her red-gloved hand.
"Ready?" she asked.
I wasn't actually sure who she was speaking to, but I took the liberty of answering for both of us. "Mmhmm."
Olivia perched at the edge of the table, a gentle hum now filling the room as she turned on the vibrator. Straightening my back, I kept my cock inside Gemma's tight pussy as Olivia moved the toy into position, setting the bulb against the nub of her clit.
"Thrust," said Olivia, then raised a finger in warning. "Slowly."
I did as instructed, pulling back to the tip with an agonising slowness, before pushing back into her at much the same speed. Glancing down, I noticed that the toy was at the lowest setting, but it didn't stay that way for long. Olivia turned the dial to the second setting, the sound increasing as the large white bulb buzzed against Gemma's clit. I didn't notice too much of a change, just a slight increase in moisture and warmth, as I slowly thrusted into Gemma's tight pussy.
Olivia waited just a matter of seconds then cranked it up again, Gemma's moans now increasing in volume, along with the sound of the toy. Her eyes fell shut and a lovely look of pleasure began to spread across her face, slowly engulfing it an inch at a time. I slowly sunk into the depths of her pussy, resisting the urge to start thrusting harder, which wasn't too easy when it felt so good.
"Stop," said Olivia, and suddenly my dick was sheathed inside her, my cockhead twitching as it touched her cervix.
"Stay right there," Olivia added, turning the dial one more notch. "You feel that?"
I did feel it. Not just the wetness of Gemma's hot pussy as it tightened around my cock, but I was starting to feel the wand's vibrations, gently coursing through my shaft as I kept it inside her.
"Mmhmm," I said back, my cock throbbing against Gemma's tight walls.
Olivia grinned then turned it up again, the sensation increasing as she kept the toy pinned against Gemma's stiff clit.
"Thrust," she said again, and I promptly did so without hesitation, trying to match my previous speed.
"Faster," said Olivia, and again I complied, increasing my speed by a couple of knots.
"Faster," she repeated and I upped the tempo once more, plunging my cock into Gemma's tight pussy with a steady series of thrusts; not max speed by any means, but noticeably quicker than they had been before.
A few more 'faster''s and I was going full pelt, slamming into Gemma with little restraint. Olivia turned the dial again and I noticed some twitching from Gemma's urethra. Olivia noticed too and she cranked the toy up one more notch, a loud, whirring buzz now filling the expanse of the room.
"Oooh, you're gonna cum, huh?" she asked, smirking as she looked at Gemma.
"Yes! Yes! I'm gonna cum!" Gemma blurted out, panting heavily as she spoke.
I gave a few more thrusts into Gemma's wet pussy as Olivia turned to face me, giving me my next instruction.
"Pull out," she said, and reluctantly I complied, plucking my cock from Gemma's hot pussy.
Holding it at the base, I kept my cock in the immediate vicinity, stroking it up and down as Gemma breathed sharply, her knuckles turning white as she gripped her restraints. Olivia pulled the toy away and Gemma screamed as a hot burst of fluid shot from her urethra, spraying across my midriff and crotch.
"OHHH! YESSS!!!"
"Oh my God!" Olivia exclaimed, returning the toy to Gemma's pink clit. "Put your cock back in her."
My cock was dripping with squirt juice as I pressed the tip against the lips of her pussy and pushed it back inside her. Olivia turned the dial as I started thrusting, putting the toy at the highest setting. I only managed a half-dozen thrusts before Gemma's urethra started throbbing again and Olivia ordered me to pull back out.
Gemma squirted a split second later. This time the blast wasn't quite as big, but the orgasm that accompanied it was every bit as powerful. Gemma's head fell back against the table and a wordless scream soon filled the basement as she shook from head to toe, gripping the ropes with so much force that they almost snapped in two.
"Ohh, wow!" said Olivia, spotting the mess she'd made of my cock, clear drops of fluid now dripping down off my shaft.
"Come here," she said as she ushered me forward. "Let me clean that up for you."
Olivia leaned forward, taking my cock in between her lips. Reaching around behind me, I felt her gloved fingers dig into my ass as she gripped it tightly, pulling herself in and taking me down to the hilt. Sucking loudly, she slurped up the juices from my girthy shaft, leaving it clean as a whistle by the time she retrieved it. She plucked my cock from between her lips and brought it back down to Gemma's wet pussy, returning the toy to her clit as I pushed it back inside her.
This continued for the next few minutes. I drilled into Gemma at a hard, brisk pace while Oliva used the toy on her, holding it tightly to the nub of her clit. Every so often she'd tell me to exit, finishing her off with the vibrating wand until she squirted all over my cock. She must have cum about eight or nine times, each new blast reducing in volume until she seemingly ran out of fluid.
At Olivia's behest, I steered my cock into Gemma's spent pussy and quickly started thrusting. Olivia returned the toy to her clit. Gemma had lost her capacity to squirt, but that didn't matter; it wasn't her that she wanted to cum.
"Your turn," she said, an impish grin stretched across her face as she moved the toy forward.
Keeping the edge against Gemma's stiff clit, she pressed the bulb against my cock directly, holding it there as I continued to thrust. I could feel the vibrations start pulsing through me, my dick throbbing violently as I plunged into Gemma's pussy. I only managed a few more thrusts before Olivia stopped me again.
"Don't thrust," she said. "Just keep your tip in her."
Somehow I managed to comply, pulling right back to the ridge of my crown as she held the toy in place, stimulating both of us. I can see why women love these things so much, 'cause honestly it felt incredible, and I could feel my veins engorging with blood as it buzzed against my shaft. Not only that but Gemma's tight pussy was gripping my crown, getting noticeably tighter as the toy pressed against her clit.
I stayed like that for quite some time before Olivia allowed me to thrust, again insisting that I do it slowly. As per usual, I did as she told me. I pushed my cock into Gemma's wet pussy, only fitting about half my shaft in before the bulb of the Hitachi wand pressed against my crotch, halting any further progress. The toy buzzed against the top of my shaft as I sunk into her pussy with short, shallow thrusts, doing so at such a slow pace that it was bordering on torture.
Gemma's eyes stayed fixed on mine, moaning all the while as I slowly fed her the first four inches. She liked a nice deep fuck as much as the next girl, but there was something about the way that my cock inched into her as the toy buzzed against her clit that was really, really doing it for her.
It was doing it for me too and the strong vibrations at the top of my shaft were pulling me closer to the point of climax.
"Oh my God," I moaned softly, the vibrations coursing through the length of my shaft and making my cockhead tingle.
"Ooo, you gonna cum?" Olivia asked casually, her grin growing wider as she watched me squirm.
To put it simply...yes, I was.
I gave a slight nod, which was all I could manage before the feeling took me. I buried myself in Gemma's pussy as deep as the toy would allow, finally succumbing to the intense sensation that had been building within me for the last half hour. Tilting my head back, my eyes clamped shut as a thick rope of spunk shot forth from the tip of my prick.
"UGGGHHH, FUUUCCCKKK!!!" I yelled, pretty much roaring as loud as I could as my body tensed from bottom to top.
"OHHH, YESSS!!!" screamed Gemma back, cumming on the spot as the first blast of jism struck the back wall of her snatch.
I couldn't see her face anymore than I could see my own, but I was sure that between us we were the visual definition of 'powerful fucking orgasm'. Her pussy tightened around the width of my shaft, squeezing more cum out as the toy kept buzzing against our sensitive parts. I must have cum for close to a minute, firing so much spunk into Gemma's tight pussy that I was starting to wonder if I was ever gonna stop. Similarly, Gemma's climax seemed to go on forever, her pussy contracting with each rope of jism that I shot inside her, which in turn made me cum even more. Orgasms don't get more mutual than that.
At some point my climax did finally cease and I returned my head to its normal position, opening my eyes to the vision before me. Gemma clung limply to the two nearest ropes, her face a picture of post-orgasmic bliss. Olivia switched the toy off and set it down on the edge of the table, looking utterly delighted with what she'd achieved.
I stayed inside Gemma for another few seconds then slowly pulled out of her pussy, stepping to the side as Olivia replaced me. Dropping to her knees on the basement floor, she buried her head between Gemma's long legs, licking up my cum as it oozed from the slit of her pussy. Olivia swallowed the initial load then stuck her tongue in deep, making sure she got every last drop.
Removing one of her gloves, Olivia pushed her middle and ring fingers into Gemma's wet pussy, keeping her pinky and index fingers pointed up as she fucked her friend with the inserted digits. I could hear the wetness squelching inside her and when Olivia pulled her fingers out...well, let's just say that Gemma had regained her ability to squirt.
To wrap things up, Olivia took my cock in her mouth and sucked out the last of my cum. Once she was satisfied that she'd gotten it all, we finally untied Gemma. We stayed down in the basement for another few hours, making use of the various units, before going back upstairs where the sex continued. I won't relay everything we did, but a particular highlight was fucking Olivia from behind again, while she ate out Gemma who was tied to the bed.



Olivia finally took off some time around nine. Gemma was still horned up from her visit so we fucked a couple more times before calling it a night. We woke up late the following morning and fucked once more before going to the kitchen to fix some brunch. We ate out in the garden then went back inside to take a shower. We didn't fuck in there but we did go down on each other (then fucked on my bed before getting dressed). We went for a hike in the late afternoon then took another shower (this time we did fuck) and I left Gemma in her room to get ready while I went to get started on dinner.
The food was almost ready by the time she came and joined me, wearing a skin tight zebra print dress and red thigh high boots. She looked amazing and I suddenly felt a little underdressed in the jeans and t-shirt I'd put on. Though I shouldn't have been concerned, as I'd soon find out, for what I was wearing was of little importance. Gemma had seen, via Instagram stories, that one of her friends (she didn't say who) had just arrived that afternoon at LAX.
After our wild(e) night with Olivia, Gemma was in need of a night on the town and had asked her friend if she wanted to join her. Turns out she did and Gemma had an Uber booked to whisk her into the city to meet her friend for drinks.
"Hmm, very nice," I said once she'd told me her plans. "And am I invited?"
"Uh uh," said Gemma. "Girls' night only. But if you're lucky, I might bring her back here later."
"Please do," I grinned, fetching some plates from the kitchen cupboard. "Gonna eat before you head out?"
"Oh, absolutely. That smells delicious."
"Wait 'til you taste it. Go grab a seat and I'll dish some up."
Gemma took a seat and I fixed us two plates of my finest stir fry. Gemma forked some into her mouth and groaned in delight as the flavours hit her.
"Mmm. Oh my God, that's like heaven."
"Why thank you," I said with a nonchalant grin, plucking the cork from a bottle of wine. "Pregame?"
"Don't mind if I do."
I poured us both a glass of wine then took a seat at the table. We chatted a little while we ate our dinner, but Gemma's Uber was on its way so she kinda had to eat and run. She hopped down from her chair as her phone app pinged then hurried around to my side of the table and gave me a kiss goodbye.
"Wait up, won't you?" she asked.
"Oh, absolutely," was how I replied. I wouldn't have gone to bed if my life depended on it.
Gemma grinned then turned on her heels and rushed towards the doorway, blowing me a kiss as she opened the door and stepped out into the night. I finished my meal then returned to the kitchen to wipe it all down and fill up the dishwasher. I poured myself a fresh glass of wine and sat down on the couch, flicking through the channels on my massive TV. Gemma was gone for several hours so I got a fair bit of watching done while I waited for her to return. I watched a game of basketball and several different shows, and was halfway through a late night showing of Baby Driver when I heard the door handle turning behind me.
I turned to look as the door swung open and suddenly I was seeing double as Gemma stepped through the open doorway, accompanied by none other than Miss Lily James. I don't know if you've ever been watching a movie when one of its stars walks into your house, but it's pretty surreal I can tell you that.
"Honey, I'm home," called Gemma as she closed the front door, clasping Lily's hand and leading her towards the couch. "Lily, Tyler. Tyler, Lily."
"Hi" I said as I looked at Lily, looking incredible in a short black dress that had lots of holes in it, exposing the skin underneath.
"Nice to meet you," she said, turning to look at the screen. "Hmm, I recognise her."
"Is this weird for you?" I asked, chuckling. "'Cause I can turn it over if it is."
"No, no, leave it," said Lily. "I had a lot of fun working on this movie."
Lily took a seat beside me and Gemma sat down to my left, draping an arm across my shoulder.
"Good night?" I asked, turning to face her.
"Mmhmm," said Gemma. "Except Lily kept getting hit on left, right and centre."
Lily laughed. "Oh yeah, like you weren't too!"
"Maybe a little," Gemma admitted. "But they were mainly after you. Can't really blame them when you're wearing that dress."
"What about you in those fuck me boots?!" Lily said, laughing. "Anyway, that blonde guy was all over you. He was pretty fit too." That's 'hot' in British, by the way.
"He was OK," said Gemma. A felt her hand slide up my neck, fingers combing through my thick locks of hair. "But what was that thing Paul Newman said? Something about steak at home?"
She and Lily grinned at each other. "Quite a big steak too," said Lily, stroking my right arm. "Think you can manage it all by yourself?"
"Hasn't stopped me before," Gemma replied. "But you know I like to share."
With that a hand came up to my cheek and Lily turned me towards her, leaning in for a kiss. Our lips pressed together and I felt her tongue push into my mouth, twisting and writhing against my own. I felt a hand snake up my thigh as Gemma kissed along my shoulders and neck. Lily broke the kiss, moving her hand to my chin as she turned me towards her friend.
"OK, now we do need to turn this off," Lily declared as I made out with Gemma, wrapping an arm around each of the girls. "I can't watch myself when I'm fooling around."
The sound from the movie suddenly cut out and the next thing I heard was a tap from my remote as she set it down on the coffee table. Gemma's lips came free from mine and a little grin spread across my face as she leaned across towards Lily. I sat back and watched as they got on their knees and pressed their lips together, sliding my hands down each of their backs and cupping two handfuls of ass.
Lily's in particular felt fucking amazing. Obviously I knew that she had a great ass, but I hadn't counted how truly incredible it would feel when clasped in the palm of my hand. So thick and round and laden with muscle. It felt so good, in fact, that it almost distracted me from the sight of them kissing. Almost, but not quite.
Their lips came apart and they both snuck a glance at me before going back in for more. Of course, I took that as an invitation and I leaned in closer without further delay, turning the kiss into a threeway. Two sets of lips pressed up against mine and I added my tongue to the violent tussle that was already well underway.
Gemma pulled away first, leaving me and Lily to get better acquainted as she gripped the hem of my t-shirt and pulled it up over my chest. Lifting my arms up, I briefly broke from the kiss with Lily as Gemma pulled my t-shirt up over my head and flung it over the back of the sofa. Me and Lily got right back to it as Gemma leaned in and kissed my neck, running her hands down my sculpted torso.
Gemma kissed down past my collarbone and over one of my pecs, licking and kissing my six pack. The next thing I heard was my belt unbuckling and Lily's lips came free from mine, watching attentively as Gemma unzipped my jeans. Gemma slid her fingers under the waistband of my boxers and I lifted my ass up so she could remove them. Gemma lowered both garments in one, my cock springing out as I sat back down.
"Oh, wow!" said Lily, shifting forward as my cock came free. "That's quite a steak, huh?"
"Filet mignon," Gemma quipped and the two of them giggled as they shared a kiss, stroking my cock as their lips pressed together.
The two girl handjob felt truly amazing and the sight of them tonguing each other just made it even better. I kicked down my pants as I watched them kiss, wrestling my feet from them and kicking them aside.
"OK," said Lily, peeling her lips from Gemma's, "who's going first?"
"You are," said Gemma, grinning from ear to ear.
"You're too kind," said Lily and the two of them shared another quick kiss before she dipped her head down and slid her lips down onto my cock.
I tilted my head back and unleashed a moan as her lips slid down to the ridge of my crown. Her tongue found the slit and she licked it several times, lapping at the precum that was already forming there. Lily released her grip on my cock but Gemma kept hold of it as she pushed down lower, sinking down to around mid-shaft. As Lily started bobbing her head, Gemma worked her fist along the first few inches, almost jerking my cock into Lily's mouth.
"Look at that teamwork," said Gemma, her grin stretching wider as she stroked my cock.
They really did work well together. Every movement of Gemma's soft hand was perfectly synced with Lily's full lips, and the constant stream of spit that Lily left behind ensured my cock stayed thoroughly lubed.
They clearly didn't require any outside assistance so I simply sat there and let them get on with it, tightening my grip on both their asses as they shared my throbbing cock. Repeating myself, I know, but they felt incredible. Particularly Lily's, which again was distracting me from her sucking my cock. Honestly though, I was perfectly fine with that and I decided to distract myself even further by pulling up the hem of her dress and baring her cheeks to the air.
And God-fucking-dam, did her ass look good from this angle, helped considerably by the tight black thong that bisected those perfect cheeks. The sight alone made my dick throb harder and I could feel my precum increasing in volume as it trickled across her tongue. My grip tightened on it even more, digging my fingers into her soft, bronzed flesh. I felt like Gemma was getting left out, so I did the same to her, hiking up the hem of her dress and grabbing her peach-shaped ass, covered only by her frilly French knickers.
My hands slid down in between their cheeks and kept going down until I found their pussies, both of which were noticeably warm. Lily's especially, since she was the one that was sucking my cock. I rubbed my fingers against the lips of her pussy, noting that her thong was wet to the touch. Full disclosure? I was dying to get to her pussy, so I slid my fingers under the sides of her thong to initiate direct contact. Kind of a bold move, but since my dick was in her mouth right now it didn't feel like I was overstepping.
Lily certainly didn't have any complaints, and I heard her start moaning as she sucked my cock, particularly as my fingers found the nub of her clit and started rubbing gently against it. The clitoral stimulation made her pussy even wetter as my fingers moved back up to her slit, the middle one sliding into her with the gentlest of pushes.
Her lips slid up to the tip of my prick and she moaned out loud as it popped from between them, clamping her eyes shut as my finger went deep, exploring her warm insides. Gemma saw her opportunity and grasped it with both hands. Literally. She kept her right clasped tightly at the base as she gripped my shaft with the other, stroking it up and down as she stuck her tongue out, swirling it around the tip.
Lily took a brief moment to regain her composure then promptly joined her friend, both of their tongues now lapping at my helmet as Gemma jerked me off. They kept that up for several minutes, essentially tongue kissing with my cock in the middle. It looked just as hot as it sounds, and felt even better than that.
I could feel Lily's pussy getting steadily wetter, an audible squelching now filling the room as I sunk my finger inside her. My other hand kept groping at Gemma's firm ass and I could feel it creeping ever closer to her pussy, almost moving of its own accord. I hooked my fingers under the waistband of her panties and tried to pull them down, finding it difficult with a single hand.
Gemma released her grip on my cock and reached back to help me, pulling them down to the top of her boots. Wrapping her lips around the tip of my prick, her lips slid down as she lowered her panties, sinking down to around mid mid-shaft. I rubbed two fingers against her drippy wet slit, getting them slick with moisture then pushing them inside her. My fingers slid straight down to the knuckle and I started pumping them back and forth, making her moan as she sucked my cock.
Lily watched as her girlfriend blew me, reaching back in between her legs and putting two fingers to the nub of her clit. Again, her pussy got noticeably wetter and I added a second finger to the one already inside her, sinking them into her darkest depths. Gemma's lips made a hasty retreat and Lily was quick to take over, going even deeper than Gemma had done.
This continued for quite some time. The girls took turns to suck my cock, going down deeper each time like they were trying to outdo each other. Lily was first to reach the bottom and my head fell back against the couch cushions as I felt her lips press against my groin, my crown nestled in the back of her throat. She kept it there for several seconds, leaving behind a mess of saliva as her lips pulled back to the tip.
Eager to match her friend, Gemma sunk down onto my cock and quickly made it vanish, even pumping her mouth on it a few times as she took it straight down to the base. Both of them deepthroated me a few more times then gripped my cock with one hand each and started stroking, smearing spit along the length of my shaft.
"Do I get to go first again?" asked Lily, fluttering her lashes as she looked across at Gemma.
"Mmhmm," said Gemma. She lowered her panties the rest of the way and dropped them onto the floor. "But we should go to my room first. I think we need more space."
"Good idea," said Lily, and with that the two of them climbed down from the couch, Gemma clasping Lily's hand as she led her across the room.
I pulled my socks off then rose to my feet, following closely behind them. As they walked together side by side, I stared in awe at Lily's thick ass. The shape of that thing was just utterly perfect, and the way it moved as she crossed the room? Poetry in motion. Letting go of Lily's hand, Gemma looked back at me and flashed me a wink as she grabbed onto Lily's ass. Lily returned the favour, and I watched intently as they strode through the hallway, squeezing and slapping each other's asses as they headed for the bedroom.
Gemma took Lily by the hand again and led her into her room. I followed in behind, closing the door as Gemma turned, pulling Lily towards her. Their lips pressed together and Gemma's hands went straight for her ass, getting a firm grip on those two thick cheeks. Gemma winked at me again as she pried them apart, revealing the crack of her thong-covered her ass.
I moved in behind her without even thinking, like Lily's ass had a magnetic pull. I pressed my body against hers, placing my hands on her hips as I slotted my cock into the crack of her ass. Their lips came apart and Lily started moaning softly as I ground my cock up against her. Rubbing my shaft against her pussy, I could feel her wetness through her thong.
Gemma gripped onto the hem of Lily's dress and lifted it up higher, pulling it over the small of her back and up to her shoulders. Breaking the kiss, Lily lifted her arms up so Gemma could remove her dress, light brown hair spilling down her back as she pulled it up over her head. The two came together again and continued making out while I brushed Lily's hair aside, kissing the side of her neck. My hands, of course, went straight to her ass, and I groped and squeezed it as I moved down lower, kissing between her shoulders.
I continued downwards as I dropped down slowly, leaving a trail of kisses across Lily's fit back. Dropping to my knees on the bedroom floor, I found myself face to face with Lily's perfect ass. I took a few seconds to admire it up close, grabbing and squeezing it with both my hands. I couldn't wait a moment longer and I threw myself forward as quick as I could, burying my face in her ass crack. I didn't even take off her thong first; I just wanted to feel those cheeks pressed against my face and, damn, did it feel amazing.
"Oh!" I heard her yelp as I shoved myself in there. "OK. Wow. He's pretty friendly, this one, isn't he?"
"Mmhmm," Gemma said back. "He likes meeting new people."
She wasn't wrong; I really do like meeting new people. Especially people with an ass like this.
I pried my face from between her cheeks and hooked my fingers under the sides of her thong, whipping it down in one fell swoop. I gripped her ass cheeks and prised them apart, taking a look at her shaven snatch, the lips of which were already visibly moist. Again I threw my face in there as quick as I possibly could, poking my tongue out this time as I gave a long lick along the length of her slit. The taste of her pussy was absolutely perfect and I felt it linger on the tip of my tongue as I went a little higher, licking along her taint and up to her asshole.
"Oh my God! He's licking my arse!" she suddenly screamed, sounding one part shocked and two parts aroused. Or maybe the other way around.
"Yeah, he does that," Gemma replied, and though I couldn't see her, I could vividly picture the grin on her face.
I repeated the process several more times before moving down lower, settling at the nub of her clit. I licked her vigorously, lapping at Lily's pink clit with quick, sharp flicks of my tongue. Her legs started trembling almost immediately, and I could hear her moaning as the girls made out.
"He's good at that, huh?" I heard Gemma ask, running her hands along Lily's back.
"Uh huh," Lily replied, seemingly unable to say much else as I licked her pussy with increasing vigour.
Her head fell backwards and again I could picture the look of sheer ecstasy that was etched across her face. I could hear Gemma kissing her body, where I couldn't say, but wherever it was it sounded hot, and it only made her pussy wetter, heat pouring into my nostrils as I tongued her throbbing clit.
It didn't take much to make her cum. Just a few short minutes of my tongue on her clit and she was basically putty in my hands. Short, sharp breaths blew forth from her lips, and a hot rush of fluid surged forth from within her, coating my tongue at the point of climax. I kept on licking as I felt her cum, making sure I gathered every drop of fluid as it seeped from the lips of her pussy. I gave a long lick along Lily's wet slit, cleaning up the remnants as I moved up higher, briefly returning to her puckered pink ass. My tongue slid across Lily's tight asshole as I lifted my knees off the ground, licking along the small of her back as I slowly rose to my feet.
My licks turned to kisses as I reached her shoulders, then Lily turned her head back as I reached her neck, tasting her pussy and asshole as I pressed my lips against hers. Gemma joined us shortly after and three of us shared a passionate kiss, tongues writhing in every direction. My hands roamed over Lily's thick ass, groping and caressing as our lips came apart. Peering over her shoulder, she posed a question that made my cockhead twitch with excitement.
"How do you want me?"
"Oh, definitely from behind," I said emphatically, giving her asscheeks a nice firm squeeze.
The girls both laughed as Gemma removed her dress, leaving her boots on as she climbed up onto the bed, laying on her back with her head on the pillows. Lily climbed up next, kneeling at the edge of the bed with her ass stuck out behind her. Lily hooked her arms around Gemma's fit thighs and buried her face in between them. I moved in behind her and gripped my cock, rubbing the tip against her pussy. I was literally stunned by how wet her lips were and I entered her pussy with barely a thrust.
Her pussy was tight, but her soft inner walls were so slick with moisture that there was practically no resistance, allowing me to sink straight down to the base. Lily gave a gentle moan that was deeply muffled by Gemma's snatch. My pelvis pressed against her big, firm ass and I stayed inside her for several seconds, enjoying the feel of her tight, gripping pussy and the glorious sight of those cheeks pressed against me.



Pulling back slowly, I drew my dick right back to the tip, noting how much moisture had been left on my shaft. I have no idea in terms of volume, but it was a hell of a freakin' lot. I fucked her like that for several minutes, giving long, slow thrusts that vanished my cock an inch at a time. I watched attentively as she went down on Gemma, basically using her pussy to jerk myself off.
Placing a hand at the back of her head, Gemma's eyes stayed locked on hers, giving light nods of encouragement and coos of appreciation. I couldn't see what she was doing, of course, but if the look of pleasure on Gemma's face was anything to go by, then my dick was not distracting her. And you know what that means, right? It means I wasn't fucking her hard enough.
I rectified that situation almost immediately, tightening my grip on her womanly hips as I started thrusting harder. Maintaining the same depth, I significantly increased the force and speed, throwing myself into her with very little self-control. My pelvis started clapping her cheeks, making them jiggle in hypnotic fashion, the resulting smacks of muscle on muscle now bouncing off the bedroom walls.
Lily's moans got steadily louder and noticeably less muffled as she began to neglect her duties. Gemma placed a hand at the back of her head, encouraging her to continue as she pulled her back into her pussy. Can't blame her for trying, though I fear her efforts may have been in vain.
Then I started thrusting harder, which only made matters worse. Worse for Gemma, but better for Lily and better for me, 'cause now her asscheeks were rippling like crazy. I was truly in awe of her beautiful ass, the size and shape both second to none. Without even thinking, I released my grip on Lily's thick hips and grabbed onto her ass, spreading her cheeks a little as I drilled into her pussy.
Her asshole winked with each thrust I took, and the temptation to switch from one hole to the other was almost too much to bear. Somehow I managed to resist, knowing full well that asking for anal from a girl I'd just met would be incredibly forward, even for me. Besides, her pussy felt so fucking good that I didn't even want to pull out of it. And more importantly, Lily didn't want me to either. Not until she'd cum, at least, which didn't look too far away.
I moved my hands around to Lily's tight stomach, sliding one up to her chest as I pulled her up off the mattress. Wrapping my arms around her, I pinned her body up against my own, holding her in place as I delivered the last few thrusts. Again, Gemma didn't seem to mind and her lips curled up in a playful grin as she reached between her legs, playing with her pussy while I fucked her friend.
Grabbing a tit with one of my hands, the other went down to Lily's stiff clit, rubbing it vigorously as I threw myself into her, pounding hard and fast. Lily threw an arm back, draping it lazily across one of my shoulders, while her other hand gripped onto mine, our fingers interlocking as I groped her perky breast. I couldn't see her ass now, which of course was a shame, but I could still feel it rippling as it cushioned each pelvic slam. Lily came in a matter of minutes and a high-pitched scream flew forth from her lips as I delivered the critical thrust.
"OHHH, FUUUCCCKKK!!! YES!!!"
I buried myself inside her, feeling her squeeze me as her pussy contracted, strumming her clit at the point of climax. I could feel her muscles tightening, her body trembling as I held her against me. I looked down at Gemma, an amused grin pulling at the sides of her mouth as she slowly rubbed her pussy.
I stayed inside Lily until the tremors subsided then pulled myself out of her slowly. Slotting my cock into the crack of her ass, I gently rubbed it against her as she turned to kiss me, still breathing heavily as our lips embraced. I kept my hand pressed against her chest, feeling her heart rate return to normal as she shared a long kiss, a passionate one with lots of tongue.
"See what I mean about steak at home?" asked Gemma, her grin growing wider as she watched us kiss.
"Mmhmm," said Lily as she pried her lips from mine. "You've gotta finish her off now."
"Way ahead of ya," I said with a smirk.
Lily laughed as she moved to the side, and I shifted forward on the king-size bed, closing in on Gemma as she waved me towards her. Crawling up on top of her, I leaned in for a kiss as I grabbed my cock and slid it straight into her pussy. She moaned into my mouth as my hips rowed inward and I sheathed myself inside her. Our lips came apart and I started thrusting, planting my elbows either side of her head so we stayed close together, staring into each other's eyes.
She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and I leaned in and kissed her again as I thrusted slowly, steadily feeding her my long, thick cock. I felt a hand brush against my back and at first I thought it was Gemma until I heard a voice beside me.
"Well, isn't this a sweet scene?" Lily quipped. "I hate to interrupt you, guys, but I'd like to sit on her face."
Gemma giggled as she broke from the kiss and lowered her arms from around my neck. I pushed myself up until my back was straight, reaching back behind me and grabbing Gemma's calves. Lifting her legs up, I placed her ankles on each of my shoulders as she looked at Lily, beckoning her with a single finger.
"Come here, you," Gemma grinned, purring excitedly as Lily threw a leg over and set her ass down on top of her face.
I watched intently as Gemma wrapped her arms around Lily's strong thighs, Lily raking her hair back as her face lit up with pleasure. It was a hell of a sight, and as good as it felt to fuck her hot pussy, it was hard not feel a little jealous as Gemma got a faceful of Lily's big ass. I wrapped my arms around Gemma's long legs as I thrusted harder, getting some purchase as I pulled myself into her pussy. Gemma's moans increased in volume, and even an ass as thick as Lily's wasn't enough to block them out as I drilled into her tight pink pussy, hitting her deepest spots.
Lily placed her hands down on Gemma's perky chest, cupping her titties as they flopped and up and down, jiggling with every thrust. Leaning forward slightly, Lily reached down between Gemma's legs and put two fingers to her stiff pink clit. Gemma's pussy got noticeably tighter and if the grin on Lily's face was anything to go by, then she was fully aware of that. I placed a finger underneath her chin and pulled her in for a kiss, my breathing laboured as I rammed my cock into Gemma's wet pussy.
The clitoral stimulation proved decisive and the orgasm hit her with potent force. Lily kept rubbing at the nub of her clit, ensuring she came as hard as possible. And boy, did she succeed. Fluid gushed from the depths of her pussy, soaking my shaft from base to tip. Her whole body tightened, most noticeably her pelvic muscles, which gripped onto my cock and didn't let go. Her moans got louder as the feeling spread, but were still very muffled as she tongued at Lily's clit.
"Ohh, yes! Keep going, Gemma," Lily cried out. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum on your face!"
A few more flicks of Gemma's skilled tongue and Lily made good on her promise, a second set of orgasmic screams now filling the expanse of the room. Lily fell forward as her orgasm hit, collapsing on top of Gemma with her head in between her legs. I pulled back a little to give her some space, leaving only my crown inside Gemma's tight pussy. All I could see was the top of her head but whatever she was doing was clearly enough to revive her fading climax. Gemma's pussy gripped me again and a fresh wave of sticky arousal flooded the tip of my shaft.
Gemma dug her fingers into Lily's thick ass, the sound of her tongue on Lily's wet pussy still very much audible. Lily's head flew up from between her legs, still rubbing at the nub of her clit, as her own powerful orgasm was extended by another few seconds. They kept that up for quite some time, making each other cum so hard and for so long that I was starting to wonder if they even needed me.
Finally, Lily lifted her head up, flashing me a grin as she raised herself up and climbed down from on top of her friend. Kneeling at her side, she leant over Gemma and gave her a lingering kiss. Their lips came apart and I pushed my cock back into Gemma's tight pussy, leaning down to kiss her myself. As we kissed, I slid my arms under the small of her back and rolled us both over, laying on my back with her body on top of me.
Gemma gave an excited gasp and pushed herself up so her back was straight, resting her knees either side of my hips. She started to ride me without further delay, her perky tits jiggling with every pass. As Gemma fell into a steady rhythm, I turned to Lily as she knelt at my side, beckoning her forward with a wave of my hand.
"My turn," was all I said. Frankly, it's all I needed to say as Lily understood me perfectly.
A wily grin stretched across her face as she threw a leg over, planting her knees either side of my head. I watched in amazement as that perfect ass hovered above me, bracing myself for impact as she lowered it down, dropping it onto my face. At first she basically smothered me; my face disappeared into the crack of her ass and I could feel her big buttcheeks pressing down on top of me, cutting off my air supply. Needless to say, it felt incredible. I wrapped my arms around the tops of her thighs, basically holding her there for as long as I could take it. I could still feel Gemma riding my cock, but honestly at this point that was almost an afterthought.
Soon enough my head began to swim and I could feel my body start crying out for air. I moved my hands to the small of her back and tapped against it twice. We hadn't discussed any kind of signal but luckily Lily recognised it as one. And thank God she did, 'cause I was about five seconds away from passing out. She lifted her ass up from on top of my face and I desperately gasped her breath, pulling in as much oxygen as I could fit inside my chest. Lily peered back over her shoulder, looking thoroughly amused as I laid there panting.
"More?" she asked as she gripped her asscheeks, pulling them apart so I could see both holes.
If I didn't want more already, I definitely did after that. I didn't say a word, simply grabbing onto her hips and pulling her down on top of me; I figured that was answer enough. This time my tongue came out and I put it straight to Lily's pussy, licking from her clit to her asshole. I did that several times, noting that her pussy was a little bit wetter each time I did so. Moving up higher, I finally settled on Lily's pink asshole, licking across it with slow, hard swipes of my tongue.
I moved my hands from Lily's thighs and reached down lower, grabbing onto Gemma's hips. At first I simply lifted and dropped her, assisting each motion as she rode my cock. Pushing her down one final time, I held her there for close to a minute, her asscheeks pressed against the tops of my thighs as my cock throbbed inside her, the crown twitching as it touched her cervix.
My hands moved lower, grabbing onto Gemma's ass as I lifted her up again. Pulling her up to the ridge of my crown, I kept her there as I started thrusting, bouncing my ass off the mattress as I drilled up into her pussy. The next thing I heard was the two of them kissing, both moaning loudly as they straddled my face and cock.
My tongue kept lapping at Lily's tight ass, gliding across it as I fucked her friend. Reaching back behind her, I felt her fingers slide into my hair, gripping two fistfuls as she started grinding, rubbing her buttcrack against my face. I made sure my tongue stayed nice and flat, allowing her to use it however she pleased. Lily tightened her grip, almost pulling my hair out as she grinded faster, making me taste her pussy and ass. I let her do that several times before I started licking, adding extra pressure to her asshole and clit.
"Ooh, yeah! That's it," Lily cooed. "Right there. Mmm, fuck, I'm gonna cum."
"Oh, God! Me too!" said Gemma, moaning loudly as she took my cock.
"Mmm, yes!" said Lily, purring excitedly. "Make us cum together, OK?"
Lily stopped moving, allowing me to settle on the nub of her clit. My tongue flicked sharply against it, wagging back and forth as I thrusted harder into Gemma's wet pussy, performing both actions to a T. Both of them came at the exact same time, just as Lily had requested. I kept on thrusting into Gemma's pussy, making sure I hit that spot right at the point of climax. Of course I couldn't see her when her orgasm hit, but if she screams she made were anything to go by, then she came pretty fucking hard. I licked a little harder at Lily's stiff clit and was promptly rewarded by a warm gush of fluid that soaked every inch of my tongue.
They stayed like that for a little bit longer, their breathing heavy as they shared some final kisses. Gemma climbed down a few seconds later but Lily stayed right where she was, leaning forward at the waist with her ass still on top of my face. I felt her lips slide onto my crown and she sucked my cock with immediate vigour, greedily cleaning her girlfreind's fluids.
I wrapped my arms around the small of her back and put my tongue back to work. I'd already made her cum, of course, but with Lily's pussy in front of my face, what else do you expect me to do? I licked her slower this time, just easing my tongue up and down her slit, gathering all the juices as they dripped from between her lips. Honestly, she tasted so good, I could have done that all fucking day.
Two hands pressed against my thighs and the next thing I felt was a pair of lips wrapping around my balls, sucking them in turn as Lily took care of the shaft. I kept on licking up and down her slit, even moving a little higher so I could taste her ass as well. It tasted devine, just like the rest of her, and I lifted my head off the pillows a little so I could push my tongue inside it. Lily started moaning as she sucked my cock, going down deeper with every pass until her lips pushed down to the hilt. She pumped her mouth up and down it five or six times then pulled back up to the tip, popping the crown from between her lips.
"OK, I need to sit on this again," said Lily as she shifted forward, her ass still stuck out behind her as she crawled across the mattress.
Lily stopped when she reached my groin, planting her knees either side of me.
"I think he'd like me like this, don't you?" Lily asked. She was talking to Gemma but I took the liberty of answering for her.
"Mmhmm," I said, making them both laugh.
Lily reached back and gripped my cock, aligning the tip with the slit of her pussy. Lily slid down onto my cock, sighing deeply as I slipped inside her. Gemma knelt in front of her, taking Lily's face in her hands and pulling her in for a kiss. Lily's hand came free from the base and she started to slide down the length of my shaft, her asscheeks pressing against my six pack abs as she sunk right down to the bottom.
Their lips came apart and Lily unleashed a feverish moan as my cock slid up inside her, sinking into her deepest parts. She stayed like that for several seconds, feeling me throb inside her tight pink pussy. Then she pulled up slowly, and I noted how wet she'd left my cock as she worked her pussy back up to the tip. She kept it there for a beat or two then dropped back down again, harder this time, a sharp, loud smacking sound echoing around the room as her ass crashed down on my pelvis.
She proceeded to ride me with little restraint, sliding right up to the tip of my prick and dropping back down again as hard as she could. Every pass made my dick disappear, her asscheeks rippling as they beat down against my abs. All I did was lay there and take it, admiring the sight of her wonderful ass as it rose and fell before me.
Lily rode my cock for several minutes before suddenly stopping. Lifting her ass up, she stuck it out further as she bent at the waist, stretching her arms out and gripping the sides of the mattress. That was my cue to thrust and of course I did so without a second's thought. Grabbing her ass, I dug my fingers into those big, thick cheeks as I threw my ass up off the mattress, driving up into her pussy with sharp, hard snaps of my hips. Her cheeks were rippling as I held them in my hands, and deafening smacks started filling the room as I clapped her ass with each pelvic thrust.
Gemma moved from between my legs, kneeling at the edge of the bed so she could get a better look. Can't say I blame her, 'cause the view from back here was a sight to behold. But Gemma wanted to do more than look. Bending forward, she leaned over the small of her friend's fit back, pushing her tongue out and steering it towards her asshole. She looked at me and smirked as her tongue started moving, flicking back and forth across Lily's tight sphincter.
Lily's muscles tightened in response, but her pussy was so incredibly wet that any resistance was minimal at best. Turns out Gemma's tongue was the missing ingredient and it pushed her to the edge very, very quickly. Lily threw her head back, screaming at the ceiling above her as I kept on thrusting, hitting her g-spot repeatedly and sparking an orgasm that tore through her body like an earthquake.
"OH, FUCK! YEEESSS!!!"
Her pussy tightened even further and my cock was doused in sticky, warm fluid as it gushed from deep inside her. Gemma kept licking her ass, prolonging her orgasm for as long as she possibly could. And it worked like a charm, 'cause I was starting to wonder if it was ever gonna stop.
Eventually it did and Lily leaned forward, easing herself off my cock. My shaft was glistening with Lily's arousal, and Gemma grabbed it as it popped from her pussy, clutching it tightly at the base. Gemma sunk down onto my cock, sucking at it greedily as she slurped up Lily's fluids. Pulling back up to the tip, she ran her hand up and down my cock, smearing her saliva all over the shaft. Gemma did that several times, bringing me to the brink of climax. At first I thought she wanted me to cum in her mouth, but Gemma had other ideas.
Lily started to turn but Gemma stopped her, placing a hand at the small of her back.
"Uh uh, you stay right there," Gemma instructed, my cock twitching as she jerked me off.
Lily kept herself bent at the waist, with her ass thrust out behind, and suddenly all became clear. That's where she wanted me to cum. Gemma angled my cock a little, pointing it more directly at Lily's thick ass. Again I was stunned by the size and shape. It was such a perfect target that it may as well have had a big red circle printed on it.
A few more strokes and my bellend erupted, violently emitting a thick rope of spunk that shot from my tip like a bullet from a gun. Gemma aimed it at Lily's right ass cheek and hit her skin with an audible splat. Then she pointed it at the left cheek, coating that one too as more of my cum sprayed forth from the tip. Finally, she pointed my cock at Lily's pink asshole, jerking out whatever was left and leaving several drops of off-white semen splattered across her friend's tight sphincter.
Gemma grinned, looking mightily pleased with herself as she admired her handiwork. She dropped her head back into my lap and wrapped her lips around my cockhead, sucking out the last few drops. Then she turned to Lily, licking the cum off both her asscheeks. Then she did the same to her butthole, even sticking her tongue in it for good measure.
"Wow!" said Lily, panting heavily as she looked at Gemma. "I'll never look at steak the same way again."
The two of them laughed then shared another kiss, Lily tasting my cum and her asshole as Gemma's tongue pushed into her mouth.
The three of us took a quick break to regain our energy then got back down to business. We fucked twice more before the night was through, finally passing out some time around sunup. The three of us woke in the early afternoon and fucked once more before heading downstairs to get some food. Gemma and Lily went to take a shower together and somehow I managed to leave them to it. Of course, I would have liked nothing more than to fuck them both in the shower, but something told me that Gemma had plans for the evening ahead; plans that I should save my energy for. I was not disappointed.



        The Getaway: Gemma Chan Pt. 02

        Constance Wu teaches Gemma Chan how to give a lapdance.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-getaway-gemma-chan-pt-02

Title: The Getaway: Gemma Chan Pt. 02

Author: DarkSwordsmanReturns

Category: Celebrities & Fan Fiction

Description: Constance Wu teaches Gemma Chan how to give a lapdance.

Tags: femdom, threesome, bdsm, lashana lynch, oral, brie larson, creampie, anal, constance wu, gemma chan




By the time Gemma and Lily were done in the shower, the evening had already begun. While Gemma got ready for the evening's festivities, Lily booked herself an Uber and sat with me on the couch while she waited for it to arrive. The two of us swapped numbers and she said she'd love to stay here next time she's in LA. Hopefully that will be soon.
Lily left when her car arrived and Gemma came out about ten minutes later, looking absolutely gorgeous in a short black dress and matching knee high boots. Joining me on the couch, she filled me in on her plans for the evening. Gemma had invited yet another friend to join us which, with how her stay had gone this far, wasn't exactly a surprise. What was a surprise was that this time, after the shroud of secrecy with the previous two, she told me who she was in advance. It was Constance Wu.
Gemma and Constance had met a few years back while working on a movie together and quickly became very good friends. According to Gemma, the two texted often and regularly had lengthy conversations about all things sex. An item of discussion that had come up recently was Constance's experience of working on the movie Hustlers. She plays a stripper in that movie, for those that don't know, and gave Gemma a very detailed explanation about how the moves she'd learned on set had helped spice up her lovelife.
Now, this I could understand, for my own foray into the world of exotic dancing had certainly spiced up my love life (read the Kat Dennings story and you'll see what I mean). And it was pretty fucking spicy to begin with. Plus, remembering how great Constance looked while performing said moves, it's no surprise that her partner wanted to fuck her brains out.
Anyway, Gemma asked her if she'd teach her some of these moves and Constance said she'd be happy to help. All she needed was someone to perform them on. This is where I came in, and needless to say, I was very excited.
I went to take a shower and get myself ready while Gemma got started on dinner. By the time I'd dressed and styled my hair, Constance had already arrived. She and Gemma were talking in the kitchen while Gemma finished up dinner. Gemma introduced us and I shook Constance's hand, telling her how great it was to meet her. And, well...it really was. She was even more gorgeous than I'd seen in the movies, and looked cute as a button in the short silver dress and open-toed heels she was wearing.
Constance and I took a seat at the table and Gemma dished up dinner, some Chinese dish she'd learned from her mom. Sorry...her 'mum'. Gemma cracked open a bottle of wine before joining us at the table and the three of us got to chatting. It started fairly innocently with the girls catching up on what they'd been up to, what new projects they were working on, etc etc. Once we'd finished up dinner, Constance asked Gemma if she was enjoying her trip, and that's when things got interesting. She didn't go into detail on what we'd been doing, but the answer she gave was highly suggestive.
"We've been keeping busy. Haven't we, Tyler?"
"Mmhmm," I said back, unable to hide my provocative smirk.
"I bet you have," Constance replied, looking me up and down.
Gemma giggled then sipped her drink. "Can't blame me, can you?"
"Oh, fuck no!" Constance exclaimed. "God, if I was staying with a guy like him, I wouldn't fucking stop!"
Gemma nearly choked on her wine. They were talking about me like I wasn't in the room, but obviously I wasn't complaining.
"Do you think he'd make a good test subject? For that thing we talked about?" Gemma asked, her lips curled up in a suggestive grin. I knew exactly which 'thing' she was talking about 'cause she told me about it earlier, so I wasn't quite sure why she was being discreet.
"Fuck, I think he'd made a good anything," Constance quipped, looking at me like a piece of meat. Again, not complaining.
Gemma tipped her head back, unleashing a tittering laugh. "God, Connie, you're such a hornbag!" Dunno what that means exactly, but I'm guessing it's similar to 'horndog'. And if it is then it's a fair assessment.
"Can you blame me?! Fuck, I haven't been laid in weeks. Properly anyway."
"Oof! Blimey," Gemma exclaimed. "Have those stripper moves started wearing off then?"
"No, he still wants it all the time," Constance exclaimed. "But fuuuck, he just isn't hitting the spot."
"God, you poor thing," said Gemma, putting a hand on her friend's.
"I don't need your pity, Gem," Constance replied. "I just need some good dick."
"Well, we'll take care of that, won't we, Tyler?" Gemma asked, not waiting for an answer. "Did you bring a change of clothes?"
"Mmhmm."
"OK, so how about we go and get ourselves ready? Tyler, you can go and sit over there," said Gemma, pointing at the couch on the other side of the room.
Gemma stood and took Constance's hand, helping her out of her chair. I watched intently as she led her across the lounge, walking hand in hand as she took her to her bedroom. I rose from my seat, drained the last of my wine then started clearing the table. I filled up the dishwasher then returned to the lounge, taking a seat as per my instructions. It didn't feel right turning on the TV so I took out my phone and did some light admin; responding to messages, booking appointments etc.
The door reopened about five minutes later and I listened to the clicking of stiletto heels as they came back into the lounge. I put my phone back into my pocket and my jaw almost hit the floor as I watched them cross the room. Constance was wearing a tiny black one piece. So tiny, in fact, that it left her ass almost completely exposed. She also had some sort of choker around her neck, the details of which I wouldn't see until later. Gemma, meanwhile, had opted for a pair of frilly white panties and a matching bra, a pair of thigh high stockings stretching up her long, long legs.
In short, they looked amazing and I could feel myself getting hard already as they walked into the centre of the room, standing just before me as I sat on the couch. It was then that I saw that Constance's choker spelled the word 'sexy' in big block silver letters. Conceited? Maybe. Accurate? Definitely.
I tried not to gawp as they stood there before me, grins on their faces and hands on their hips.
"So," said Gemma, "you ready?"
"Absolutely," I replied, my eyes going wide as I looked them up and down.
The girls laughed. "So you need to show me what to do then, huh?" Gemma declared, turning towards her friend.
"Mmhmm," said Constance, pointing at the couch. "Watch and learn, honey."
Gemma took a seat on the couch, close enough to me that she'd be able to see everything, but far enough away that she wouldn't interfere.
"Oh!" she said suddenly, like she'd remembered something important. "Music! Alexa, play some filthy r'n'b."
Yep, that's what she actually said. How any music actually started playing I genuinely do not know.
"Ooh, perfect," said Constance as the song kicked in, a slow, bassy number that fit Gemma's description to a T. "OK, so the key to a good lap dance is to take it slow. Don't just hop up on top of him and start grinding away. Move to the music and let him get a nice long look at your body. The more you tease him, the more he'll want you."
Constance started dancing to the beat of the music, swaying back and forth in rhythmic fashion. She was still standing several feet away, looking me in the eyes as she ran her hands up and down her body. She looked amazing and knew it as well, a confident grin pulling at the sides of her mouth as she worked her tiny frame.
"Then once he's got a good look, you can move a bit closer," said Constance, stepping right up to the edge of the couch. "This is usually when I turn around and give him the view from the back."
Constance slowly turned on her heels and my eyes almost popped straight out when I saw her ass in all its glory. The thong part of her lingerie neatly bisected her perfect cheeks, baring every inch of her shapely behind. It looked incredible and fighting the urge to reach and grab it took all the willpower that I possess.
"OK, now it's time to break out some moves. This is one that always gets them going."
Constance spread her legs about shoulder's width apart then slowly bent forward at the waist, running her hands down her legs until she reached her ankles. Now doubled over, she looked back at me from between her legs, her hair almost brushing the floor as her ass stuck out behind her. Her lingerie stretched as she held the position, pulling tight against her crotch and revealing a hint of cameltoe. I wanted to lick along the crotch of her panties so freakin' bad that I almost couldn't take it.
Constance winked from between her legs, fully aware of the effect she was having. Her hands moved around to the backs of her legs and she ran them up her calves and thighs as she rose up slowly, gradually returning to her previous position.
"Oh, my!" said Gemma, fanning herself with her hand as she watched her friend, almost as entranced as I was.
Constance's hands moved up to her ass and she slapped one of her cheeks, drawing a sharp * SMACK * that echoed around the room.
"Woo!" Gemma shrieked excitedly. "Damn, girl, you're getting me hot over here."
Constance giggled and turned around, looking across at Gemma. "You wanna try?"
"Mmhmm."
Gemma stood and they both switched places, Gemma standing in front of me while Constance joined me on the couch.
"OK, so just move to the music, right?" Gemma asked, starting to sway in time with the beat.
"Yeah, slow and sexy," Constance replied. "Feel the rhythm. Yeah, that's it. You're getting it, girl."
Gemma placed her hands just below her shoulders and slid them slowly down her long, lithe body, all the way down to the tops of her thighs.
"Ohh, wow!" said Constance. She shifted a little closer to me, draping an arm across my shoulders. "She's a natural, huh?"
"I'll say," I replied, my eyes on Gemma as she showcased her moves.
Turning around, she bent at the waist and reached down to the floor, just like Constance had shown her. She slid her hands back up to her thighs as she rose up slowly, signing off with a slap of her ass.
"Phew!" Constance whistled. "Damn, girl, you learn fast! Let's kick things up a notch, shall we?"
She hopped down from the sofa and stood beside her friend.
"So once you're all warmed up, you can start to initiate physical contact."
Gemma sat back down on the couch as Constance moved towards me.
"I like to start like this."
She placed a hand at the top of my head and pulled me in closer, my face and her chest now inches apart.
"Get him in nice and close, then I roll my hips a little. Like this," she said, angling my head down so I was looking at her crotch.
She began to gently rock back and forth, pushing her pussy out with every motion. It was hot as fuck, as I'm sure you can imagine, and I wanted nothing more than to throw her down onto the couch and bury my face in her pussy.
"OK, I think that's enough teasing," said Constance, pushing my head back. "Time to climb aboard."
Constance climbed up onto the couch, planting her knees either side of me as she wrapped her arms around my shoulders. I kept my hands down by my sides, having to literally push them down into the couch cushions to keep them from moving of their own accord.
"Is he allowed to touch?" asked Gemma, clearly aware of the pain I was in.
"That's up to you," Constance replied. "I usually make him wait a while, but if you want to feel his hands on you, then by all means let him touch. I'm gonna make him wait a little longer."
She looked back at me, flashing me a grin that was almost devilish as she started grinding against me. The first thing I noticed was how warm her crotch was and I could feel the heat through my pant leg as she rubbed it against my thigh.
"So you start at the bottom, just above his knee, then work your way up. I like to do it nice and slowly, making sure he's rock hard when I reach his cock."
Shouldn't be a problem there; I'd been rock hard for the past ten minutes. Constance continued to grind back and forth, slowly moving up my thigh until her crotch rubbed up against the tip of my penis.
"Ooo, I think I've found it! That didn't take very long, huh?"
Her grin grew wider and I flashed one back at her, fully aware of the implication.
"And is he hard?" Gemma asked.
"Oh, yeah," said Constance. "He's hard alright."
She moved up higher, now grinding directly onto my shaft. I started throbbing intensely, the crotch of her one piece getting noticeably damp as she rubbed it against my cock. Her deep brown eyes stayed glued on mine and the confident grin never left her face as she ground herself against me.
"Oh, my!" Constance exclaimed, feeling how hard my cock was throbbing. "I think he's enjoying this a little too much. I better cool him off a bit."
She lowered her arms from around my shoulders then climbed down off the couch. She turned around and began to squat down, resting her ass just above my knee. Constance grabbed onto the edge of the couch and started grinding back and forth. It was a similar move to the previous position, only now I was staring at her peach-shaped ass as she backed up into me, wanting nothing more than to reach out and grab it. I think she could sense my desperation, 'cause she peered back over her shoulder, flashing me a wink as she granted permission.
"OK, now you can touch."
I've never seen my hands move faster. Constance had barely even finished her sentence before I reached up and grabbed her. I started at her hips, somehow managing to show some restraint as I moved them slowly to her perfect ass. Gripping two handfuls, I was almost stunned by how it felt, so firm and muscular that it almost gave Lily a run for her money. Not as large, of course, but deliciously supple and perfectly round. Constance kept grinding against me, finding my cock again without much trouble. How this was supposed to be cooling me down I assure you I do not know, but it looked and felt so fucking good that I really wasn't complaining.
She continued to grind on me for several minutes before lifting her ass up higher. If I'm totally honest, I was a little relieved 'cause my cock really needed a break. Just as she'd done in her earlier tease, she reached right down to touch her toes, leaving her ass stuck out as she did so. Now that she was standing closer, it looked even better than it had done before, and being allowed to touch added a whole new level of enjoyment.
This time I showed even more restraint, placing my hands on her muscular calves and moving them slowly along the backs of her legs. I was stunned by how smooth her skin was and how much muscle she had underneath it. My hands slid up past the backs of her thighs and back to her peachy ass. Now spread open, I could see the full outline of her sweet-looking pussy and the visible wet patch on the crotch of her lingerie.
I couldn't hold back any longer. My head moved forward without further delay, burying itself in her ass. My tongue came out as quick as a flash and licked along the slit of her pussy, tasting her wetness through the lacy material.
"OH!" she yelped, and though I couldn't see her face, I could vividly picture the shocked expression that was plastered across it. "Oh my God! Wait, wait! I'm giving a lesson here!" Constance shrieked, her voice a mixture of arousal, amusement and surprise. Though mainly the former, it must be said.
She placed a hand on top of my head and attempted to push me back. I allowed her to do so, just enough so I could give a response.
"That can wait," I said, then turned to Gemma. "You don't mind, do you?"
"Oh, I don't mind," she grinned, staring me down with those big brown eyes as she crawled across the couch.
She placed a finger underneath my chin and pulled me in for a kiss, swirling her tongue around mine.
"I don't mind at all," she added, prying her lips from mine and pushing me back into her friend's tight ass.
I quickly picked up from where I left off, licking up and down her warm, covered pussy, starting at her clit and going right up to her asshole. The next thing I heard was the sound of them kissing as Gemma climbed down from the couch and knelt in front of Constance. Keeping my face in Constance's ass, I moved my hands to the small of her back and started to untie the string on her lingerie.
Prying my face from between her cheeks, I watched intently as Constance slid the shoulder straps down her arms and began to pull down the tight-fitting one piece. Of course I was keen to help, pulling it down past the small of her back. Still making out with Gemma, Constance kept herself bent at the waist as I pulled the garment down past her ass, leaving it bunched at the tops of her thighs.
I took a brief glance at her pretty pink pussy, noting how wet it was as I threw myself forward, returning my head to its rightful place. My tongue rolled out from between my lips and I steered it straight to her clit. I licked it a few times then moved up higher, sliding my tongue along her drippy wet slit. She tasted amazing and I savoured the flavour of her sticky arousal as it seeped from the lips of her pussy.
I licked up and down her several times, finally settling at the nub of her clit. Flicking my tongue back and forth, I felt her clit start twitching against it as I lapped at her point of pleasure. A breathy gasp escaped her lips, and again I could picture the intense look of pleasure that was etched across her face.
"Yeah, he's good at that, huh?" Gemma chimed in, then left several kisses somewhere on her person.
"Mmhmm," Constance moaned back, reaching back behind her and gripping the back of my head.
I moved my hands up and grabbed her hips, gripping them tightly as I licked her faster, encircling her clit with my tongue. Constance's moans got louder and shriller, and her tiny body began to shake as my tongue moved swiftly around the nub of her clit, whipping her into a frenzy.
"Oh my God! Fuck!" she hissed, tightening her grip on my thick locks of hair and needlessly pulling me into her asscrack.
My tongue kept spinning around the nub of her clit, feeling it throb with every movement, fluid seeping from the lips of her snatch. I quickly brought her to the brink of climax and a few more swirls of my talented tongue were all I needed to finish the job.
"Ohhhh! Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes!"
Constance's voice turned loud and shrill, then a wordless squeal flew forth from her lips as her orgasm hit her with full, unrelenting force. Her legs began to tremble and I gripped her tighter to keep her steady as my tongue kept moving, licking her through the throes of climax. I could feel her muscles tensing then finally relax as a hot rush of fluid surged forth from within her, soaking my lips and tongue.
My tongue slowed down then finally stopped as I licked along her slit, lapping up her remaining juices. I licked up past her asshole then kissed left buttcheek in several places, moving down to the back of her thigh. As I pressed my lips against her smooth, soft flesh, I could hear her and Gemma start kissing again.
"How was that?" asked Gemma as their lips came apart, already knowing the answer.
"Umm...amazing," Constance declared, still breathing heavily as she recovered from her climax.
Gemma laughed. "Wait 'til you see his cock."
"Awww! I have to wait?!" said Constance, and though I couldn't see her face, I'd say she was pouting in mock-disappointment.
Gemma laughed again, louder this time. "Oh, no! We can whip it out right now, if you like."
"Yes, please!" said Constance and with that they turned to face me, wearing the exact same grin as they knelt before me, Constance on my left and Gemma on my right.



I shifted back in my seat a little, leaning against the backrest as they each placed a hand just above each knee. Turning to face each other, the girls exchanged mischievous looks as they slid their hands along both of my thighs, going in search of my cock. I was dressed on the right so Gemma found it first, and rubbed the shaft through the crotch of my pants. As Gemma continued to tease my cock, Constance reached up higher and began to unbuckle my belt.
Gemma dipped her head down and kissed my shaft in several places as Constance unbuttoned the clasp on my pants and slowly unzipped the fly. Both girls gripped a fistful of fabric and I rose from the couch so they could lower my pants. My cock was poking out from the leg band of my boxers, pinning it tightly to the side of my thigh.
"Oh my God," Constance exclaimed, gawking listlessly as she stared at my rock hard cock.
"Right?!" said Gemma, laughing. "Look, it can't even fit in his pants!"
Gemma stuck her tongue out and licked at the tip of my penis, winking at me as she did so. It made my cock get even harder and I could feel it throbbing as it pressed against my thigh. Constance did the same then they both hooked two fingers underneath my waistband, whipping down my boxers in one swift move.
My cock sprang out and they left my boxers just above my knees as Gemma gripped the base, taking the head in between her lips. Gazing up with her deep brown eyes, she closed her lips around the ridge of my crown and started to work them down the length of my shaft. Bobbing her head back and forth, she went down deeper with every pass, slowly consuming me an inch at a time. With her hand still clamped at the base of my shaft, she took it down as deep as she could, enough for my tip to push past her tonsils. Holding it there for several seconds, she pulled back up to the ridge of my crown then plucked my cock from between her lips, the shaft now soaked with warm saliva.
The base stayed clutched in Gemma's soft hand as she turned my cock a few degrees right and pointed it at Constance. She didn't need to be told what to do. Gaping her lips as wide as she could, Constance sunk down onto my cock. She took it down as deep as possible, pressing her lips against Gemma's fingers. If Gemma's hand wasn't gripped at the base, I have zero doubt she'd have taken it all.
Gemma looked up with a silent gasp as Constance pulled back up to the tip, sucking at the head for just a few seconds before plunging straight back down. Constance repeated that several times before Gemma let go of the base, allowing her to go down deeper. And go down deeper is exactly what she did. Her lips touched the base on the very next pass and continued to do so on every occasion. It felt incredible and I couldn't recall a time when a woman so tiny had swallowed my cock so easily.
"Jesus, Connie! Leave some for me!" Gemma protested, watching in awe as my dick disappeared.
Pulling back up to the tip once more, Constance popped me from between her lips, grinning at Gemma as she stroked my cock, smearing her spit all over it.
"Share with me," she said, then turned her body ninety degrees, facing my cock from a side on angle.
Gemma did the same and soon both girls were face to face with my cock slap dab in the middle. They smiled at each other and leaned in slowly, wrapping their lips around the base of my shaft. Latching firmly onto either side, their lips almost touched as they took my cock in between them and started to guide them up and down my shaft. Heads shifting from side to side, their mouths moved in perfect unison, mirroring each other's movements as they worked their lips from base to tip.
For the first few minutes I simply stood there, staring down at the awesome sight. It looked amazing and felt even better, my cock twitching in between their lips. I let them do that for as long as I could handle, but as their lips kept sliding along the length of my shaft, my cock was itching for something more.
Reaching out in front of me, I placed a hand at the back of each head and held them in place as I started thrusting. Gemma and Constance grinned at each other, poking their tongues out and lapping at the underside. It felt even better than it did before and my crown started twitching as I thrusted harder, sawing my cock in between their lips.
I slowed my thrusts after several minutes, their tongues staying out as they gave the tip some special attention. Peeling their lips from around the shaft, both of them tongued at my swollen helmet, basically kissing with my cock in the middle. My bulbous crown was twitching like crazy and precum was seeping from my open slit, dripping down to the living room floor. But Gemma and Constance took good care of that, licking up every single droplet as it oozed from the tip of my penis.
Once again, the girls took over and I was quickly back in statue mode as I watched them share my cock. They licked the tip for a couple more minutes, peeling their tongues from the slit as Constance took me in between her lips. She fed me in from her side-on position, meaning my cock went in at an awkward angle. My shaft rubbed against Constance's teeth as my crown pushed into her cheek, making it bulge in suggestive fashion. Constance gripped my cock at the base and I watched my bulge move across her cheek as she slowly wrenched it from between her lips, finally releasing it with an audible pop.
She and Gemma giggled at each other, then Gemma repeated the trick, popping it free in an exaggerated manner. Each of them did that a couple more times then sucked my cock some more, passing it back and forth. This continued for several minutes, only stopping when Constance stood and pulled me in for a kiss.
"Sit," she said as our lips came apart, placing a hand on my chest and pushing me onto the couch.
I pulled down my boxers and kicked them aside, then sat back down on the couch, watching as she turned around and stuck her ass out behind her. Bending at the waist, she grabbed the lingerie still dangling from her thighs and pulled it down the rest of the way, pushing her ass out further. Of course I did what anyone would do, and promptly shoved my face in it, licking along her pussy and right up to her ass.
"Ohhh-ho-ho, yes!" Constance squealed, sounding excited as I gripped her asscheeks and spread them further apart.
Her butthole split open and I pushed my tongue in it, slowly fucking her ass with it as my head bobbed back and forth. The next thing I felt was a hand on my cock as Constance reached back between her thighs and gripped the top of my shaft. Cooing and moaning as I ate her ass, she started stroking up and down my cock, jerking me off at the perfect speed.
I couldn't take it anymore. I needed to put it inside her. Right the fuck now. I plucked my tongue from Constance's ass, moving my hands to the small of her back as I pushed her down towards the floor. Constance took the hint, lifting her head up and as she lowered herself down, dropping into a squat. At some point, Gemma had sat down beside me and the two of us watched as Constance gripped my cock and rubbed the tip against her pussy.
I was fully prepared for her to sink down onto it when, at the very last second, she slid her hand to the top of my shaft and pushed it against my stomach. Dropping down the rest of the way, she basically sat on the base of my cock, slotting the shaft in between her asscheeks and pinning it against my abs. Placing her hands just above her knees, she began to grind up against me, rubbing her pussy up and down my dick.
"Oh, wow!" said Gemma beside me. "Now THAT'S what I call a lapdance!"
The two of us watched as she ground back and forth, smearing her juices all over my cock.
"Oh my God, look how wet she is," Gemma exclaimed, hungrily licking her lips. "Fuuuck, I gotta taste that."
Gemma stood and moved behind Constance, kneeling in between her legs. Constance leaned forward and stuck her ass out, reaching back between her legs and rubbing her wet pussy. My cock returned to its upright position as Gemma crawled in between my thighs. Keeping her hands pressed down on the floor, she let my cock press against her face as she wrapped her lips around one of my balls. Dousing it in spit, she popped it free from between her lips, leaving it to dangle as she switched to the other.
She sucked that one too then moved up higher, keeping my cock pressed against her face and breathing in the smell as she slowly licked along the underside. She ran her tongue right up to the tip, lapping up the precum that had formed inside my slit. Gripping my cock at the base, she angled it forward slightly as she parted her lips and slid them down onto the head. She sucked the tip a few times then moved down lower, cleaning up the fluids that coated every inch of my shaft. Her lips went down to the hilt and she kept them there for several seconds, drenching my cock in spit.
Gemma's lips pulled up to the tip and she plucked my crown from between them. Gemma gripped my cock at the base and worked her hand up and down my shaft, jerking me slowly with a *SCHLICK* *SCHLOCK* *SCHLICK* that filled the expanse of the room. Tilting her head back, Gemma kept stroking as she stuck her tongue out, guiding it straight to Constance's pussy as it perched just above her head. She slid her tongue up and down her slit, licking the juice from the lips of her pussy. Gemma did that several times then peeled her tongue from her girlfriend's pussy, crawling back slowly from between my legs.
"Sit on his cock," she instructed, and Constancce was happy to oblige.
Gripping her asscheeks and spreading them wide, Constance slowly squatted down, resting her slit on the tip of my penis. I gripped my cock to keep it steady, holding it tightly as my swollen helmet slid into Constance's pussy.
"Oh my God!" Constance gasped, breathing in deeply as her inner walls stretched, spreading around my cockhead.
It took her a moment to adjust to the size. This was pretty common for a first-timer, especially for someone as tiny as her. She dropped slowly, taking my cock an inch at a time. Constance's pussy was tight as hell but the slick moisture that lined her inner walls was enough to ease me in. Her pussy slid down to around midshaft and I uncurled my fingers from the base, gripping the edge of the couch as she sunk down lower, taking the last few inches. Constance let go of her ass, pushing it down and against my groin as she vanished my cock entirely.
"Oh my GOD!" she repeated, louder this time, unleashing a deep moan as my cock filled up her pussy.
She stayed like that for several seconds then slowly rose back up, a fresh coat of wetness now smeared along my shaft as my cock came back into view. She started to ride me slow and deep, pulling right up to the ridge of my crown before she sunk back down to the base. Her pussy gripped me extra tight, squeezing every inch that she took inside her. It felt incredible; like I was getting the slowest, firmest, westest handjob you can possibly imagine.
Gemma climbed onto the couch, positioning herself on her hands and knees.
"Ohh, fuck, that's hot," she purred excitedly, watching in awe as her friend's tight pussy slid up and down my cock. "Can I taste her pussy some more?"
I didn't offer a verbal response, simply gripping my cock at the base and waiting for Constance to return to the tip before I plucked the crown from her pussy. Gemma leaned over, taking the crown in between her lips and working them down my shaft. She went down quicker than I had expected and I uncurled my fingers from the base of the shaft, giving her mouth full access. Gemma took advantage of that, promptly sinking right down to the base.
I felt my tip push into her throat as her forehead rested at the top of my thigh. My head fell back against the backrest and I tightened my grip on the edge of the sofa as Gemma started sucking, slurping up her girlfriend's fluids with some degree of relish. She stayed like that for close to a minute, feeling me throb in her mouth and throat before pulling back up to the tip. She popped the crown from between her lips and gripped my cock at the base, smearing her spit all along my shaft as she stroked it up and down, pointing the tip at her friend's wet pussy.
Constance slid back onto my shaft, going down slowly like she had before. I couldn't take any more of the teasing and my hands reached up of their own accord, gripping her tight, toned ass. Her pussy was wrapped around the ridge of my crown and I kept her right there as I started thrusting, bucking my ass off the couch cushions as I drilled up into her snatch.
"Oh, FUCK!" she yelled as the first thrust hit her, throwing her head back dramatically and screaming at the ceiling above.
Gripping her tightly, I slammed into her pussy with quick, hard snaps of my hips, going ballsdeep with every stroke. Constance started moaning loudly, yelping and cussing as she took each thrust. Leaning slightly forward with her hands above her knees, her arms started shaking as she held the awkward stance. As did her legs, which looked like they could buckle at any given second.
"Ohhh, shit!" Constance moaned, gripping herself harder to maintain her balance. "Oh my God, I'm gonna cum!"
"Mmm, yeah. That's it, Connie," said Gemma beside me. "Cum on that dick, girl!"
A few more thrusts and she did just that. Moving my hands up and grabbing her hips, I pulled her down into me as her orgasm hit, feeling her pussy grip my cock as she sunk right down to the bottom.
"OHHH, YES!" she screamed out loudly, a burst of fluid gushing from within her that soaked my cock entirely.
Removing my hand from one of her hips, I reached out in front of her and between her legs, putting my fingers to the nub of her clit. Rubbing it vigorously, I extended her orgasm by several more seconds, ensuring she came as hard as possible. Her high-pitched screams increased in volume and I could feel her muscles tightening, squeezing my cock to the point of bursting. I kept her there 'til she reached her peak then pushed her back up to the top, prying my cock from the grip of her pussy.
Gemma leaned forward without missing a beat, wrapping her lips around the tip of my penis and plunging straight down to the base. Gemma's cheeks hollowed inward and she sucked my cock with potent force, slurping up the juices that her friend had left behind. She pumped her mouth down it several times then dragged her lips back up to the tip, plucking the crown from between them.
Now my cock was drenched in spittle and Gemma kept stroking it as she threw a leg over both my thighs, planting her knees either side of me. Getting a firm grip on the base of my shaft, Gemma lowered herself onto my cock, slotting the crown into her tight pink pussy. Uncurling her fingers from around the base, Gemma's arms went around my shoulders as she leaned in closer, pressing her lips against mine.
I wrapped my arms around the small of her back, holding her tightly as my cock slid into her, slowly filling her pussy. Lips locked together and tongues entwined, she moaned into my mouth as she sunk down lower, sliding right down to the base. Our lips came apart, an intense look of pleasure spreading across her face as her ass touched down on the tops of my thighs, my entire length embedded inside her.
"Ohhhh, my God," she moaned softly as she moved her hands to the back of my head, pulling me in for another long kiss.
The next thing I felt was a tongue on my balls as Constance crawled in between my legs, licking across my nutsack and up to Gemma's asshole. I couldn't see her doing it, of course, but I was made aware of it pretty fucking quickly as Gemma peeled her lips from mine, moaning loudly as she filled me in.
"Ohhhh, fuck! She's licking arse," Gemma purred softly, her face lit up in the throes of pleasure.
"Yeah, you like that, huh?" I said as I moved my hands down to Gemma's tight ass, gripping both asscheeks and spreading them apart.
I still couldn't see what was happening down there but it seemed like Constance had taken the hint, as Gemma's eyes went suddenly wide, her lips puckered in a perfect O.
"What's she doing now?" I asked with a grin.
"Ohhh, God, she's put her tongue right in there!"
I lifted my hand up and slapped her ass, drawing a loud *SMACK* that bounced off the living room walls. "Oh, yeah? She's fucking that ass with her tongue, huh?"
Gemma nodded slowly, her eyes rolling up into the back of her head.
"Do you want me to fuck you while she does that?"
Gemma nodded again, clamping her eyes shut as barely audible moans fluttered from her open mouth. I raised my hand and spanked her again, her eyes flying open as another sharp *SMACK* carried through the expanse of the room.
"Answer me," I snapped, snarling at her through gritted teeth.
"YES! Yes, yes, yes! I want you to fuck me!"
That was all I needed to hear. I lifted her up to the ridge of my crown and held her there as I started thrusting, slamming hard into her hot, wet pussy. Constance moved back down to my balls, licking them as best she could as they slapped against Gemma's taint. Then she licked up along my shaft, trailing her tongue along the underside as I drilled it deep into Gemma's tight snatch. I felt her tongue brush over the tip then Gemma's eyes went wide again as Constance returned to her puckered sphincter.
"OHHH, FUCK! YEAH, YEAH, YEAH!" Gemma squealed, pulling at my hair as I kept on thrusting, giving her all I had.
Of course, I couldn't see what was happening back there and this time Gemma was in no state to tell me. But the following day, when Constance had left, Gemma was kind enough to fill me in on exactly what her friend had been doing. She started by lapping at Gemma's tight ass, licking it gently with long, slow swipes of her tongue. Then she began to apply more pressure, pushing her tongue against it increasing force and vigour.
Constance did that several times then pushed her tongue inside her. I knew when that had happened 'cause I felt her pussy tighten, clenching my shaft with a vice-like grip as I fucked her from beneath. Constance started bobbing her head, pushing her tongue in deep. Gemma said she could feel her lips press against her asshole, kissing it repeatedly as she fucked her with her tongue.
Gemma started moaning louder, her screams now filling the room as I drilled up into her, pounding hard and fast. She gripped my hair with surprising force, wrenching my head back as she cried out in ecstasy.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck! I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!"
I gave a few more thrusts then grabbed onto her hips, pushing her down to the base. Her eyes clamped shut and her features were violently skewed as her body was hit by a bone-shaking climax.
"OHHH! FUUU-UUU-UUUCCCKKK!!!" she screamed, almost sounding like she was crying as the noise came out in an agonised whine.
Something had made her cum incredible fucking hard. Of course, my cock had something to do with it, but there was definitely more to it than that. I couldn't see what at the time unfortunately, but again Gemma told me the following day. Constance's tongue went right up her ass, right at the point of climax. And once she'd told me that, the way she reacted made perfect sense. Her pussy gripped me extra tight, clenching my shaft as she came all over it, soaking my member in sticky, warm fluid. Her grip on my hair got tighter as well, nearly pulling it out at the root as the feeling coursed through her every inch, shaking her down to the core.
She must have cum for close to a minute and I was starting to wonder if she was ever gonna stop. Eventually she did and her eyes came open, her features softening as the feeling began to subside. Gemma leaned in and kissed me again, panting into my mouth with deep, heavy breaths. As our lips locked together and our tongues entwined, I could feel her grinding against me. She clearly wanted more.



I moved my hands back down to her ass and our lips came apart as I lifted her up, encouraging her to ride me. I didn't need to encourage her much as Gemma rose up of her own accord, working her pussy right up to the tip then dropping it straight back down again. Her ass crashed down on the tops of my thighs, the resulting *SMACK* almost bursting my eardrums. Unwrapping her arms from around my neck, Gemma grabbed onto the top of the backrest, starting to ride me as hard as she could. Her eyes locked onto mine, staring at me intensely as my hands went back to her hips. I got a firm grip on her, but make no mistake, she was doing all the work.
I let her ride me for a few more minutes then moved my hands to the backs of her thighs, taking her with me as I rose to my feet. Gemma yelped and threw her arms back around my shoulders, clinging on tightly as I lifted her up. I felt Constance latch onto my balls, sucking on them one by one as I lifted her up to the ridge of my crown. I held her there for a couple of seconds then dropped her back down to the base, a loud scream vaulting forth from her lips as I impaled her hot, wet snatch.
I kept that up for as long as I could, my biceps popping as I lifted and dropped her, working her pussy up and down my dick. As I started to fall into a steady rhythm, I could feel that Constance was licking my shaft, making Gemma's pussy tighten as her tongue slid up to her asshole.
Standing cradled is hard on the arms so I made sure to take regular breaks. Lifting Gemma right up to the tip, I held her up with a single hand as I grabbed my cock with the other, prying the head from her pussy. I returned my hand to the backs of her thighs as Constance gripped my cock at the base then sunk her lips down onto it.
Gemma pulled me in for a kiss as Constance slid down the length of my shaft, gripping onto the backs of my legs as she took me down the balls. Pulling back up to around mid-shaft, she made sure her lips stayed nice and loose as she pumped her mouth along the last few inches, basically fucking her own throat.
She kept that up for quite some time. It gave my arms a well-earned rest, but my cock was granted no such privilege. I was already throbbing whilst fucking Gemma, and the aggressive blowjob was making it worse. As good as it felt in her mouth and throat, I was kinda relieved when she wrenched me free, pointing my cock back at Gemma's tight pussy.
I slid back inside her with considerable ease, helped by the spittle now coating every inch of my shaft. This time around I held her still, tightly gripping her tall, lithe body as I pumped my hips back and forth, ramming my cock into her pussy. I was a few thrusts in when I felt her tighten, and was promptly enlightened as to why that was.
"Mmm, yes, baby! Lick my arse!" Gemma encouraged, her eyes glazing over as she took each thrust.
I could tell that she was getting close, and promptly switched to a better position so I could properly finish her off. Hurriedly turning one eighty degrees, Gemma yelped as I spun her around, remaining inside as I lowered her down and plonked her back down on the couch. She kept her arms wrapped around my shoulders, keeping me down on top of her as I delivered the last few thrusts. Bent at the waist with my knees slightly cocked, my ass was basically stuck out behind me; perfect for Constance to shove her face into. And that is exactly what she did. Rolling her tongue out from between her lips, she lapped at my ass each time I pulled back, making my dick throb harder as I drilled it deep into Gemma's pussy.
I started thrusting harder, making sure Gemma came before I did. Luckily for me it worked like a charm, and a few more thrusts were all it took to tip her over the edge. Gemma came with explosive force, wrapping her legs around the backs of my thighs to ensure I stayed as deep as possible. And, boy, did she succeed. I was literally buried inside her. Tip against her cervix. Balls against her taint. The whole nine yards.
"Ohhh, FUCK! YES!" Gemma squealed, her features twisting, digging her fingers into the back of my neck as a powerful orgasm raced through her body.
Her pussy gripped me extra tight, nearly wringing my cock like a sponge as Constance's tongue brushed against my asshole. I tried to hold out for as long as I could but the feeling was just too much. Reaching back behind me, I placed a hand on Constance's head and quickly pushed her back, barely a second away from exploding in Gemma's pussy. Gemma's legs stayed wrapped around me, keeping me deep inside her. I did all I could to keep from cumming, averting my eyes from her gorgeous O face as she rode the waves of pleasure.
By some sort of miracle I made it through and no sooner had Gemma relaxed her legs, had I freed my cock from the grip of her pussy. Gemma reached down in between her legs, gently rubbing her sensitive clit.
"Do you need a break?" she asked. A tiny grin had formed on her lips, clearly aware of how close I'd come.
"Uh uh," I said defiantly, promptly grabbing a nearby ottoman and pushing it against the couch.
Gemma put her legs up and stretched herself out across the newly arranged furniture.
"Come here," I said as I looked at Constance, patting the edge of the ottoman.
Constance grinned then did as instructed. Climbing up onto the ottoman, she got on all fours with her knees at the edge and her ass thrust out behind her. Crawling into the gap between Gemma's splayed legs, her tongue rolled out from between her lips and went straight to Gemma's clit, licking it swiftly as I moved in behind her.
I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft and pressed the tip against Constance's pussy, steering it in with a single thrust. Her pussy stretched as I pushed inside her and I heard her moan into Gemma's slick twat as I buried myself to the hilt. I kept it inside her for close to a minute, letting her feel how deep I was, listening to her moan as she ate Gemma's pussy. I placed my hands on her firm, round buttcheeks and slowly pried them apart, her asshole splitting open as I drew my cock right back to the tip.
I kept it there for several seconds, just long enough for her to miss my cock, then threw myself forward with a hard, sharp thrust that took me back down to the base. Constance threw her head back, moaning out loud as the force of my thrust hit her like a battering ram.
"OHHH, FUCK!" she yelped, sounding almost stunned as I withdrew my cock, pulling right back to the ridge of my crown.
"Good?" asked Gemma.
"SO good," Constance replied, barely uttering the final syllable before her body was rocked by another hard thrust.
I fucked her like that for quite some time, giving slow, hard thrusts that vanished my cock entirely. Constance moaned as she took each thrust, the sounds deeply muffled by Gemma's wet pussy. Gemma scooped up a handful of hair, holding it like a handle as she ate her out. I couldn't see what she was doing exactly, but whatever it was, Gemma was clearly enjoying it. Mouth hanging open and eyes clamped shut, she was cooing softly as Constance licked her, gently pawing at her perky tits.
Latching onto Constance's hips, I gripped them tightly as I thrusted harder, maintaining the force and depth but increasing the pace significantly. Soon our bodies were crashing together, ripples coursing through both her asscheeks as I threw myself into them, pounding with little restraint. Constance moaned louder as she took my cock, her body so tiny that it moved with every thrust.
She started to lose her concentration and Gemma had to hold onto the back of her head to ensure that it stayed where she wanted it. I wasn't deterred and kept on thrusting, slamming into her pussy with all I had left. In a way I was kind of helping, since every thrust I put into her body shoved her forward into Gemma's tight snatch.
Placing both hands at the back of her head, Gemma started grinding her hips, rubbing her pussy against her girlfriend's tongue. Gemma's expression suddenly changed, going from a glassy-eyed look of subdued pleasure to a charged-up state of fierce determination. It was like a switch had been flicked inside her. Before she wanted to cum; now she needed to. She started grinding harder and I did my best to match her speed, putting harder thrusts into Constance's pussy.
"Oh, fuck! Yes! Yes, yes, yes! I'm gonna cum!" Gemma blurted out, staring into Constance's eyes as she frantically grinded against her.
She came hard, loud screams flying forth from her lips as she bucked her hips with ferocious speed, roughly pulling at Constance's hair. I kept on thrusting as her orgasm hit, going in hard on her friend's tight pussy as she came all over her face. Constance came too about five seconds later, screaming into Gemma's pussy as I delivered the decisive thrust, burying myself inside her. Her pussy gripped every inch of my cock, dousing it with fluid at the point of climax.
Gemma's movements slowed to a stop, giving a few last upward thrusts as her body was racked by the final jolts of pleasure. Her grip came loose on Constance's head and she collapsed back down onto the couch, clearly overcome by the force of her climax. I waited a few seconds for them both to recover then eased my cock from Constance's pussy, noting how wet she'd left my shaft.
Constance crawled forward on top of her friend and the two of them shared a kiss, gently moaning as their lips locked together. Gemma's hands slid down her back, giving her ass a gentle squeeze.
"Thanks for the lesson," said Gemma, grinning at Constance as their lips came apart.
"Thanks for the cock," Constance replied and the two of them laughed before turning to face me.
"Speaking of which..." Gemma began.
"Guess we better get him off, huh?" Constance added.
"Mmhmm," said Gemma, kissing her cheek. "Can't leave him like that, can we?"
Clearly she was talking to Constance, but I felt compelled to answer for her.
"No, you can't," I said, and both women laughed before crawling towards me.
I moved the ottoman out of the way as the girls knelt at the edge of the sofa, facing each other with my cock in the middle. Both girls latched onto the base of my shaft, wrapping their lips around either side of it. Both sets of lips enclosed it fully, to the point that they were touching each other. They started by sliding them along my shaft, smirking and giggling as they worked me over. My cock was twitching something fierce and I could hear the drops of precum as they dripped down onto the sofa.
Then, just when I thought it couldn't feel any better, the girls poked their tongues out and started lapping at the underside, turning the cock-filled kiss into a full on makeout as their tongues started brushing together. I tilted my head back and moaned towards the ceiling, reaching forward without even thinking and placing a hand on each of their heads. The girls took the hint and from that point on their heads remained still as I started thrusting slowly.
They kept their lips pressed tightly together, giving me the perfect tunnel to saw my meaty cock through. Their tongues stayed out, licking at the underside as I thrusted harder, looking back down at the vision beneath me. Their faces were in such close proximity that all I could see was the top of their heads, along with my cock each time I thrusted. If I allowed my eyes to wander a little, I was treated to the sight of their beautiful asses, shaped to perfection as they stuck out behind them.
Everything about it was fucking amazing. The sight. The feeling. Even the sounds as they licked and sucked at the sides of my shaft, giggling and moaning the whole way through. I couldn't take any more. I pulled right back from between their lips and the girls leaned in to kiss each other, making out aggressively as I jerked my cock beside them. Their lips came apart and they turned to face me, their faces touching cheek to cheek. Again, the sight was utterly perfect. Tongues poked out from between their lips, gently flicking against each other as I stroked my throbbing cock. Matching brown eyes stared up into mine, silently begging me to cum all over them.
A few more strokes and they got their wish. My cockhead erupted in explosive fashion, shooting spunk in every direction. It went freakin' everywhere. Lips, noses, cheeks. Foreheads, eyelashes, hair. Pick a body part from above the neck and there's a very good chance that it had some cum on it.
"Wow!" said Gemma, gasping a little in disbelief.
The girls both laughed then turned to face each other.
"Oh my God, you're coated!" said Constance, seeing her friend's face and the sheer amount of semen that was plastered across it.
Gemma laughed as she looked at Constance. "Newsflash, honey: so are you."
Gemma poked her tongue and licked up the cum from Constance's mouth, using a finger to scoop up some more from the harder to reach places. Constance returned the favour and they slid their fingers in between their lips, gleefully sucking them clean. Turning back to me, they wrapped their lips around the tip of my cock and sucked out the last of the spunk, wrapping things up with a cum-swapping kiss.
"So," said Gemma as their lips came apart, "anything else you can teach me?"
I sat back on the couch and the lesson continued. Constance demonstrated more of her moves, which of course led to further sex. We started in the lounge again, later moving to the bedroom where we continued to fuck into the early hours. We fucked again the following morning then all took a shower together where we fucked a little more.
Constance took off in the early afternoon, and Gemma and I took a much needed break. We started with lunch in the backyard then hung out by the pool for a while. Gemma changed into her bikini and went for a swim, and once I saw her dressed in that I knew my break was over. I joined her in the water and we fooled around in the deep for a while, then paddled back to the shallows so I could eat her pussy at the edge of the pool. Things continued when we returned to the recliners, then continued some more when we went back inside. We'd worked up a sweat by the time we were done so we went to take another shower.
That night was set to be Gemma's last and she said she had a surprise for me. Given the way that the first few nights had gone, I was obviously very excited. Gemma got dressed into some casual clothing and told me to do the same.
"Don't wear anything fancy," was what she said. "We'll change after dinner."
We went downstairs to get started on dinner and the entire time my mind was racing, wondering what she had planned. Gemma knocked up more Chinese food and we ate at the table with a bottle of wine. After that we moved to the sofa and watched a movie while we finished the wine.
We cuddled up a little while we watched the film, but I was kinda disappointed when nothing else happened. I tried a few times to make the move but Gemma kept stopping me, making out that she was watching the movie when really I think she just wanted me to wait. Finally the credits rolled and Gemma downed the last of her wine.
"Right, you stay there," Gemma instructed as she rose from her seat. "I'm gonna go and get changed."
I flicked through the channels on my massive TV as Gemma went back to her bedroom. She was in there a while and frankly the wait was excruciating. She finally emerged about forty minutes later and I have to say that the vision before me was well worth the wait. Hair re-styled and makeup applied, Gemma was dressed in a black lycra bodysuit with a plunging neckline (if one could call it such) that went all the way down to below her navel, leaving the sides of breasts and most of her midriff entirely exposed.
Standing in the doorway with her hands on her hips, she called to me from across the room. "Come over here."
I turned the TV off and crossed the room, moving as swiftly as my legs would carry me.
"Take off your clothes."
I pulled my t-shirt up over my head and quickly took off my shorts. Standing before her in a pair of boxers, I went to remove those too before Gemma quickly stopped me.
"Uh uh. Leave those on. And come with me."
Gemma turned on her stiletto heels and revealed the back of her outfit. Gemma's back was completely exposed, the only material being a thin strip of lycra around her neck and a floss-like g-string bisecting her ass cheeks. I felt myself get instantly hard and could barely concentrate on walking as she led me through the hallway and up the flight of stairs.
This in itself was a curiosity. The top floor of my house didn't see much action, but given that she said that she had a surprise for me, I had a pretty good idea why she'd brought me up here. After all, I'd pulled this trick a few times myself: take someone up to the second floor and they won't be able to hear what's happening in the foyer. So I had a good idea what my surprise might be, but played along regardless. I followed her across the second floor landing and into a bedroom at the end of the hall.
"What are we doing in here?" I asked, playing dumb.
"You'll see," said Gemma. "Now get on your knees."
I did as she told me, dropping to my knees on the bedroom floor. Gemma had clearly been up here already and had left some items lined up on the bed. The first was a pair of handcuffs, which she hurriedly plucked from the bedsheets and twirled around her finger as she walked around behind me.
"Hands," she said and again I did as instructed, holding my hands out behind my back.
I felt cool steel wrap around my wrist, then a loud snap as the cuff clicked shut. Gemma fastened the second cuff then walked back over to the bed, this time returning with a blindfold in her hand. She stretched the blindfold over my head and I savoured my last few seconds of vision before she moved the fabric in front of my eyes. I heard her walk back around in front of me then felt a finger underneath my chin, tilting my head back several degrees.
I felt her lips press against my own, her tongue sliding into my mouth and wrestling mine into submission. The kiss was brief and was quickly followed by a hand on my scalp, returning my head to its normal position.
"Back in a mo'," she whispered softly, followed by footsteps that faded out slowly as she marched off down the hall.
She was gone a while. I had no idea how long, of course, but her decision to take me to the second floor had definitely paid off, 'cause I couldn't hear a thing that was happening in the house. Finally, I heard some footsteps approach. I wasn't sure how many there were, but definitely more than one. The approaching steps got steadily louder, reaching full volume as Gemma and whoever was with her stepped back into the room. Nobody gasped. Nobody laughed. Nobody spoke. Nobody uttered a single sound, except for footsteps on the carpeted floor as they crossed the room towards me.
The last thing I heard was two loud steps; it sounded like they were right in front of me. I felt a hand grip the back of my head, and a loud "mmpf!" escaped my lips as I was sharply pulled forward, right into the middle of a pair of asscheeks. Whose they were, I didn't have the faintest. They weren't Gemma's, that was for sure; too firm and toned. Gemma's ass was pretty athletic, but this one was a whole other level. I'd had my face in some asses before but never one quite like this.
I couldn't work out what it was she was wearing. Something with a zip, I knew that much 'cause I could feel it grazing the sides of my face. Whatever it was, she had it unzipped, 'cause the crack of her ass was completely exposed. I could feel her cheeks press against my face as the warmth of her pussy flooded my nostrils. I wasn't sure if I was allowed to lick yet so I kept my tongue where nature intended, enjoying the feeling of those strong, toned asscheeks as they squished against my face. My nose and mouth were completely buried and I could feel my oxygen beginning to deplete.



The woman kept me there for a few more seconds, seeing how much I could handle. Don't wanna brag, but having been facesat by Bryce Dallas Howard, I can handle a hell of a lot. I felt her gripping a fistful of hair then pulled my face from between her asscheeks. I breathed in deeply, desperately sucking in air as the mystery woman stepped out from in front of me and was promptly replaced by another.
Again a hand gripped the back of my head, pulling me forward with a moment's delay. I heard something squeak as it pressed against my chest, probably the latex of whatever she was wearing. Whatever that was, it definitely didn't cover her ass, 'cause my face went all the way into it. And when I say all the way, I mean all the fucking way. Just like the first one, this ass was all muscle, but the thing that struck me was how fucking big it was. The first one wasn't small by any means, but this one was something else.
My head was almost completely submerged and because her ass was so meaty and strong, I could feel it clenching around my face, making me wonder if I'd get back out again. Again my oxygen was rapidly depleting and as she had me in such a firm grip I was starting to genuinely panic. Her hand slid up to the top of my head and I breathed an enormous sight of relief as she pushed me back from between her asscheeks.
Her hand returned to the back of my head and she held me there for several seconds, just long enough for me to catch my breath, before she pulled me straight back in again. Tightly gripping the back of my head, she started to grind up against my face, rubbing her ass all over it.
"Ooh, yeah! That's it," said Gemma excitedly. "Rub it all over his face. Does he have his tongue out?"
The woman gave no verbal response, so I guess she must have shaken her head, 'cause Gemma continued with, "well, come on then, Tyler. You know what to do."
I poked my tongue out from between my lips and was greeted by the warmth of the woman's wet pussy. She tasted great, whoever she was, and I happily kept my tongue extended, allowing her to use it however she pleased. The woman started grinding harder and I felt my tongue slide over her taint and up to her puckered asshole. She kept that up for quite some time, keeping me wedged in between her cheeks as she made me taste her pussy and ass.
Another sharp pull of my hair and my head was wrenched free. I took the opportunity to fill up my lungs as the second woman stepped away and the first one took her place. A dainty hand gripped the back of my head and again my face was smothered. Gripping tightly to the back of my head, I could feel her zip rub against my face as she ground her ass up against me. Again I kept my tongue outstretched, making sure that I tasted both her holes. She tasted just as good as her friend, and I'd happily have stayed with my face in that ass for as long as she wanted me in there.
This time it was Gemma that pried me loose, pulling my head right back until I was staring at the ceiling above me. Or, at least I would have been if I wasn't wearing a blindfold. I knew it was her 'cause she leaned in and kissed me, pushing that familiar tongue in and tussling with mine so she could taste her girlfriends' holes. Prying her lips from mine, she put her hands to the sides of my head and pushed it back into its usual position.
"Stand," she said and I promptly did so, rising to my feet as quick as I could.
"Hmm, let's pop this out, shall we?" Gemma declared, sliding her fingers underneath my waistband.
My dick was already hard as a rock and I could feel it slowly rising as she inched my boxers down. The waistband slid over the swell of my crown and my cock sprung out like a jack-in-the-box. I didn't see that happen, of course, but if the force I felt was anything to go by, I'm surprised it didn't take someone's eye out.
I felt a hand grip the base of my shaft and a pair of lips slide over the crown. I had no idea who this was, of course, I just knew that it wasn't Gemma. Gemma has a lovely pair of lips, but these ones were friggin' huge. And boy, did she know how to use them. Sliding them smoothly in a back and forth motion, they glided down my shaft with consummate ease, edging towards the base in a matter of seconds. Her hand came free from the base of my shaft and I felt my tip push past her tonsils as she took me right down to the hilt.
"Uhh, fuck!" I moaned, tilting my head back as I felt her thick lips press against my groin.
She kept me there for close to a minute and I could hear her slurping as she sucked my cock, drenching my shaft with spittle. I felt her lips pull back to the tip then heard a loud *POP* as she plucked it free. Curling her fingers around the base, I felt her angle my cock to the right, presumably pointing it at whoever was next to her.
A second hand took hold of my cock, gripping it tightly just below the crown and pointing it up at the ceiling. A tongue pressed against the base of my shaft then licked along the underside, cleaning up the spit that her friend had just left there. Her tongue slid up to the tip of my cock, lapping at the slit a few times before she wrapped her lips around the ridge of my crown.
This second set of lips was smaller than the first but she used them just as proficiently, forming a tight seal around the width of my shaft. I could feel them moving up and down my cock, sliding back and forth as she bobbed her head. Precum was leaking from the tip of my prick, trickling down her throat as she went down deeper, taking me down to the base. I felt her hands latch onto my hips as she pumped her mouth up and down my shaft, kissing my groin repeatedly. She pulled her lips back one last time then popped my crown from between them.
Clutching it at the base, again my cock was turned to the right where a third pair of lips were ready and waiting. These ones felt like Gemma's, and my cock twitched as her soft pink lips slid over the crown and her tongue brushed against the tip of my prick. She licked along it several times, cleaning up the precum before she went down deeper, working her lips down the first few inches. A pair of lips wrapped around my balls, those same big, thick ones that had taken first dibs on my cock. Sucking on them one at a time, she doused them both in spit as Gemma's head moved back and forth, going down deeper with every pass.
I heard the familiar squeak of latex and soon became aware of a presence behind me. Someone lifted my handcuffed wrists and squeezed into the gap between my hands and my ass. The next thing I felt was a face in my asscrack as a tongue licked across my hairless taint. The tongue quickly found my asshole and glided across it with a long, slow lick, making my dick throb harder as Gemma sucked me off. The woman repeated that several times then I felt her hands grab onto my asscheeks, spreading them apart so she could push her tongue inside.
"Oh my God," I moaned out softly, my legs nearly buckling as her slick tongue pushed into my ass.
I've had my ass licked numerous times, but by a woman I hadn't even seen yet? Well, I've gotta admit that that was a first. Her head started bobbing and I could feel her tongue slide back and forth, the chain on my handcuffs rattling as it stretched against the back of her head.
Gemma started sucking harder and my cockhead twitched with a violent spasm as it glided past her tonsils. I felt her lips wrap around the base, hearing her gag a little as my crown sunk into the back of her throat. My fists clenched, muscles tensing all over my body as I did all I could to keep from cumming.
To my immense relief, Gemma pulled back up to the tip and plucked my crown from between her lips. The woman behind me climbed out of my ass and I felt her kiss along the small of my back, moving up slowly as she rose to her feet. I felt Gemma's lips press against my own as her sprightly tongue pushed into my mouth. Our kiss was joined by a third set of lips, and before I knew it, tongues were flicking in every direction.
"Would you like me to take this off now?" Gemma asked, lightly pulling at the strap of my blindfold.
"Please," I said, coaxing giggles from all three women as the blindfold was pulled from in front of my eyes.
It took a moment to adjust to the light, but once I did I found myself looking at Lashana Lynch, owner of the thick lips and even thicker ass that I was already well acquainted with. Lashana was dressed in red high heels, a red latex bra and a matching skirt, which although I could only see the front of it, I already knew to be entirely assless.
"Lash. Tyler," said Gemma, smirking as she introduced us.
"Hi," she said.
"Hi."
I had a pretty good idea who was standing behind me, but I took a quick glance to make sure. Yep. Brie Larson, sporting a particularly devilish smirk as she wrapped her arms around me, kissing my shoulders and neck. She was wearing a black full length catsuit, which zipped right up to her neck and all the way down to her navel.
"Surprised?" asked Gemma.
"That I didn't just cum down your throat?" I asked back. "Yes, very."
The girls laughed.
"OK," said Gemma. "I think you need to get on the bed. Take off his cuffs."
"Yes, ma'am," Brie replied, grinning as she uncuffed my wrists.
Gemma gripped my cock and led me towards the bed.
"Lay down. Head up here," Gemma instructed, patting the end of the mattress.
I did as instructed, laying across the bed with my head at the end and my feet against the headboard. Gemma opened a drawer on the nightstand and plucked out a handful of velcro ties.
"Here you are, girls," she said with a smirk as she tossed once each to Brie and Lashana.
The ladies caught them and the next thing I knew they were squatted beside me, cuffing my wrists to the bed. As Gemma cuffed my ankles, Brie and Lashana looked at one another, exchanging grins as they loomed up above me.
"So, who goes first?" asked Brie.
"You crack on, love. Me and this face have got unfinished business," Lashana declared, giving my cheek a menacing stroke.
The two of them laughed then shared a quick kiss before Brie moved to the centre of the bed. I watched as Lashana turned on her heels, squating just a little as she arched her back. The tight red skirt she was wearing clung to her hips like a second skin, keeping her thighs pressed tightly together and completely exposing her big, black ass. Although I'd already been buried inside it, this was my first time actually seeing it, and, boy, was it incredible. So thick. So round. I found myself just staring at it, practically drooling as it hovered above me.
"Ready, darlin'?" Lashana asked.
She gripped her cheeks and spread them wide, giving me a view of her pussy and asshole. If I wasn't ready before, I certainly was now.
"Mmhmm," I replied, then watched as her booty slowly descended, blocking my vision again as it dropped down onto my face.
Lashana let go of her asscheeks and I felt them close around the sides of my face, trapping me between them. Goes without saying but it felt incredible, those two fat ass cheeks smothering my face and cutting off my air supply.
"Well?" I heard her say. "You just gonna lie there, mate, or are you gonna eat my pussy?"
She didn't have to tell me twice. I poked my tongue out from between my lips and steered it straight to her clit. As I began to lick her pussy, I heard Gemma's voice from across the room.
"Need some of this?" I heard her ask, to which Brie responded with a simple 'mmhmm'.
I couldn't see what it was, of course, but I found out shortly after as I heard the sound of a cap popping open then a thick, wet substance started dripping down onto my cock. Lube. A lot of it. A hand closed tightly around the tip of my prick and began to jerk me up and down, smearing the lube along the length of my shaft. The mattress sank on either side of me as the hand slid down to the base of my shaft and I felt the tip touch someone's asshole.
Lashana gripped onto her both thick cheeks and lifted her ass from on top of my face. And I was glad she did, 'cause not only did I need to catch my breath, but it gave me a quick glance at Brie's perfect ass as she straddled my rock hard cock. The twin sides of her open zipper neatly bisected her thick, toned asscheeks, giving me a perfect view of Brie's tight asshole as my cockhead slipped inside it.
I felt her ass slide down my shaft, unleashing a deep moan that was quickly blocked off by Lashana's big booty as she dropped it back down on top of me. I wasn't sure which ass felt better: the massive, great thick one that was on my face or the ultra-toned and tight one that was wrapped around my shaft.
Brie's ass slid down to the base and she uttered a moan so piercing and loud that even Lashana's enormous ass couldn't stop me from hearing it. I felt her cheeks press against my abs and she stayed like that for several seconds, feeling me throb inside her. She worked her ass back up to the tip then dropped it straight back down again, sinking down to the base. She proceeded to ride me with immediate vigour, rhythmic * SMACKS * now filling the room as her ass beat down on my torso. It felt amazing, and as much as I liked my face being sat on (especially by an ass like this), I was kind of bummed that I couldn't see it.
Lashana placed a hand on top of my head and started grinding against me, just as she'd done before. Again, I kept my tongue outstretched, readily tasting her pussy and ass. Every so often she'd lift her ass up, allowing me to breathe and to catch a quick glimpse of Brie on my cock.
And thank God she did, 'cause a sight like that just couldn't be missed. Knees planted either side of my hips, she used her strong thighs to work her up and down, her shapely ass rising and falling with perfect poise and grace. I began to tug at the cuffs on my wrists, wanting to get my hands on someone's ass. Brie's, Lashana's; I didn't really care which one, I just needed to feel one in the palms of my hands.
Lashana laughed as she watched me do it. "Looks like our boy's getting restless."
"I'm sure he is," Gemma laughed back. "Shall we release him yet or...?"
"Hmm," Lashana pondered. "No, I don't think he's earned it yet."
I took that as my cue and started to move my tongue back and forth, flicking it sharply against her clit.
"OH!" she yelped. "OK. He's earning it now."
Lashana gripped a handful of hair, pulling it roughly as I licked her clit, opting for a change of tactic. Swirling my tongue in concentric circles, it began to spin around the nub of her clit, making it throb just as hard as my cock as Brie's tight ass slid up and down it.
I felt Gemma's lips press against my chest then start to kiss down the length of my torso.
"Can I taste your bum?" I heard her ask, kissing my pelvis several times.
"Sure," said Brie, then lifted her ass back up to the tip and off my cock entirely.
I felt my cock flop back and forth until Gemma gripped it to keep it steady. Gemma's lips slid over the tip then promptly sunk down the length of my shaft, taking me down to the base. Sucking and slurping, she cleaned all the juices from my long, thick shaft, leaving my member soaked in spittle as she pulled back up to the tip. Some women are squeamish when it comes to ass to mouth, but clearly Gemma isn't one of them. Plucking the crown from between her lips, she pointed my cock back at Brie's tight ass, her butthole stretching around the width of my crown as she lowered herself back onto it.
Again she slid back down to the base and rode me hard and fast, quickly refinding her rhythm. I listened as her moans got steadily louder, drowning out the piercing smacks as she bounced her ass off my midriff. I could feel her orgasm building, her ass gripping tighter as she worked it up and down.
I kept on tonguing at Lashana's clit, lapping up her juices as they oozed from inside her snatch. Her orgasm was building too and I was intrigued to see who'd finish first. The answer was neither as both of them came at the exact same time. Brie's ass sunk down the base and she kept it there as her orgasm hit, squeezing my cock as her walls contracted.
Lashana uttered a deafening shriek, tightening her grip on my thick locks of hair as a powerful climax tore through her body. Fluid gushed from inside her, almost drowning me alive as my tongue moved faster, licking her pussy through the throes of climax.
I could hear some kind of squelching noise, which sounded like Brie was rubbing her pussy. Or maybe Gemma was rubbing it for her. Either way, it made her climax stretch out for ages, her asshole gripping so tight that she damn near snapped my dick off.
Somehow I made it through unscathed and Lashana climbed down from on top of my face, allowing me to watch as Brie's toned ass slid along the length of my shaft. The crown popped free from Brie's tight sphincter and she spun around to face me, planting her elbows on the mattress beneath her as her head dropped into my lap. Taking the crown in between her lips, she worked her way slowly down the length of my shaft, cleaning my cock off an inch at a time. I felt her lips press against my groin, then watched as they made a hasty retreat, leaving behind a fresh coat of spittle as they slid back up to the tip.
"OK, my turn now," said Lashana, that big, strong ass thrust out behind as she crawled towards the headboard.
"Come here," said Brie as she stroked my cock. "Let me lube that up for ya."
Lashana knelt in between my legs with her ass in the air and her head pressed down against the mattress. Reaching back behind her, she gripped her ass and spread it wide, showing off both her holes. Brie turned and stuck out her ass, backing it right up against my cock as she filled the gap between me and her friend. I could feel her pussy rub against my cock, pinning it against my stomach as she placed her hands on Lashana's thighs.
I couldn't see much of what happened next but it sounded like Brie had spat on her asshole, then followed that up by shoving her face in it. All I could see was a mass of blonde hair spilling from two huge asscheeks, but frankly that was more than enough, and I felt like I could cum right then and there as she rubbed her pussy against me. She stayed in there for quite some time, diligently licking her girlfriend's ass.
Finally she prised herself free, sounding slightly out of breath as she pulled her head from those big, thick asscheeks.
"Mmm, fuck! This big fucking ass!" Brie exclaimed, gasping a little as she moved to the side, giving that booty a farewell slap. "God, I can't wait to watch a cock go in there!"
I couldn't wait either and I watched intently as Lashana started crawling towards me, backing up that massive ass.
"Beep, beep, beep," said Brie with a grin, making her girlfriends laugh.
I probably would've laughed as well but in truth I was kinda distracted, watching in a trance as that giant ass moved back towards me, like my cock was reeling it in. Tucking her legs underneath my own, Lashana backed right up to my crotch, that beautiful big black ass hovering above my dick. Keeping that booty delicately poised, she turned to look at Gemma and Brie, both of whom were watching as eagerly as I was.
"Can someone keep him steady for me?" she asked, reaching back to grab her ass and spreading her cheeks apart.
"I've got you," said Gemma as she gripped my shaft with both her hands, holding it firmly in place.
Lashana dropped down slowly, her asshole splitting open as it touched the tip of my prick.
"Mmm, yes," she moaned out softly; it almost sounded like a sigh of relief as her asshole swallowed the tip, her sphincter wrapped around the ridge of my crown.
Gemma moved her highest hand, keeping the other one gripped at the base and Lashana's ass slid down my shaft. She went down slowly, taking her time to feel every inch. All I could do was sit and watch, enjoying the sight of my cock disappearing. Gemma released her grip on my cock, allowing Lashana to sink to the base. Or rather, as close to the base as she was capable of getting. With those two huge cheeks pressed against my abs, there was still a good inch that her ass couldn't get to.



Gemma and Brie climbed down from the bed and dropped to their knees behind me, leaving several kisses along my shoulders and neck. Brie placed a finger underneath my chin and turned me to face her. She leaned in to kiss me then looked into my eyes as she asked me sweetly, "can I sit on your face?"
Now, obviously that would be a tremendous honour, but when my cock was balls deep in an ass like that, I didn't want anything to block out the sight.
"Erm...not right now," was how I replied, my eyes still looking forward as Lashana slid back up to the tip, crashing back down with a deafening smack.
Brie laughed, placing her hands at the sides of my head and turning it back to its normal position. "OK, can't say I blame you."
"Actually, can you grab me a pillow, please?" I asked politely. I'd been craning my neck up for the past five minutes and it was starting to seriously ache.
"Sure," she giggled and walked towards the headboard, grinning at Lashana as she snatched a pillow from the mattress.
Brie returned to the foot of the bed, folded the pillow in half and stuffed it under my head. She and Gemma watched from behind me, occasionally kissing me or stroking my chest, but most just admiring the view as Lashana's thick ass bounced up and down on my dick. I don't think any of us could take our eyes off it. The size and the shape were just out of this world. The way it jiggled as it smacked against my abs. The way her asshole devoured my cock. The perfect contrast of bright red latex with dark chocolate skin. I wanted to get my hands on it more than anything in the world. I started tugging at the cuffs on my wrists, doing it harder than I did it before.
"Hmmhmm," Gemma chuckled. "I think he wants us to set him free."
"Looks that way to me," Brie grinned back. "What do you think? Shall we?"
I started pulling harder at the velcro restraints, to the point that the bed legs were starting to creak.
Gemma laughed as she watched me do it. "I think we better before he pulls this bed apart."
The two of them giggled then uncuffed my wrists, and once my arms were finally free, they flew forward faster than the speed of sound, grabbing onto Lashana's ass. The first thing I wanted was to get a good feel of it. Of course, I'd felt it already when it pressed against my face, but damn it felt good in the palms of my hands. I dug in my fingers as deep as I could, giving that ass a good squeeze. I couldn't believe how such a big ass could feel so tight and firm. It blew my freakin' mind. And if she kept on riding me as hard as she was, it would blow my cock as well.
I moved my hands up and grabbed her hips, pulling her down with greater exertion. * CLAP * CLAP * CLAP * The sounds her ass made were truly exceptional and I wondered how far those noises were travelling. I think I could've heard them in the living room. Hell, I think I could've heard them in my neighbour's living room. And my nearest neighbour is a mile away!
It really was something, and frankly, it was more than I could handle. The sight. The sounds. The way her asshole gripped my cock. It was all too much and I felt a sharp spasm pass through my shaft as I clung to my load like my life depended on it.
"I'm gonna cum!" I blurted out suddenly.
Lashana said nothing by way of response, just kept on riding me as hard as she could. She didn't say that I could cum inside her, but she didn't say that I couldn't either, and as far as I was concerned, I'd given her fair warning. I pulled her down into me one last time, holding her there as I finally let loose and blasted a thick load deep into her asshole.
"Ugh! Jesus!" I moaned out softly, feeling her muscles grip me tighter as the first rope splashed her rectum, forcing out even more cum.
My knuckles turned white as I gripped her harder, sinking my fingers into her dark brown flesh as my balls were thoroughly voided, emptying themselves inside her. My body went limp, sinking into the mattress as the final rope of jism spurted from the tip of my prick.
"Oh, wow!" said Brie behind me. "Sounds like you filled her up."
"It felt like I filled her up," was how I replied, panting heavily as I tried to regain my senses.
Lashana started leaning forward, spreading her hands out across the mattress as she moved her head towards it. Her sphincter crept along the length of my shaft, pulling it back like a catapult as she slowly moved forward. Her asshole slid past the ridge of my crown and my cock flew back with surprising force, flinging my semen every which way. Cum splattered up my abs and chest, which was promptly licked up by Gemma and Brie.
Lashana grabbed onto the slats of the headboard, pushing her ass back as the last of my load dripped out of her sphincter. Brie took care of that as well, licking it up from her pussy and asshole. As Brie poked her tongue into Lashana's thick ass, Gemma's mouth slid onto my cock, sucking out the last few drops. The crown popped free from between her lips and she grinned at me as she stroked it gently, running her hand up and down my shaft.
"Fuck me?" she asked sweetly. "Or do you need to take a break?"
"Come on," I said as I rolled my eyes. "When have I ever needed to take a break?"
Gemma giggled then gave my cock one final kiss, running her hand up it slowly as she raised herself up.
"Can someone untie my fucking feet, please?" I asked urgently, pulling at the cuffs that were still wrapped around my ankles.
There was a momentary pause before the girls all burst out laughing.
"Oh, yeah!" said Lashana. "I'd forgotten about those!"
Brie and Lashana uncuffed my ankles and I could finally properly move again. I sat up and stepped down off the edge of the bed, watching as Gemma removed her bodysuit and laid out across the mattress. Leaning forward as she spread her legs, I hooked my arms underneath her thighs and pulled her to the edge of the bed.
"Oooh!" she shrieked excitedly, propping herself up on her elbows as she watched me position her exactly where I wanted.
Resting her legs up against my chest, her heels were pressed up against my shoulders as I grabbed my cock and pressed the tip against the slit of her pussy. I eased the tip in then pushed inside, going in deep on the very first thrust. Her arms gave out from underneath her and she dropped back onto the bed, her lips unleashing a contented sigh.
"Ohhhh, my God," she moaned as my hips started moving, sinking into her pussy with long, deep thrusts.
She stretched her arms out across the bed, grabbing the edges as she took the first few. I wrapped my arms around Gemma's long legs, holding them against me as I thrusted harder, bottoming out her in her tight pink snatch. Gemma gazed up as I fucked her pussy, looking at her friends without lifting her head up.
"Sit on my face," she said, moaning softly as she took my cock.
Brie and Lashana looked at each other, grinning in amusement.
"Who?" asked Brie. "Me or her?"
"I don't care," said Gemma, sounding desperate. "Just...someone."
Brie looked back at Lashana. "Would you like to do the honours?"
"Why not," said Lashana. "I've had everyone else's face in my arse today. May as well complete the set."
And with that she threw a leg over Gemma's body and parked her ass on her face. Putting two fingers in between her lips, Lashana leaned forward as she wet them spittle and put them to Gemma's clit. Placing a finger underneath her chin, I bent Gemma's legs back slightly as I leaned in and kissed her, feeling Gemma's pussy tighten as she began to rub her clit. Gemma started moaning louder and even Lashana's ass wasn't enough to block out the sounds as they spilled from between her lips.
"How's she doing back there?" I asked, looking at Lashana as our lips came apart.
"She's hanging in there," Lashana grinned back, her fingers a blur as she rubbed her girlfriend's clit.
Luckily for Gemma, her hands were free to give some kind of signal and she did just that a few seconds later. Grabbing onto Lashana's ass, she gave both buttcheeks a good, hard slap and Lashana promptly lifted her ass up, allowing her friend to catch her breath. She gave her a few seconds to fill her lungs up then sat back down on top of her, this time opting for a change of position.
Leaning forward, her head went down in between her thighs, allowing Gemma to breathe through her nose and, more importantly, allowing Lashana to lick her clit. Brie added the finishing touch by moving in behind Lashana, getting down on all fours with her ass wedged up against the headboard. She took a few seconds to admire the view then threw herself forward, burying her face in Lashana's buttcrack and, unless I'm much mistaken, shoving her tongue up her asshole.
She definitely did something 'cause Lashana's head shot up in an instant, a deep moan tumbling from between her lips. I took advantage of that by plucking my cock from Gemma's wet pussy and stuffing it into her mouth. Placing a hand at the back of her head, my fingers sunk into her cropped afro hair as she took my cock in deep, her full lips puckered at the base of my shaft. Lashana moaned as she sucked my cock, slurping up all the vaginal fluid.
I pried my cock from between her lips and returned it to Gemma's pussy. With Lashana's spit now coating my shaft, I pushed back in with consummate ease, sinking to the base without any resistance at all. Tightening my grip on the backs of her thighs, I pumped into Gemma with deep, hard thrusts, her pussy getting tighter and wetter as Lashana licked her clit. Gemma grabbed Lashana's ass, unleashing a muffled moan as her fingers sunk into both her cheeks.
"Mmmm! 'Onna 'um!"
I took that as my cue and so did Lashana. Lifting her head up, she sat right back on top of Gemma, rubbing her clit as she smothered her. I started railing as hard as I could, slamming into her pussy with rough, unbridled thrusts. It didn't take many to finish her off and Gemma screamed underneath Lashana as her orgasm hit her with the force of a truck. I sunk my cock in deep, Gemma's muscles gripping it hard as warm liquid burst from inside her, soaking my member from bottom to top. I kept my cock balls deep inside her, her body giving spasmic jolts as her climax ran its course.
I pulled back slowly from the depths of her pussy and plucked my cock from inside her, my shaft dripping with Gemma's arousal. Lashana leaned forward again, parting her lips as I steered myself forward and shoved my cock in her mouth. Her lips closed around the base of my shaft and she sucked with potent force, nearly pulling my load right out of me as she slurped up Gemma's fluids.
I looked up at Brie as she beckoned me towards her, pointing a finger at Lashana's butthole. Clearly we were on the same wavelength, 'cause that's where I was going next. I pried my cock from Lashana's lips and moved towards the headboard. Brie moved aside so I could take her place, kneeling beside Lashana with her head on the small of her back; the standard ass to mouth position.
My cock was so wet with pussy and spit that I didn't even need any lube, but Brie spat a string of saliva onto her friend's puckered asshole, just to make sure. I rubbed it in with the tip of my prick then pushed myself forward, feeding my crown into that big black ass. I grabbed onto Lashana's hips, getting some purchase as I pulled myself in, feeding her inch after inch.
Brie was watching closely and I could hear a light sucking sound as Gemma ate her pussy, Lashana's head buried between her thighs as she returned the favour. I sunk right down to the base of my shaft and Lashana's head jolted upwards, moaning deeply as my pelvis made contact with her two enormous buttcheeks. I kept it there for several seconds, feeling her asshole grip me as Gemma licked her clit.
Then I started thrusting, pulling right back to the ridge of my crown before I pushed it back inside her, going balls deep each time. Lashana returned to Gemma's pink pussy and this time Gemma kept her there, getting her own back for the earlier facesitting as she locked her legs around Lashana's head. Now each sound was deeply muffled as Lashsana's mouth stayed glued to her snatch, moaning straight into it as I fucked her big fat ass.
I kept that up for quite some time, going in hard on Lashana's asshole. Every so often I'd pluck myself free, either pointing it up at Brie's waiting mouth or pointing it down at Gemma's. Either way my dick was sucked clean, dripping with spit as I stuffed it back into Lashana. I repeated the cycle several times over, but as I looked at Brie's ass it stuck behind her, I was keen for her to expand her role.
"Climb on," I said assertively, tapping the small of Lashana's back.
Brie grinned and lifted her head up, throwing her leg over Lashana's body as she mounted her like a horse. With Brie's toned ass now stacked up on top, I hurriedly pried my cock from Lashana and ventured up to the second tier. Her ass, of course, was a few inches higher so I had to change my position, going up onto my feet and leaning over her in a kind of awkward squat. Not the most comfortable position I've ever been in, but to fuck Brie Larson in the ass? Totally, totally worth it.
Gripping my cock at the base, I pressed the tip against her puckered sphincter, hearing her moan as I slipped inside. I pushed my cock in nice and deep, until I felt my balls press against her slit. I balled my hands into a pair of fists, placing them on the mattress either side of Brie as I leaned right over her, engulfing her body with mine. Pulling back out to the ridge of my crown, I slammed back in at twice the speed, driving right down to the hilt.
"Ohh, FUCK!" Brie yelled, nearly hitting me in the face as her head shot upward, slinging blonde hair in every direction.
I proceeded to bang her hard and fast, driving my cock into Brie's tight ass with very little self-control. Brie moaned as she took each thrust, turning her head to the side so I could lean in and kiss her, tongues entangling as I fucked her ass.
I could feel my arms beginning to tire so I lifted my hands off the mattress, straightening my back as I gripped two fistfuls of Brie's blonde hair. Tugging it sharply, I pulled her head back even further until she was almost facing the ceiling. I used her hair like a set of reins, almost using it to keep me steady as I bucked my hips with increasing force, driving my cock into Brie's tight ass. I could feel her asshole gripping me tighter, clenching and squeezing with each new thrust. My cock was throbbing something fierce, leaking its goo into Brie's backside.
I wasn't sure how much more I could take, so I took a quick break to cool myself off. Prising my cock from Brie's tight sphincter, I let go of her hair as I dropped to my knees, shoving my face in Lashana's ass. I put my tongue to Lashana's clit and licked along the slit of her pussy, right the way up to her asshole. With their proximity as close as it was, Brie's clit was almost directly above it, so I moved my tongue straight up to that, continuing up the length of her slit and finally stopping when I reached her sphincter. I repeated the cycle several times over, occasionally kissing Gemma at the bottom so she could taste them both as well.
Once my cock had sufficiently settled, I gripped it tightly in the palm of my hand as I pointed the tip at Lashana's sphincter and shoved it back inside her. As I started to thrust into Lashana's asshole, I got a firm grip on Brie's strong thighs and lifted her ass into the air. Brie straightened her legs out, keeping her hands pressed down on the mattress with her head hanging over Lashana's shoulder. It put her ass right in front of my face which, as you may have guessed, was exactly where I wanted it.
Holding her thighs to keep her steady, I shoved my face in without delay, guiding my tongue to the nub of her clit. I started to lick her with immediate vigour, tonguing her clit as I fucked Lashana, performing both actions with practiced skill. Brie started moaning as I licked her out, while Lashana's asshole tightened significantly, giving my cock an appreciative squeeze each time I thrust inside her. And they say that men can't multitask.
I kept that up for quite some time, slamming into Lashana's ass as I ate her girlfriend's pussy. My tongue moved at a frantic pace, flicking hard against the nub of her clit. Brie's legs began to shake, and with her moans increasing in pitch and volume, I could tell she was getting close. I licked her right to the brink of climax then peeled my tongue from her clit, much to Brie's surprise and annoyance.
"Hey!" she snapped. "Why the fuck did you...ahh!"
I moved my hands to the small of her back and before the blonde could finish her question, I pushed her back down to her previous position, prying my cock from Lashana beneath her and stuffing it into her ass.
"OH MY GOD!" Brie yelped, screaming at the top of her lungs as I unleashed a flurry of powerful thrusts, drilling my cock into her asshole.
Brie came in a matter of seconds, screaming once more as she threw her head back, her voice cracking as she let it all out. Her ass contracted at the point of climax, squeezing my cock with increasing force as I delivered the last few thrusts. I couldn't hold out a second longer, sheathing myself to the balls and firing a wad of jism deep into Brie's backside.
"UGH! FUCK!" I yelled, grabbing her hips and pulling her back, ensuring my cock was deep as possible.
Despite having cum already, my load was freakin' enormous and it struck her walls with venomous force, extending her orgasm by another few seconds. Her asshole gripped me even tighter, wringing my member of every last drop. Pulling back slowly, I left the tip inside her ass, essentially acting as a cork to keep my load inside her. I gripped my cock just below the head, looking down at Gemma as I squeezed out the last few drops.
"Ready?" I asked, my cockhead poised in Brie's tight sphincter, ready to open the floodgates.
"Mmhmm," said Gemma as her mouth came open, sticking her tongue out in wait of my load.
I plucked my cock from Brie's asshole and though it promptly closed back up, my cum gushed out in a thick sloppy mess, landing in a pool on Lashana's asshole, then dripping down her pussy and into Gemma's mouth. Gemma closed her lips and swallowed, seeing it away in a single hit. Gemma licked her full set of lips then slid back out from beneath her friends. Kneeling on the mattress, she lapped the remaining cum from Lashana's ass and pussy, even pushing her tongue into Brie's tight sphincter to make sure she got it all.
Brie climbed down from on top of Lashana then flopped down onto the bed. Lashana turned and laid beside her while Gemma crawled on top of her, kissing her first before moving to Brie.
"So," said Gemma, laying on top of Brie, "did you girls have fun?"
"Mmhmm," said Brie as she wrapped her arms around Gemma, curling them loosely around the small of her back. "You were right about him, huh?"
"Have I ever been wrong?"
Lashana moved in to join the cuddle and they shared a giggle and a threeway kiss. It was Lashana who broke from it first, posing a question to Gemma.
"Do you think he's got any more in him?"
"Oh, I don't think that'll be a problem," Gemma replied, then the three of them turned to face me. "Tyler?"
"Come on," I said with a scoff. "This is me you're talking to."
So, as you can probably guess, things started up again pretty fucking quickly. This time Gemma took a back seat, happy to watch and frig herself off while I fucked her friends in the ass again. Working my way through numerous positions, I made them both cum a number of times, finally finishing over both their faces.
After that the girls passed out, taking up most of the bed so I went and slept in the room next door. I slept like a log, as I'm sure you can imagine, finally waking up at 11am. By the time I got up and went downstairs Brie and Lashana had gone and Gemma was packing inside her room. I helped her gather the last of her things and we waited in the lounge for her car to arrive.



I saw her off with a kiss goodbye, waving her off as her car backed out of the driveway. I stayed in the doorway as her car pulled away, taking a brief moment to reflect on the last few days, thinking about all the sex we'd had, all the new things we'd tried and all the gorgeous women she'd brought along with her. I grinned to myself as I went inside. What a fucking week!



        Mini Getaways Ch. 02

        Alexandra Daddario likes to cuck.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mini-getaways-ch-02

Title: Mini Getaways Ch. 02

Author: DarkSwordsmanReturns

Category: Celebrities & Fan Fiction

Description: Alexandra Daddario likes to cuck.

Tags: cuckold, facial, titfuck, alexandra daddario

Series: Mini Getaways


April 2024
OK, so there's a lot about my 'job' that I like, as I'm sure you can imagine, but one of my favourite things about it is helping my guests to explore their fantasies. Especially with the rich and famous, since fulfilling even the most basic fantasies is that much more difficult for them than the likes of you and me.
Now, I know what you're thinking: it must be easier, right? They're celebrities; they have the means and resources to do anything they want. Well, think about it for a second. Let's say you have an interest in being tied up and dominated. So, there are three different avenues through which to achieve this.
One: try and talk your partner into it. If they're into it, great; look no further. If they're not, you'll have to try something else.
Two: find a total stranger on a specialist BDSM website. This one, of course, is incredibly risky, especially for a celebrity. You never know who it is you're going to meet and there's always the chance that when they tie you up, they might not untie you again. And the chances of this happening increase ten fold if you're a world-famous actress.
Three: go to a professional. This is the safest option, but comes with its own share of problems as well. Do you really think that the average sex worker isn't going to try and benefit financially when they find out the star of that new blockbuster movie likes to get tied up and spanked for three hours straight? And, yes, I know NDAs exist, but is a celebrity really going to take the risk, knowing their sexual proclivities could get dragged through the courts for all the see? Well, I can tell you the answer is no.
So, that's where I come in. I provide a safe space for famous women to do (within reason) anything their heart desires. Want me to tie you up? No problem. Wanna tie me up? Sure. Anal? Threesomes? Foot stuff? Check, check, check. I've had some odd requests over the last two years and by this stage I tend not to bat an eyelid when a guest asks for something that is out of the ordinary. Though every now and again, a woman will request something that takes me by surprise. This was one of those times.
I was watching an NFL game during a rare gap in my schedule when my phone started ringing. I retrieved my phone from my glass coffee table and looked at the screen to see who it was. Alexandra Daddario. Alex had been coming by for about six months now and, needless to say, the sex was amazing. Honestly, I think if you're having sex with Alexandra Daddario and it isn't amazing then you might be doing it wrong. 'Cause Alex's body seems to have been built specifically for that very purpose. Her big tits. Her supple ass. Her toned arms and legs. Her gorgeous face and eyes. Every part was built for sex, and you're gonna have to go a pretty long way to convince me otherwise.
Anyway, Alex had a stay booked for later in the week and the fact that she was ringing me now had me more than a little concerned. Women calling this close to a visit usually means a cancellation, which is disappointing at the best of times, but a cancellation from Alexandra Daddario would be an absolute disaster.
"Hey," I said as I answered the call, muting my huge TV.
"Hi," was all she said back. It was hard to gauge her mood over the phone but she sounded a little anxious.
"What's up? We still on for Thursday?" I asked, keeping my fingers crossed.
"Mmhmm."
I breathed an enormous sigh of relief. "Awesome. Something wrong? You seem a little quiet."
"Oh, no, I'm good, it's just...erm...I've got a favour to ask you."
"OK. Let's hear it."
Alex laughed nervously. "Right, well it's kind of a weird one, so you might wanna brace yourself."
"I'm braced. What is it?"
"OK, so you know that I'm married, right?"
Damn. I'd heard of someone dancing around a subject, but Alex was doing a full on waltz.
"I do. So, what, did he find out about us or something?"
"Erm...no. Well, actually yes, he did, but that's not why I'm calling."
"OK," I said simply, choosing to gloss over the fact that her husband knew I'd been fucking her. She didn't seem concerned about it, so neither was I. I mean, she was clearly nervous about something but I don't think that was it. "So what's wrong?"
Alex sighed deeply, like she was gearing herself up for something. "OK. Well, there's really no easy way to say this, so I'm just gonna come out and say it. He wants to watch us fuck."
Woah. I'd expected something big from the way she was acting but that really took me by surprise.
"He wants to...?"
"Watch us fuck, yes."
"As in?"
"Have sex," said Alex. I could hear her smirk over the phone.
"Yeah, thanks, I know what fuck means. So, what, he wants to come here and...?"
"Oh, no, I told him you wouldn't be into that. We can do it on FaceTime or something."
"Erm...OK," I replied, not really sure what else to say.
Honestly, I was kinda confused. Of course I knew that cuckolding is a thing and that a lot of people are into it, but in this instance the whole thing baffled me. I mean, why on Earth would you wanna watch someone else fuck Alexandra Daddario when you could be doing it yourself!?
Alex laughed. "You're a little confused by this, huh?"
"Ermm...yeah. You could say that."
She laughed again. "OK, let me explain."
And she did. Apparently, Alex's husband had informed her of his voyeuristic tendencies quite early in their relationship, and asked her if she'd be into it. Alex found it a little odd and said that she'd feel uncomfortable with him watching another man fuck her. Alex's husband respected her answer and it didn't bring it up again. Alex was relieved, and by the time they'd gotten engaged and married, she'd forgotten all about it.
Then, one day, her husband found texts from me on her phone and confronted her about it. Alex expected him to be upset, maybe even file for divorce, but instead her husband took the opportunity to revive a certain fantasy. Part of what had put her off the idea was the thought of fucking a total stranger. But now that she was fucking me, that little problem had been negated.
Alex wasn't sure at first and still took some convincing. But ultimately, either through a sense of guilt or a feeling that she 'owed him one', she reluctantly agreed. Provided that I was OK with it, of course.
Honestly, I wasn't sure about it either. Of course, I loved having sex with Alex (what man wouldn't?), but the thought of another guy being involved in any way was more than a little off-putting. When I finally agreed to it, it was to help out Alex more than anything else. She clearly wasn't comfortable with it either, but felt like she needed to do it to keep her marriage alive. Plus, for more selfish reasons, I had a feeling that if I didn't agree to it, Alex's guilt might stop her from coming here. And I'd rather have sex with her in front of some guy than not have sex with her at all.
So once I agreed to it, Alex hung up and went to speak to her husband. She sent me a text a few hours later with a list of potential dates. I picked one out that worked for me and Alex called me the following day to iron out the finer details.
Fast forward two and a half weeks and the day had finally arrived. She sent me a text to tell me she was close and I watched as her car pulled into the driveway. Any sense of last minute regret was promptly relieved when the door swung open and that incredible body climbed out from within. She looked amazing as usual, even dressed down in the pants, sweater and snapback hat she was wearing.
"Hi," she said as she saw me, smiling as she grabbed her bag and hurried towards the door.
"Hello, hello," I said as I watched her approach, stepping aside to usher her in.
Alex stopped in the doorway in front of me and whipped off her hat as she gave me a kiss.
"Nervous?" she asked.
"A little," I replied, taking her bag from her as she fixed her hat hair. "Kind of a weird one, huh?"
"Is a bit."
She stepped into the lounge and I closed the door behind her.
"If it gets too weird I guess we can just pretend he's not there and have the amazing sex we always have," Alex suggested.
"Yeah, that's true," I said back, hoping it would be that simple.
"OK, I'm gonna go and freshen up and then we'll get started, shall we?"
"Sure."
I showed Alex to her room and waited outside for a moment to see what she meant by 'freshen up'. I heard her shower start running a minute or so later, so I went to my room to take one as well. Towelling myself dry, I picked out a shirt and pants, sprayed on some cologne and styled my hair. I went back to Alex's room and knocked on the door.
"Come in," she called and I took the invitation.
I turned the handle and the door swung open, revealing my guest in all her glory. Alex was seated at the oaken vanity, looking at herself in the mirror as she ran a comb through her dark brown hair. Her makeup had been done to perfection, accentuating her pale skin and those famously big blue eyes. I couldn't see too much of what she was wearing, but it appeared to be some kind of lingerie set, which I knew was amazing without looking at it. Alex had the kind of body that could make a burlap sack look good.
"Hi," she said as she saw me in the mirror, flashing me that heart-stopping smile.
"Hey," I replied as I closed the door. "You ready?"
"Uh huh," said Alex as she set down her hair brush and rose from her seat at the vanity.
Her lingerie finally came into view, and it should without saying that I was right; she did look amazing. It was fairly simple, a strapless black bra and panties, but it showed off her body in spectacular fashion, giving a breathtaking view of that always incredible cleavage. Seeing her like that, any qualms I might have had about fucking her in front of her husband were quickly forgotten about. Hell, I'd have fucked her in front of my parents if that's what she wanted.
Alex moved towards me, wrapping her arms around my shoulders as she pulled me in for a kiss. Already I could feel my cock getting hard, just from feeling her body against me. I don't think there'd be any performance anxiety, even with somebody watching. Alex pried her lips from mine and let her arms hang loosely around my neck, as I wrapped my own around the small of her back.
"So are we doing it right now then?" I asked.
"Mmhmm," said Alex. "I'll call him in a minute."
Her arms came down from around my neck and she took my hand in hers, her phone in the other as she led me towards the bed. Alex climbed up onto the bed and set her phone down as she laid out across it. She looked every bit of the goddess she was, with that heavenly body and nut-brown hair sprawled across the mattress. I climbed up behind her and crawled on top, her arms returning to their previous spot as I leaned in and kissed her, sinking my tongue into Alex's mouth. The kiss was long and fraught with passion as Alex's fingers ran through my hair, her legs wrapped around the backs of mine.
Our lips came apart and I moved my mouth to Alex's neck, kissing it in several places. My lips kept moving past her collarbone and down to the top of her chest. Alex gave a gentle moan then her hand came free from the back of my head as she grabbed her phone, swiping at the screen with a manicured finger.
"Guess I better call him now," she said with a sigh. She looked at the screen and then back at me, like she'd remembered something important. "Oh, yeah. He won't be seeing your face, by the way. I made that very clear."
"Gotcha," I said, looking up at Alex as I kissed her chest.
She tapped the screen one final time and looked back at me with a smirk. "Here goes."
Alex lifted her phone up and pointed it down at her face as I heard her husband answer.
"Hi, babe."
"Hey," said Alex, giving just the slightest moan as my lips moved down to the tops of her breasts and I planted a kiss on them, one after the other.
"Have you started already?" her husband asked, sounding a little surprised.
"Mmhmm," said Alex, moaning a little louder as I stuck out my tongue and licked across one of her tits.
"Damn. Haven't missed much, have I?"
Alex shook her head. "Just some making out."
"OK. Is he a good kisser?"
Not gonna lie, I was a little weirded out by that question, and I started to wonder if he was going to talk like this the whole way through.
"Mmhmm," Alex answered.
"What's he doing now?"
"He's just licking my tits a little."
"Mmm, lucky guy. Bra on or off?"
"It's on, but I think he's about to rectify that," Alex declared, then took a glance down at me to see if I'd gotten the hint.
I had, and Alex raised her back off the bed a little so I could get my arms underneath her and blindly unhook her bra. I pulled it off and away from her tits, tossing it across the room. Alex giggled as she watched me do it and it caught the attention of her husband.
"What? What just happened?" he asked desperately, sounding like he wanted to be informed of every single detail.
"He just tore my bra off," Alex laughed.
"Damn," her husband said. "Guess he really wanted to get to them, huh?"
"Mmhmm."
He wasn't wrong. I'm always dying to get to Alex's tits and this time was no exception. I took both tits in the palms of my hands, deftly caressing them as I stuck my tongue out and put it to one of her nipples. I started to lick in a circular motion, feeling her nipple grow steadily larger as I ringed her areola. Alex closed her bright blue eyes, moaning softly as I switched to the other.
"What's he doing now?" her husband asked.
"Still licking my titties," Alex declared, lightly moaning as she spoke.
"Mmm, do I get to watch?"
"Mmm-mmm," said Alex, shaking her head. "Remember what I said? He doesn't want you to see his face."
"Hmm, well you'll have to be my eyes then, babe. Tell me what he's doing to you. And don't skimp on the details."
"OK, well he's swirling his tongue around my nipple. Doing it nice and slowly, just how I like."
"Are they hard?" her husband asked.
"They are. I think they could get harder though," Alex replied, looking at me with a wink.
I knew what that meant. Nothing got her nipples harder than having them sucked on, so that's what I did next. Wrapping my lips around her swollen teat, I proceeded to suck her like a famished babe, making lewd slurping noises that were clearly loud enough for her husband to hear.
"Oh, shit," I heard him say. "He's really going for it, huh?"
"Mmhmm," Alex replied, moaning a little louder this time, as I moved back over to her other breast and gave that one the same treatment.
I gave her nipples a lot of attention, making sure that both were nice and hard but I pushed her tits together, closing the gap in between them. Shifting my head from side to side, I sucked both nipples in quick succession, lips sliding seamlessly from one large breast to the other. I kept that up for several minutes, quickly getting lost in Alex's tits. Desire got the better of me and I promptly lost all sense of decorum, shoving my face in between her tits with little grace or dignity.
"Ohhh, wow!" Alex laughed.
"What? What's he doing?"
"Wanna see?"
"What, really?" her husband asked, sounding surprised.
"Mmhmm."
"Fuck yeah, I wanna see."
I wasn't concerned. I was buried so deep in Alex's tits that there was no way he was seeing my face. I couldn't see what happened next but I'm guessing that Alex flipped her camera around, 'cause the next thing I heard was her husband's voice.
"Oh, damn. He's really in there, huh?"
"Yep," Alex giggled. "He loves my tits."
"I can tell," her husband laughed. "Do you think he'll stick his cock in between them?"
"Probably," said Alex. "He usually does. But I want him to eat me out first."
She needn't say any more. I released my grip on Alex's tits, letting them fall away from my face as I moved down lower, kissing across her midriff.
"OK, that's enough," said Alex, and I looked up briefly as she tapped her screen, returning the camera to her face.
I continued to kiss past Alex's navel and down to the waistband of her panties. I moved right down to the foot of the bed and hooked my arms around Alex's thighs, catching a glimpse of the space in between. Alex's panties were pasted to her crotch, giving me a teasing outline of her perfect pink snatch. I planted a kiss on the crotch of her panties, then trailed my tongue along the slit of her pussy, right up to her clit.
"Ohhh, yesss," she moaned out softly, sinking into the bed as I lightly brushed my tongue against her, teasing her stiff clit.
"Talk to me, babe," her husband urged. "What's he doing to you?"
"He's licking me through my panties," Alex declared, cooing softly as she closed her eyes, using her free hand to paw at one of her tits.
"Mmm, that's hot. He's teasing you, huh?"
"Mmhmm," Alex moaned louder, definitely not sounding like she wanted me to stop.
I kept that up for as long as I could, but impatience got the better of me. I slid my fingers under the waistband of her panties and began to peel them down. The crotch stayed glued to the lips of her pussy, letting me know how wet she was as I pulled them down to the tops of her thighs. I tugged them down just another few inches and Alex's snatch came into view. As I suspected, her shaven pussy was visibly wet, a thick coat of moisture clinging to both her lips. I pulled them down the rest of the way then tossed them onto the floor as I returned my head to its previous position, right in front of her perfect snatch.
I poked my tongue out from between my lips and licked along her slit again, only this time there was nothing in the way of it. My tongue dragged slowly along the lips of her pussy, scooping up all the juice it could before moving up to her clit. The taste of her pussy lingered on my tongue as it started to flick at her clit, feeling it throb in response.
"Mmm, yeah. That's it," said Alex, purring like a cat as her free hand reached down to my head, running her fingers through my thick locks of hair.
"What's it?" her husband asked. "What's he doing now?"
"He's licking my slit," Alex declared, her voice light and breathy as I moved back to the lips of her pussy and licked up more of her juice.
"Mmm, nice," her husband replied. "Does he like the way you taste?"
I looked up at Alex and nodded my head.
Alex giggled and relayed my response. "Uh huh. He just nodded."
I slid my tongue back up to her clit and wrapped my lips around it, giving harder licks to her point of pleasure.
"Ohhh, yes," said Alex as her fingers clenched, tightening their grip on my head. "He's on my clit now."
"Oh, fuck. Does it feel good?"
"Mmhmm. He really knows how to eat my pussy."
I gave a few more licks to the nub of her clit then pulled my mouth from her pussy, raising two fingers and lifting my eyebrows like I was asking her a question. Alex understood my meaning and gave an emphatic response.
"Oh, yes, please."
"What?" said her husband. "What was that?"
"I think he's gonna finger me."
"Oh, fuck yeah. How many's he gonna use?"
"Two, I think," said Alex as I pressed two fingers to the slit of her pussy and carefully slipped them inside. "Yeah, two."
I returned my tongue to Alex's clit as I pushed my fingers deeper, curling them up until I found what I was looking for.
"OH!" Alex yelped, throwing her head up sharply and knocking the phone from her hand.
"What?" asked her husband. "What just happened?"
"He just found my g-spot. FUCK!" Alex squawked as my tongue began to swirl around the nub of her clit, my fingers moving deftly on her hidden pleasure spot.
Alex picked her phone back up and pointed it down at her face. I could her pussy tighten around me, fluid seeping from deep inside her as I licked her clit, spinning my tongue in concentric circles.



"Ohhh, fuuuck!" Alex moaned, her hand starting to tremble as she gripped the top of my head. "Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes!"
"Damn, babe. You're really getting into it, huh?"
Alex ignored him, but I can confirm that she definitely was getting into it. She gripped my hair as hard as she could, nearly pulling it out at the roots as my tongue moved faster, swirling around her clit like a whirlwind. The phone was blocking most of her face but I could hear her moans increasing in volume, getting sharper and shriller as I licked her clit.
"Are you gonna cum for me, babe?" her husband asked, to which Alex responded with a simple nod.
How she was cumming for him exactly, I wasn't quite sure, but I was happy to let that go since Alex's pleasure was my only concern. A few more swirls of my talented tongue and Alex gave into the growing sensation, letting the feeling take her. Me; her husband; herself- who ever she was cumming for, Alex did so with considerable aplomb.
Sharp breaths flew forth from her lips, promptly joined by a high-pitched squeal as her climax hit her, tearing through her body like an earthquake. Her arm began to shake, to the point that Alex nearly dropped her phone as my tongue kept moving, licking her through the throes of climax. Her muscles contracted, locking my fingers with a powerful grip as hot fluid gushed from inside her, soaking them down to the knuckle. Her husband talked to her the whole way through, but Alex ignored him and frankly so did I. And anyway, Alex was screaming so loud that I wouldn't have heard him if I wanted to.
She must have cum for close to a minute, her screams giving way to laboured breaths as the feeling began to subside.
"Damn, baby," her husband exclaimed. "You came hard, huh?"
"Mmhmm," said Alex, her ample chest moving gently as she puffed out deep, heavy breaths.
I slipped my fingers from inside her pussy, noting the wetness that Alex had left on them. She noticed too, and she reached down quickly and grabbed my wrist, pulling it up towards her.
"This is how hard I came," Alex declared as she pointed her phone at my fingers, showing her husband how wet they were.
"Fuuuck, babe. They're fucking covered!"
"Yep," Alex smirked as she slipped my fingers in between her lips and sucked all her juices off them.
"Fuck, that's so hot watching you suck them clean. What are you gonna do now, babe?"
Plucking my fingers from between her lips, a little grin stretched across her face as she answered her husband's question. "Hmm, I feel like sucking something else now."
"Oh, yes!" her husband said. "Please tell me I get to watch that."
"Of course," said Alex as she looked at me, beckoning me with her finger.
I finally surfaced from between her legs, kissing up her tummy and between her tits as I moved back up the bed. Alex turned the camera away as she placed her hand at the back of my head, pulling me in for a kiss. Alex's tongue pushed into my mouth, tasting her pussy again as she wrapped it around my own.
Prying my lips from hers, I looked at her with a shit-eating grin as she curled her arm around the back of my neck. I slid my arms under the small of her back, getting a firm grip as I rolled us over, ending up with my back on the bed with Alex perched on top of me.
"Woah! What happened there?" her husband asked. I have no idea what it was he just saw, but I can't imagine it was too much more than a pan of the bedroom ceiling.
"Oh, he just flipped us over," Alex explained, moving down to kiss my neck.
"Oh. So you're on top now, huh?"
Alex suddenly sat up straight, straddling my supine body with her bare ass pressed against my cock. "Yep," she said simply, pointing the camera back down at her face.
"So you're gonna suck his cock now, right?"
"Mmhmm. All in good time."
Alex leaned forward again, shifting her ass back as she dipped her head down towards my stomach. Alex lifted the bottom of my shirt and lifted several kisses on my six pack abs.
"Damn," said her husband. "He's pretty bulky, huh?"
"Yeah, he's fucking hot," Alex grinned as she moved up higher, pressing her lips to my sternum.
"How old is he?"
"None of your business!"
"Oh, please, babe," her husband begged. "Just give me a rough idea."
Alex looked up at me and I gestured with my hand that she could continue.
"OK, he's twenty five."
"Woah!" her husband laughed. "My girl's a cougar, huh?"
Alex shrugged. "Yeah, I guess."
"Fuck, that's so hot."
Alex turned the phone for a second as she looked at me, rolling those pretty blue eyes. "Oh, yeah? That does it for you, huh? Your wife getting fucked by a hot, young stud?"
"Fuck yeah, it does."
I grabbed the hem of my shirt and pulled it up over my head as Alex moved back down my torso, kissing past my abs. Alex settled in between my legs then started to unbuckle my belt, attempting to do it whilst holding her phone.
"Hmm, would you do the honours?" she asked, looking at me as she shook her phone.
I nodded back and extended my hand, motioning for her phone. Keeping the camera pointed at her, Alex passed the phone to me then continued removing my belt. Thankfully her husband had taken the hint and flipped the camera on his phone too, pointing it at his bedroom wall. I was glad he did 'cause looking at another guy's face whilst getting my dick sucked would be seriously off-putting.
Alex unbuttoned the clasp on my shorts and pulled them down my legs, dropping them onto the floor. Then she hooked her fingers under the waistband of my boxers and pulled those down as well, revealing my cock an inch at a time. She pulled it down past the ridge of my crown and my cock shot out with venomous force, flopping back and forth before it finally settled, pointing at the ceiling above me.
"Fuck!" her husband said. "Wow, he's bigger than me, huh?"
"Duh," said Alex as she looked at her phone. "Why do you think I come up here?"
Alex pulled my boxers down the rest of the way and dropped them on the floor with my shorts. At first I was a little self-conscious, knowing that another guy could see my junk, but I quickly got over that once Alex crawled back in between my thighs, gripping them with both her hands as her head dipped down in between them. Alex poked her tongue out from between her lips and gave a long, slow lick across my swollen ballsack, resting my cock on her forehead.
"I can't see you, babe," her husband complained. "What are you doing right now?"
"I'm licking his balls," Alex replied, proceeding to do so several more times.
"Mmm, hot," her husband said. "Are they nice and big for you?"
"Mmhmm." Alex's reply was slightly muffled as she'd progressed from merely licking my balls to wrapping her lips around them, sucking each one in turn. I heard a loud * POP * as she plucked one free, leaving it wet with spittle. "So full of cum."
I felt her tongue brush against my cock then the top of her head came into view as she licked along my veiny underside, surfacing slowly from between my thighs as she licked right up to the top. Precum had formed in the tip of my prick but Alex quickly took care of that, lapping it all up with a few quick flicks of her tongue.
"Fuck, baby, you look so fucking good doing that," her husband said, and really it was hard to argue.
Her bright blue eyes stared into the camera as she licked my swollen cockhead, her sprightly tongue swirling around it.
"I know," she grinned, then gripped my cock at the hilt, spitting out a string of saliva that landed on my helmet and dripped down the length of my shaft.
Keeping her right hand clutched at the base, Alex gripped my cock with the other and started to jerk me off, spearing her spittle all over my shaft. A * SCHLIK * SCHLOCK * SCHLIK * started filling the room as she ran her hand up and down my shaft, stroking me at optimum speed and with the perfect amount of pressure.
"Ohh, Jesus," I moaned out softly, my cock twitching in the palms of her hands.
"Damn, I think he likes that, babe," her husband chimed in, and again he wasn't wrong.
"Mmhmm," said Alex, her grin growing wider. "I think he'll like this more though."
And with that Alex dipped her head down, wrapping her lips around the tip of my cock. She started to suck with immediate vigour, her hand and mouth in perfect synch as she bobbed her brunette head, stroking and slurping in equal measure. Spit dripped out from between her lips, ensuring my shaft stayed thoroughly lubed as she sucked my cock with force and gusto. Precum seeped from the tip of my prick, flowing into Alex's mouth as she went down deeper, moving her hand to top of my thigh so she could suck down more of my shaft.
And she suck it down, she very much did. Alex was going hell for leather, swallowing every inch that came her way. I felt my tip push past her tonsils as her lips went down as deep as they could, the fist clenched at the base of my shaft halting any further progress. I could feel myself throbbing as she worked me over, soft coos spilling forth from my lips as she sucked my cock six ways from Sunday.
"Fuuuck, he really does like that, huh?" her husband said, obviously hearing the sounds I was making.
Alex's lips pulled back to the tip and she plucked my crown from between them. She gripped my cock with both her hands, smearing in the spit that her mouth had left behind.
"Uh huh. You know how good I am at sucking cock."
"I sure do," her husband replied and Alex smirked as she got back to it.
Alex took me back into her mouth, going down deep on the very first pass. Removing her hand from the base, I could feel my cockhead enter her throat as she sucked up the last few inches, only stopping when she ran out of cock. Her forehead pressed against my six pack abs, and all I could see was the top of her head, locks of brown hair falling from behind her ears as she made my dick disappear.
"Uhh, fuck," I exclaimed, trying my best to keep the camera steady as my head fell back into the pillows.
"Oh my God, babe, fuck..." her husband said; I could hear the disbelief in his voice.
I felt her lips drag up my shaft, and I returned my head to its previous position, watching intently as my cock was unveiled inch by inch, now soaked in Alex's spit. Her lips slid up to the ridge of my crown then quickly sunk back down again, plunging back down to the base. Alex repeated that several times over, vanishing my cock on every occasion. My cock throbbed harder with every pass and I was actually a little relieved when her lips pulled up for the final time, releasing my crown with an audible * POP *.
"Goddamn, babe," came the voice through the phone. "Fuck, that was so fucking hot!"
"Mmhmm," said Alex as she gripped my cock just below the head, sliding her tongue along the underside and licking up some of her spit.
"Are you gonna put it between your tits now?" her husband asked. He seemed to really wanna see that and frankly he wasn't alone.
"Hmm, no," said Alex, giving my member one last lick. "I want it in my pussy now."
Her hand slid down to the base of my shaft and I did my best to keep her in frame as she quickly lifted her head up, planting her knees either side of my hips. I felt my tip touch the lips of her pussy and pointed the camera straight down at my cock as she lowered herself down onto it, framing her pussy at the point of penetration. I panned back up to Alex's face, showing her husband her intense look of pleasure as she slid down onto my shaft, taking the first few inches. Alex closed her big blue eyes, her mouth hanging open slightly as a breathy gasp spilled forth from her lips.
"Fuck, how does that cock feel, babe?" her husband asked her, like the look on her face didn't already tell him.
"Oh my God, it feels so fucking good," she sighed in response, and I pointed the camera back down at my crotch to show how much she'd taken.
Her pussy had sunk about halfway down and continued to descend as she released her grip on the base of my shaft, placing her hands on her thighs. I felt her ass touch down on my thighs and I panned back up to Alex's face as her eyes came open, moaning loudly as she took my cock to the hilt.
"Mmm, YES!"
She stayed like that for several seconds, feeling how big I am as my cock filled her pussy. I pointed the camera back down at my cock as she rose back up again, guiding her pussy to the ridge of my crown.
"Fuck, babe, you're so wet," her husband declared, noting the thick coat of arousal that his wife had left on my shaft.
Alex didn't respond. In fact, the only sound she made was a high-pitched squeal as she dropped herself back down again, impaling her pussy on my long, thick cock.
"OHH, FUCK!"
She proceeded to ride me hard and fast, working her pussy right up to the tip then plummeting straight back down again. Her ass beat down on the tops of my thighs, merging with the moans now filling the room and pouring into the phone receiver. I gave her husband quite the show, alternating between Alex's gorgeous face and lovely tits as they flopped up and down, and the sight of my cock as her tight, wet pussy greedily swallowed it up.
"Yeah, come on, baby. Ride that cock," her husband said, like she needed any encouragement.
Alex's moans got louder and shriller, and as I felt her slick pussy get tighter and tighter, I could tell she was getting close. And having fucked her numerous times, I knew what was needed to finish her off. Wouldn't be great for her husband, but fuck him; as far as I was concerned, this was all about Alex.
I let her ride me a few more times then wrapped my arms around the small of her back, pulling her down on top of me. Alex yelped as I tightened my grip, bucking my hips off the mattress as I drilled up into her pussy. Once I'd got a few thrusts in, I extended my arm out slightly as I held her with the other, blindly pointing the camera in our general direction.
For the next few minutes her husband stayed quiet, and I wasn't quite sure what kind of view he was getting. Could've been his wife's ass. Could've been the mattress. Or it could've been a perfect close up of me railing Alex's pussy. Frankly, I didn't really care what it was, such was my focus on fucking his wife and giving her the orgasm she richly deserved.
Alex's eyes rolled into her head and she moaned out loudly as she took my cock.
"Ohh, fuck! Yes, yes, yes! I'm gonna cum on your cock!"
"Oh, yes, cum for me, baby," her husband chimed in. "Cum on his fucking dick!"
A few more thrusts and she did just that. Sinking my cock to the base, I kept it inside her as her orgasm hit, shaking her down to the core. Alex threw her head back sharply, flinging brown hair in every direction as a wordless scream flew forth from her lips, making my eardrums rattle. Her muscles contracted, gripping my cock with excessive force as a gush of fluid burst forth from her pussy, drenching my shaft from base to tip.
Alex's body went limp in my arms as she returned her head to its normal position, breathing heavily as she leaned in to kiss me.
"How was that, babe?" her husband asked. "Did you cum nice and hard for me?"
Our lips came apart but Alex's eyes stayed fixed on mine, grinning at me as she answered.
"Oh, I came so hard for you, baby," Alex declared, then mouthed something to me that I had zero trouble deciphering. It wasn't for him .
Alex giggled then kissed me again as she lifted her head up, returning to her previous position. I brought the camera back around in front of her, aiming it down at Alex's pussy as she worked it slowly up the length of my shaft and past the ridge of my crown.
"What you gonna do now, baby?" her husband asked as Alex shifted back a little and knelt in between my thighs.
"I wanna taste my pussy now," Alex declared as she dropped her head down into my shot and wrapped her lips around my swollen cockhead.
Alex sunk straight down to the base, then sucked her cheeks in as she pulled back up, gripping my cock in a vacuum seal as she slurped up her vaginal fluid. Her lips pulled up the tip of my prick, producing a particularly satisfying * POP * as she plucked my crown from between them.
"How's your pussy taste, babe?"
"Mmm, so fucking good," Alex replied, pausing to lick my slit. "I love to taste my pussy off this big fucking cock."
"What's next, baby? What position?"
"Hmm," said Alex, licking my cockhead again. "I think I'll let him decide. What d'you wanna do?"
Honestly, I really didn't know. With most women I have a number of favourite positions that I always like to do with them, based on whichever body part I like to look at the most. With Teyonah Parris or Bryce Dallas Howard? Prone, doggy or reverse cowgirl. With Kat Dennings or Christina Hendricks? Cowgirl or missionary. With Anne Hathaway or Gemma Chan? Missionary again, preferably with those lovely, long legs pressed against my chest.
But Alex's body was so fucking amazing that it looked just as good from every conceivable angle. Of course, she's got fantastic tits, but she's got an amazing ass as well, and a stunningly gorgeous face. So when it comes to picking positions, I really am spoiled for choice.
I decided just to go with doggy 'cause I hadn't really looked at her ass properly yet. I lifted a finger and spun it in a circle, signalling for her to turn.
"Ohh, OK," she said with a grin. "I think he wants reverse cowgirl."
I shook my head.
"No? Doggy?"
I nodded.
"Hmm, one of my favourites," Alex declared as she turned around one eighty degrees and stuck her ass out behind her.
Pointing the camera at her perfect ass, I gripped my cock with my remaining hand as I got on my knees behind her, pressing my crown against the slit of her pussy. Alex looked back over her shoulder, gasping just a little as I pushed myself forward, steering the tip inside her. I uncurled my fingers from the base of my shaft, beckoning her with an unstretched hand.
A knowing smirk spread across her face as she pushed herself towards me, backing up at that peach-shaped ass. I kept the camera pointed down at my cock, capturing the breathtaking sight as Alex's pussy slowly devoured it. One last push and she'd taken it all, those beautiful tight, toned buttcheeks squished against my pelvis as my cock disappeared from sight. Alex turned her head back, tilting it back just a little as a deep moan spilled forth from her lips.
"Ohhh, fuck! This fucking cock."
She stayed like that for several seconds then began to push her forward before I quickly stopped her with a hand on her hip. Alex stayed completely still as I drew my cock back slowly, pulling right back to the tip. I kept it there for a fraction of a second then quickly threw myself forward, slamming into her pussy with a deep, probing thrust. My pelvis smacked into her plump, juicy ass, making her buttcheeks ripple and producing a loud * THWACK * that bounced off the bedroom walls.
"OH, YES!" Alex screamed, violently throwing her head back as my fat cock sunk down to the hilt, bottoming out inside her.
I pulled back out to the ridge of my crown and Alex barely had a chance to recover before I slammed back in at twice the force, making the entire bed shift underneath me and slam into the wall in front. I fucked her like that for several minutes, matching the force and intensity with every subsequent thrust.
"Fuck, babe, he's really giving it to you, huh?"
"Uh huh," Alex moaned back, seemingly unable to say much else as I drilled into her pussy with quick, hard thrusts.
Moving my hand from her hip, I kept the camera pointed forward as I reached out in front of me, grabbing a fistful of nut brown hair. Giving it a gentle pull, Alex's head tilted back a little as I used her hair like a set of reins, pulling myself into her tight pink pussy.



"Oh, damn," her husband said. "Your boy likes the rough stuff, huh?"
"Yep, he...AHH!" Alex started then suddenly shrieked as I tugged her hair back with greater force, pulling her up off the bed.
"Oh, fuck..." came the voice through the phone.
Wrapping my arms around her, I held her tightly as I thrusted harder, dull smacks echoing loudly as my pelvis crashed into her supple, round ass. Flipping the camera on Alex's phone, I pointed it straight at her famous chest, clutching onto one of her tits while Alex pawed at the other, wrapping her free arm around the back of my neck. Her moans gave way to high-pitched screams, which only got louder as I reached down lower and found the nub of her clit, rubbing it aggressively as I rammed my cock into her pussy. I pointed the camera at Alex's crotch, my fingers a blur as I strummed her clit.
Brushing her hair out of the way, I nuzzled into Alex's neck, kissing it in several places as I moved up to her ear.
"You gonna cum for me?" I asked her softly. "Me not him."
"Yes, I'm gonna for you," she whispered back. "Just for you."
My hand moved faster on the nub of her clit, promptly igniting a powerful climax that coursed through Alex's body.
"OHH, YES! FFFUUUCCCKKK!" Alex screamed, digging her fingers into the back of my neck as muscles tensed all over her body.
I buried my cock into the depths of her snatch, feeling her grip me as her walls contracted, squeezing my shaft to the point of bursting. I held her tightly 'til her body went limp then released my grip on her, letting her flop down onto the bed. I pointed the camera at Alex as she rolled onto her back, looking utterly dickdrunk as she propped herself up with her arms.
"Damn, babe," her husband exclaimed. "This guy's a fucking machine!"
"Right?" Alex grinned. "He knows what he's doing, huh?"
"I'll say. Do you think he's got any more in him?"
I scoffed at the question and rolled my eyes, making Alex giggle as she gestured for her phone.
"Yeah, I think he'll be fine," Alex replied, taking the camera from me. "Any requests, baby?"
"Hmm, how about missionary?" her husband said. "And I'd love him to cum on your tits."
Alex looked at me, her eyebrows raised. "That work for you?"
I didn't respond with any kind of gesture. I simply grabbed onto Alex's legs and pulled her body towards me, her head falling back onto the mattress as her arms gave out from beneath her.
"Ahh!" she shrieked as she lifted her phone up, pointing it down at her face. "OK, I think that was a 'yes'."
I kept my grip on one of her thighs, grabbing my cock with the other as I pushed the tip into Alex's pussy. I moved my hands to the tops of her legs, grabbing her calves and using them for leverage as I rowed myself inward, sheathing my cock in her pussy.
"Ohhh," she moaned out deeply, looking up into the camera as her eyes went wide.
"How's that feel, baby?" came the voice through the phone.
I pulled back out to the ridge of my crown, keeping it there as Alex replied.
"Oh my god, so GOOD!"
I rammed back inside her as hard as I could, hitting her cervix as she said the last word. Alex reached down in between her legs, putting two fingers to the nub of her clit, as I drilled into her pussy with a series of deep, hard thrusts. Alex's moans increased in volume and her eyes began to flutter as she rubbed her clit, her pussy tightening around my shaft.
"What are you doing, babe?" her husband asked her.
"Mmm, I'm playing with my pussy," Alex breathed softly, her voice barely audible over the sounds of each thrust.
"Oh, fuck, baby, let me watch. Please."
Alex raised her head up to look at me and I nodded my consent. Alex grabbed an additional pillow and stuffed it underhead her head as she flipped the camera on her phone. Pointing it forward, she gave her husband her own little POV shot, still vigorously rubbing her clit as I railed my cock into her. I couldn't see what it looked like exactly, but since she was holding the camera down low, I guessed I was framed from the midriff down, giving our spectator a nice tight close up as my big, thick cock as it slammed into his wife's tight pussy.
Now that I knew her husband was watching, I started to go at her harder, driving into her pussy with ever quickening thrusts. I tightened my grip on Alex's legs, pulling her back as I threw myself into her, ensuring each thrust went as deep as possible. I gave a few more thrusts into Alex's pussy then motioned for the camera.
Alex flipped it back onto her face then handed it over to me. I gripped onto one of her ankles as I pointed it down at her, capturing the look on her face as she took each pelvic slam. Her mouth hung open, pupils rolling back into her head until I could see were the whites of her eyes. I pointed the camera a foot or so lower, getting a shot of perfect tits, flopping back and forth with the force of each thrust. Panning down her tight, toned stomach, I pointed the camera at Alex's pussy, showing her husband how hard she was rubbing it and how hard my cock was pumping into her.
"Damn, baby, you're gonna cum again, huh?" her husband asked her.
"Uh huh," Alex moaned back, her breath rate increasing as she rubbed herself harder, strumming her clit in a blur.
One more thrust was all it took. Burying myself inside her, her fingers kept moving on the nub of her clit as she gripped my cock like a vice, dousing it in fluid at the point of climax. I panned the camera up to her face as her eyes clamped shut, her features contorting in all sorts of unflattering ways as intense waves of pleasure coursed through her every inch.
I moaned out loud as I tipped my head back, doing all I could to keep from cumming as her tight, gripping pussy tried to milk my testes dry. High-pitched squeals flew forth from her lips, her body shaking from head to toe, until a final full-frame shudder signalled that she'd reached her peak. I felt her muscles begin to relax and my pulled cock from Alex's pussy, visibly throbbing as I plucked myself free.
"Fuck, baby, that was so hot," her husband said. "Looks like he's about to cum as well."
"Uh huh," said Alex, still panting slightly as she started to recover.
"Where do you want him to do it, babe?" her husband asked her.
"Hmm, I think I want it on my tits. Would you like to see that?"
"Mmhmm. I'd like to see him fuck them first though."
"Oh, I think that can be arranged," Alex declared as she cupped her tits in her hands, looking at me as she pushed them together. "Ready?"
I nodded back and moved up the bed, pointing the camera straight down at her tits as I straddled her upper body. I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft and Alex wrapped her titties around it as I slapped it down in between them. My cock was still wet from Alex's pussy but I spat onto my shaft for extra lube as I started to buck my hips, sawing my cock through those lovely big tits. Alex squeezed them tightly together, enclosing my shaft entirely and applying the perfect amount of pressure as my cock slid back and forth, slicing like a knife through butter.
Alex grinned then lifted her head up, craning her neck as much as she could as her lips came open, puckering into a perfect O. Her mouth stayed open as I fucked her titties, catching my crown each time it poked out. I was close already but that pulled me right to the brink. And when Alex stuck her tongue out and started licking my cockhead? Well, that was the finishing touch.
Wrenching my cock from between her tits, I stroked my shaft about four or five times and my cockhead erupted in explosive fashion. Thick spurts sprayed forth from the tip, leaving long streaks across Alex's face. Pointing my cock down slightly, I aimed my tip at Alex's chest, making sure the next ropes went over her tits.
I took a short pan of her tits and face, showing just how much cum I'd left on both. While I did that, Alex took my cock in her hands and stroked them up and down my shaft. She jerked a few drops out onto her tits, then lifted her head up off the pillows, wrapping her lips around the ridge of my crown so she could suck out whatever was left. She released my crown with a smack of her lips, still gently stroking my cock as she gave a little smile at the camera.
"Oh my God, baby. That was...wow!" her husband said. He sounded a little lost for words, and really, who could blame him?
"Right?" said Alex as she stuck out her tongue, giving my cockhead one last lick. "I told you he always fucks me good."
"You weren't wrong, baby. Thank you for letting me watch."
"Thank you for letting me fuck him."
Her husband chuckled. "Fuck, baby, let me watch every now and again, and you can fuck him as much as you like."
Alex flashed me a little grin and I shot back one of my own. Sounds like a good deal to me.
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England. Ah, that rainy little island across the Atlantic. Land of tea, pubs and soccer (sorry...'football'). Home of King Charles, Helen Mirren and David Attenborough. And, more importantly, Hayley Atwell, Lily James and Gemma Arterton. Fuck, how do so many beautiful women fit in such a tiny place? It had only been a year since my previous trip and already I was starting to miss it.
So I guess that things couldn't have been more fortuitous when Ana de Armas called me up one afternoon, telling me she has business in Europe and asking me if I wanted to join her.
"Where in Europe?" I asked her, keeping my fingers crossed.
"England and France," Ana replied, to which I gave a silent fist pump. I'd go pretty much anywhere with Ana de Armas, but if it was somewhere I knew was chock full of babes then that could only make it better, right? "And I'll probably head over to Spain as well. Little trip down memory lane."
But of course. Despite being born in Cuba, Ana had moved to Madrid in her early teens to pursue an acting career. The rest, as they say, is history.
"So," Ana concluded, "you in?"
"Oh, I'm all the way in," was how I replied, making Ana giggle.
"I'm going in a couple of weeks. You're going to be free, right?"
"Oh, I'll be free. One way or another, I'll be free."
Ana laughed again. "Good," she said, talking in that sexy accent as she gave me the finer details. Just hearing that voice was getting me excited.
"Sounds good," I said once she'd wrapped things up. "I know somewhere we can stay if you'd like."
"That's OK. We'll be staying with a friend."
"I see. A girl?"
"Of course," said Ana, laughing. "I don't think that a guy would like it if I turned up with you on my arm."
I chuckled back. "Yeah, you're probably right there. So, this friend of yours...anyone I'd know?"
"Possibly," said Ana, playing coy. That's OK, I like surprises. Which is just as well 'cause I was gonna get plenty of them in a couple weeks time.
We discussed the logistics of how and where we were gonna meet up, ultimately deciding that, with Ana being on the East Coast and me on the West, it would be easier for us to meet in London. It would mean doing that ultra-long flight all by myself, but fuck it; it was definitely gonna be worth it.
As soon as we hung up, I shifted some things in my diary to free up the time I needed and went online to book my ticket. The next couple of weeks dragged like hell. I had my usual array of guests to help me pass the time, but I was itching to get on that plane. Finally, the day arrived and I packed up my things into a suitcase and took an Uber to LAX. I did the usual airport stuff and made it onto the plane, settling in for the lengthy flight.
I slept a little on the plane and watched a few movies to pass the time. The plane touched down In London in the early afternoon on Saturday, July 27. I made it through security then texted Ana to find out where she wanted me to go. Ana replied a few minutes later. She was already at her friend's place and told me I should go straight there. She sent me the address and I promptly set off in search of transport.
I hired a car from a booth at the airport and punched the ZIP code (postcode, whatever the fuck they call it here) into my GPS. Ana's friend lived to the west of London, in a place called Oxfordshire, which I'm guessing is where that college is. It didn't take long to get there, and within an hour and a half I found myself crawling down on a narrow country road, seemingly in the middle of nowhere.
I pulled into the two-car driveway and left my rental beside a black BMW. I climbed out of the car and fetched my suitcase, wheeling it towards the front door. The house reminded me a lot of Sienna Miller's place that I'd visited the last time I was here. It was slightly smaller, but had a similar rustic aesthetic and similar lack of neighbours. Looking around, I couldn't see a building in any direction.
I knocked on the door, and any regret I might have felt after half a day's worth of travel quickly melted away when I was greeted by the smiling face of Ana de Armas. Honestly, that smile could greet me at the gates of Hell and I'd probably be happy to be there. She was dressed simply, in a plain white t-shirt tucked into a pair of beige pants, but of course she looked incredible. When doesn't she, really?
"Ola," said Ana as she stood in the doorway, drawing me in with those magnetic brown eyes.
Hey," I said back, feeling her arms wrap around my neck as she pulled me in for a very warm kiss. "Been here long?"
"Got here last night," Ana replied as she slid her hands back down my chest, clasping one of mine as she pulled me inside. "Come, there's someone I want you to meet."
Ana closed the door behind me and I wheeled my suitcase through the narrow hallway as Ana dragged me straight through to the lounge. My jaw almost hit the floor when I entered the room, finding myself staring at the familiar face of a certain Miss Rosamund Pike. Wearing a frilly black dress and matching blazer, she looked her usual amorous self as she sat in a leather armchair, sipping from a cup of tea.
"Well, well," she said with a grin, "isn't this a turn up for the books?"
Ana looked at Rosamund and then back at me.
"Oh, I'm sorry, do you two know each other?" she asked us, looking mildly confused.
"Oh, we go way back," Rosamund said. "Don't we, Tyler?"
"Erm...yeah, you could say that."
A million thoughts were going through my mind. Rosamund, of course, has a penchant for femdon, but where does Ana fit into that scenario? Were we both gonna dominate her? Were they both gonna dominate me? Or was Rosamund gonna dominate the pair of us? Also, Rosamund liked to 'switch' during sex, so how was Ana's presence going to affect that? I had a ton of questions, as I'm sure you can imagine, but I think my most pressing concern was the rotatable sex swing that was hanging from the ceiling. I was so stunned after seeing Rosamund that I hadn't even noticed it at first, but now that I had, there was an elephant in the room that needed addressing.
"What's with...?" I said, pointing at the swing like I didn't know what it was. I obviously do know what it is, 'cause I have one of my own (read the Kristen Bell story if you'd like to see it in use).
"What's the matter, Tyler?" Rosamund smirked. "Never seen a sex swing before?"
"Not in someone's living room, no."
Rosamund laughed. "Oh, honey, you haven't seen anything yet." She looked at Ana. "Shall we give him the tour?"
"Yes! Come on," Ana replied, excitedly grabbing my arm.
As Ana dragged me from room to room, I quickly learned that, while Sienna's country home was exactly as advertised, Rosamund's 'country home' was very much the archetypal fuck pad. Or 'shag pad', as she would probably call it. Every room in the house seemed to have been laid out with sex as its primary function. Every bedroom had an enormous bed, with a camera and tripod on one side, some type of BDSM equipment on the other, and sex toys and bondage accessories lining every surface.
We ended up in the master bedroom, the main feature being a pair of leather cuffs that hung on chains from the ceiling, adjacent to the king size bed. I have something similar in my basement (see the Gemma Chan story for details), but from the height at which the cuffs were hanging, they were clearly intended for use on men.
After she'd shown me the various amenities, a grin crept across Rosamund's face as he saw me looking at the dangling cuffs.
"You know what comes next, don't you?" Rosamund asked me.
"I've got an idea."
Rosamund looked at Ana. "See, he does exactly what I tell him." Her grin faded when she looked at me, morphing into her more familiar resting bitch face. "Shirt off."
I grabbed onto the hem of my shirt, immediately proving her point as I pulled it up over my head and dropped it onto the floor.
"Pants."
Once I'd removed my shoes and socks, I unbuckled my belt and unbuttoned my pants, hurriedly pushing them down. Rosamund pointed to the cuffs on the ceiling, and I went and stood underneath them. Rosamund turned and looked at Ana.
"Shall we?"
"Mmhmm," Ana grinned, then the two of them walked to a closet in the corner, each of them grabbing a small wooden stool.
They walked them over to where I was standing and placed them either side of me.
"Hands," said Rosamund, and I lifted my arms up into the air as they climbed up onto the stools.
They fastened the cuffs around each of my wrists then stepped back down off the stools, moving them both aside. The girls stepped back and admired their handiwork, both sporting identical grins as they turned to face each other.
"Shall we change?" Rosamund asked.
Ana nodded and the two clasped hands as they headed for the bedroom door, Ana blowing me a goodbye kiss as they stepped out into the hall. I had no idea when they were coming back or, quite frankly, if they'd come back at all. Eventually they did, of course, but the length of time they were gone for led me to believe they'd been doing a whole lot more than simply getting changed.
When they did finally return, both were dressed in skimpy lingerie, so it was definitely worth the wait. Rosamund wore a studded faux leather open-cupped bra, her breasts entirely visible. A matching pair of crotchless panties adorned her bottom half, while the look was completed by a knee-high set of strappy stilettos. Ana was dressed a touch more modestly, in a frilly set of red French knickers, with a matching bra and heels. Both of them looked incredible and I noticed my cock getting visibly hard as they closed the door and walked hand in hand towards me.
Without a word, Rosamund put a hand to my face and turned me towards her, kissing me like she always does: aggressively. Retrieving her tongue from down my throat, she bit my bottom lip as she pulled away, turning my head towards Ana. Ana leaned in for a kiss of her own, a softer, sultrier one that soothed the wound that her friend had just given me. The girls then shared a kiss themselves, stroking my cock as their lips locked together.
Breaking the kiss, both of them pressed their lips to my chest and began to kiss down my sculpted torso, with Rosamund biting in several places as she was wont to do. Dropping to the floor, they knelt face to face with my rock hard cock jutting out in between them. Placing their hands just above their knees, the girls leaned in for another long kiss, this time with my cockhead smack dab in the middle. I felt their tongues brush over my crown, making it twitch as they shared my cock.
Wrapping their lips around each side, they began to slide them up and down my shaft, heads moving in perfect sync. I felt Ana moan against the side of my cock, eyelids aflutter as Rosamund reached in between her legs and rubbed her through her panties. Ana quickly returned the favour and soon both girls were moaning in unison, poking their tongues out so they could lap at the base of my shaft.
They kept that up for quite some time, working their lips up and down my dick until their mouths started moving in different directions. Ana's lips slid up to the tip while Rosamund moved down to my swollen nutsack, wrapping her lips around one of my balls. Ana's lips enveloped my crown and started to inch their way down it. She sucked my cock like she always did, slowly and seductively, like she was worshipping it with her mouth. While Rosamund sucked on my teste like she always did, pulling it out with so much force that I thought she might snap it off.
Ana's brown eyes stared up into mine as she started to bob her head, taking my cock down an inch at a time. Blowjobs from Ana always feel amazing and this was no exception. Already I could feel my cock start throbbing, precum leaking from my winking slit as the crown pushed past her tonsils. A few more passes and my tip was at the back of her throat, but Ana, as always, took it in her stride, not even gagging or coughing in the slightest as my swollen crown pushed into her gullet. I started to pull at the cuffs on my wrists, gripping the straps as I tipped my head back and moaned towards the bedroom ceiling.
Rosamund popped my ball from her lips, sitting back and watching as Ana worked my dick down her throat, her lips edging closer to the base of my shaft.
"Yes, that's it, love," Rosamund encouraged. "You make that dick disappear."
A few more seconds and she did just that. Ana's lips sunk down to the base and she kept me there for several seconds, her face pressed up against my six pack abs as my balls sat flush with her chin. Ana sucked her cheeks in, forming a tight seal around the width of my shaft as she pulled back up to the tip, popping the crown from between her lips.
"Oh, wow!" said Rosamund. She was clearly impressed and rightly so. "You've been practising, huh?"
"Mmhmm," said Ana, grinning proudly as she gripped my cock, spit smeared across every inch.
"OK, my turn now," said Rosamund as she moved into position, parting her lips as wide as she could.
Ana fed my cock in between her lips, uncurling her fingers from the base of the shaft as Rosamund threw herself forward, taking me straight to the hilt. Ana's lips formed a perfect O and she raised her eyebrows in shock and surprise as my cock vanished in front of her eyes.
"Oh my God!" she said, laughing, looking at me in disbelief.
I don't know if it was her first time witnessing that or just the first time she'd seen it with such a big cock. Either way, Ana was stunned and I can completely understand why. I've seen her do that several times now and it still takes me by surprise.
"Fuck, Roz!" Ana exclaimed, shaking her head as she sat there gawping.
Rosamund pulled back up to the tip, looking at Ana with her eyebrows raised. She kept me there for a couple of seconds then threw herself forward again, taking my cock back down to the base. She reached around behind me and grabbed my ass, digging her fingers into both my cheeks as she pulled herself into me, fucking her throat with my cock. She kept that up for several minutes, leaving my member dripping with spittle by the time she was finally finished.
Rosamund gripped my cock near the tip, placing a finger under Ana's chin as she pulled her in for a kiss. My cock started throbbing as she jerked me off, pumping her fist from base to tip.
"Hmm," said Rosamund, grinning as she broke the kiss, "I think he's getting a little overexcited. Maybe we should cool him off a bit."
"Maybe we should," Ana agreed.
Rosamund stared into those deep brown eyes, pulling her back in for another quick kiss.
"Get on the bed," Rosamund instructed.
"Yes, ma'am," Ana grinned back as she pushed herself up off the floor, giving a little excited yelp as Rosamund slapped her ass.
Ana climbed up onto the bed, giving me a perfect side-on view as her heavenly body sprawled across the mattress. Using her elbows to prop herself up, Ana watched with a sultry expression as Rosamund knelt at the edge of the bed, planting her hands either side of her body as she laid herself down on top. Ana slid back as Rosamund leaned into her, letting her head fall into the pillows as Rosamund's lips pressed against her own. She wrapped her arms around Rosamund's neck, flashing me a cheeky wink as the two of them shared another long kiss.
Again, I pulled at the cuffs on my wrists, desperate to reach down and grab my cock as I watched them making out. Their lips came apart and Ana gave a satisfied whine as Rosamund kissed her neck, moving past her collarbone and down to the top of her chest.
"Up," said Rosamund, and Ana lifted her back off the mattress, allowing the blonde to pull her bra up, freeing her lovely tits.
As Ana laid back and lifted her arms up, Rosamund pulled her bra up over her head and tossed it blindly in my general direction. Ana gave an adorable laugh and Rosamund raised her eyebrows at her.
"What?" she asked.
"Look," said Ana, pointing at me.
Rosamund looked back over her shoulder, tittering to herself as she spotted Ana's frilly red bra, now hanging off the end of my cock.
"Oh, wow!" she laughed. "Good shot, huh? Let's see how long we can keep that on there."
Ana giggled. She was aware of the implication and so was I. They wanted to keep me hard, and were certainly going the right way about it. Rosamund cupped Ana's perky tits and put her lips to one of her nipples. Sucking on it several times, she poked her tongue out from between her lips and spun it in a circle around her areola. Ana uttered a gentle moan, brushing blonde hair from Rosamund's face as she peeled her tongue from around her nipple and moved across to the other.
Rosamund repeated the process again, sucking and licking at Ana's left breast then moving down her flat, toned stomach, kissing it in several places as she shifted back to the foot of the bed. Rosamund licked along the waistband of her panties, looking up with a devilish grin as she planted a big kiss on Ana's covered pussy.
"Fuuuck, you're such a tease," Ana complained, sounding frustrated as Rosamund moved to the top of her thigh, leaving several kisses.
"Mmhmm," Rosamund said back, not sounding at all apologetic as she lifted Ana's leg off the mattress and kissed up past her knee.
She kept on going past her calf then removed the shoe from Ana's foot, caressing it with both her hands. Rolling her tongue out, she pressed the tip against Ana's heel and licked along the sole of her foot, all the way up to her painted toes. Wrapping her lips around Ana's big toe, Rosamund sucked it several times then did the same to the others.
"Hmm, kinky bitch," Ana declared, looking at her with a teasing grin.
Rosamund laughed and batted her eyebrows, removing the shoe from her other foot and worshipping that one too. Rosamund kissed along Ana's strong calf, placing her legs back down on the bed as she moved back up to her thigh. Licking along the inside of her leg, Rosamund shoved her face in between them, pressing her nose against Ana's red panties and breathing in as deep as she could.
"Oh my God, you smell so good," Rosamund said, closing her eyes as the sweet aroma flooded into her nostrils.
She poked her tongue out from between her lips and licked along the crotch of her panties, making the fabric visibly wet and giving Ana a very noticeable cameltoe. She hooked her fingers underneath the waistband and started to pull them down, the crotch sticking to Ana's wet pussy as she inched them down past the tops of her thighs. She pulled them down past Ana's feet and brought them back up to her nose, smelling Ana's pussy again. Rosamund scrunched them into a ball and tossed them over at me, this time hitting me square in the chest. I took a look down as they hit the floor, noting how wet the fabric was as they laid in a heap on the carpet.
By the time I looked back up again, Rosamund had crawled between Ana's legs and wrapped her arms around the tops of her thighs. Without any further delay, Rosamund's tongue came rolling out and she steered it straight to Ana's wet pussy. Ana tipped her head back, glancing briefly in my direction as a breathy moan tumbled from between her lips. With my side on view, I couldn't see exactly what Rosamund was doing, but Ana made sure to fill me in later.
Rosamund licked along Ana's pink slit, gathering the moisture that had formed on the lips of her pussy. Once she'd done that several times, Rosamund settled on Ana's stiff clit, smothering it with her full of set lips. She started by flicking her tongue back and forth, giving short, sharp licks to the nub of Ana's clit. And though I couldn't see her do it, I could definitely see how Ana reacted.
"Mmm, yes," she moaned out loud, her head shooting up a little as she gripped onto the bed sheets, wearing that familiar wide-eyed expression that she always had when something turned her on.



This continued for several minutes, only stopping when Rosamund's lips came free from her clit and she slipped two fingers inside her mouth. Wetting them with spit, she rubbed them up against Ana's wet slit, guiding them in with a gentle push. According to Ana, Rosamund pushed them deep inside her, curling them up in a hook-like fashion until she found the brunette's g-spot.
It was abundantly clear when that had happened 'cause Ana's head fell back into the pillows and a loud 'OH!' flew forth from her lips. And when Rosamund returned her lips to her clit, the blonde had opted for a change of tactic. Her tongue began to swirl around Ana's stiff clit, ringing it concentric circles.
Ana reached down and grabbed her head, free hand pawing at her lovely, full tits as she held her friend in place. Obviously watching this was driving me crazy, and I wanted nothing more than to park myself behind Rosamund's ass and pound her into a coma as she licked out Ana's pussy. But I had to make do with a watching brief, unable to even stroke my cock as I watched the sexy British MILF eating out the gorgeous Cuban.
Ana's moans started getting louder and Rosamund started moaning too, likely from the sheer enjoyment of eating Ana's pussy. She does taste fucking incredible so I can't say I blame her for that. Apparently her tongue started moving faster, changing direction at regular intervals. From the way Ana described it, it sounded like Rosamund had picked her technique up directly from me. And I'd eaten the blonde out so many times that that was definitely possible.
Ana came pretty fucking quickly, tightening her grip on Rosamund's head to ensure she stayed where she was. I cannot speak for the blonde, of course, but it didn't look like she was going anywhere. But it made for a heck of an enticing image as Ana writhed across the king size bed, eyes clamped shut as she moaned towards the ceiling.
"Ohhh, fuck! Si, si, si! Don't stop, don't stop, don't stop!" Ana repeated, followed by something in Spanish that I didn't understand.
Rosamund didn't stop, as I'm sure you can imagine, and kept licking Ana through the throes of climax, continuing to massage her g-spot as her tongue kept swirling around the nub of Ana's clit. I'd seen Ana cum many times, of course, but rarely did I get the chance to see the way her body reacted. The curl in her toes. The quiver in her lower lip. The flutter in her lashes. The way that both her biceps popped as she gripped the back of Rosamund's head, not letting go until she reached her peak.
Watching from the side, I was starting to wonder if that was ever gonna happen. Finally it did and Ana uttered a contented sigh as she slumped down into the pillows, going limp from the force of her climax. She released her grip on Rosamund's head, combing her fingers through the same blonde locks that she'd almost pulled out just a few seconds earlier.
Rosamund stayed in between her legs, licking all the cum from the lips of her pussy. Finally emerging, two of her fingers were slick with arousal as she crawled back up to the top of the bed, feeding one between Ana's lips and the other between her own. Sucking them clean, they shared a long and passionate kiss, with Ana licking up the last of her wetness from Rosamund's full set of lips.
"Would you like something else in you now?" Rosamund asked. "Something bigger?"
"May I?" Ana asked back, popping a finger in between her lips.
"Of course," said Rosamund. "Just don't make him cum yet, OK?"
Ana giggled. "OK, I'll try."
Honestly, she was gonna have to try pretty hard. My cock was still as hard as a rock after watching their show on the bed and was only gonna get harder once it felt the inside of Ana's tight pussy.
The girls shared another quick kiss then both hopped down from the bed, clasping hands as they walked towards me. Rosamund circled around behind me and wrapped her arms around my chest, running her hands down my sculpted torso. I felt her warm breath on my neck as she slid her hands down the length of my shaft and plucked Ana's bra from the end of my cock. Taking the straps in each of her hands she hooked it over the tip of my prick, giving a sharp and sudden tug as she pinned my cock to my torso.
"This is ours," Rosamund hissed as she licked and bit my earlobe. "We own your cock and we will do what we want with it. Do you understand me?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"Good boy," said Rosamund, possessively kissing the side of my face.
She kept my cock pressed against my abs as Ana dropped to her knees, placing her hands at the tops of my thighs as she wrapped her thick lips around one of my balls. She sucked on my testes one at a time, then licked along the length of my shaft, dragging her tongue along the underside until she reached the tip. She licked my slit a number of times then kissed her way back down my shaft, sucking on one of my balls again before she suddenly rose to her feet.
Looking at me with that dead-cute grin, Ana turned and backed up towards me, pressing her ass up against me. My cock nestled in between her cheeks, blood pumping through every thick inch as she started to grind up against me, rubbing her pussy up and down my shaft.
"Ooh, yeah! That's fucking hot," said Rosamund behind me, speaking straight into my ear.
She wasn't wrong. Ana's ass looked simply amazing as she ground it against my cock, leaving a visible trail of wetness all along the base of my shaft.
"That feel good, baby?" Rosamund asked. "You like that big arse rubbing on your cock?"
"Mmhmm," was all I said. Frankly, it's all I could say; the sight of those perfect asscheeks sliding up and down my shaft had me utterly transfixed.
"You ready for that pussy now? Huh?" Rosamund hissed, pulling the bra straps extra tightly as she said the final word.
"Mmhmm," I said again, wincing a little as I felt the bra dig into my shaft.
"OK, let's give him what he wants," Rosamund said as she pulled the bra from around my cock and tossed it into the floor.
Ana started leaning forward, letting my cock fall back into place as she bent herself at the waist, sticking her ass out behind her. My tip ended up at the top of her asscrack and Ana shifted forward a little until my crown lined up with her pussy. Ana pushed back slowly and my cock began to slip inside her without her even touching it. Ana moaned as she felt me enter and I quickly responded with one of my own as her perfect pussy swallowed the first few inches. Ana's pussy always feels amazing, but with my cock was so starved of attention, it felt even better than usual.
Ana continued to push herself back, taking my cock an inch at a time. My hands gripped tighter to the straps up above me, nearly pulling them straight out of the ceiling as Ana kept sliding down the length of my shaft, doing it such a slow pace that it was bordering on torture. I stood and stared at that beautiful ass, wanting nothing more than to grab onto both her cheeks and ram myself into it as hard as I possibly could. Finally her pussy sunk down to the base and I felt my cock start throbbing inside her as she pressed her ass against my stomach, every inch now buried inside her.
"Oh my God," Rosamund gasped, watching from over my shoulder. "Fuck, I love watching her take your cock."
Frankly, so did I. Ana's ass looked so amazing as it pressed it against my groin, that knowing my cock was sheathed inside her was merely the icing on the cake. She stayed like that for close to a minute, not only feeling how deep my cock was but letting me feel how tight she was gripping it. Ana began to ease herself forward, just as slowly as she'd pushed herself back. Her pussy slid back up to the tip and she kept it there for several seconds, letting me see how wet she'd left it.
"Fuck, she is dripping, huh?" Rosamund said, and again she wasn't wrong.
Ana had left so much of her arousal smeared along my shaft that I almost couldn't believe it, and she quickly proceeded to add some more as she began to slide up and down my shaft, the speed increasing with every pass. Soon she was going full pelt, loud smacks now filling the room as her ass crashed into me, her cheeks rippling in hypnotic fashion.
In fact, the sight was so entrancing that I didn't notice Rosamund kneeling behind me, and didn't become aware of her presence until I felt her grab my asscheeks. Spreading them apart, she shoved her face straight into my ass, licking across my hairless taint until she found my winking butthole. Rosamund did that several times then pushed her tongue inside it, head bobbing back and forth as she began to fuck my ass.
It made my cock throb even harder and I felt my tip start leaking precum as it sunk into the deepest parts of Ana's perfect snatch. Ana kept fucking me harder and harder, throwing her amazing ass back with ever increasing force. This continued for the next few minutes, each new pass getting harder and faster until, completely out of the blue, Ana stopped entirely. It was like someone had hit the pause button. One moment her ass was a pale white blur, the next it was poised at the tip of my prick, her pussy wrapped tightly around my ever swelling crown.
Brown hair whipped through the air as she peered back over her shoulder, looking like she was fit to burst.
"Fuck me," she said, and of course I promptly obliged her.
Tightening my grip on the straps above me, I started to thrust as fast as I could, drilling my cock into Ana's wet pussy. I couldn't go as hard as I normally would have, but I did my level best, pumping my hips as much as I could to ensure my cock went as deep as possible. I definitely didn't hear Ana complaining. Moaning, yes, but not complaining. And while all this was happening, Rosamund kept her tongue outstretched, rewarding each thrust with a prod up my asshole.
Ana's pussy started gripping me tighter and I could tell she was getting close. Which was just as well, 'cause I was about five tongue jabs away from cumming straight into her pussy. I was more than happy to do that, of course, but it would have incurred the wrath of Miss Pike, which believe me, is something you don't want to do.
Ana moaned something in Spanish, and although my linguistics are average at best, I took it to mean she was ready to cum. I gave a hard thrust into the depths of her pussy and stayed inside her as I felt her cum. Ana's body began to shake as fluid gushed from deep inside her, soaking my cock from top to bottom. Rosamund's tongue pulled out of my ass and she licked across it several times, making my cockhead spasm as it rubbed on Ana's cervix. I have no idea how I didn't explode.
Ana's body gave one last shudder and I felt her muscles begin to relax as she very slowly slid herself forward, leaving my member coated in fluid as she plucked my cock from the grip of her pussy. Rosamund pulled her head from my ass and crawled around in front of me, sliding her lips down onto my cock and taking me straight to the base.
Ana turned and dropped to her knees, watching with a grin on her face as my cock slid through into Rosamund's throat. Pulling back up to the ridge of my crown, she cleaned off Ana's pussy with a single hard suck, releasing the head with an audible *POP*. Rosamund flashed a wicked smirk then swatted my cock with the palm of her hand, making me wince as it flopped back and forth. Rosamund grabbed onto Ana's chin and pulled her in for a very wet kiss. Their lips came apart and Rosamund looked at her very intensely as she ordered her back to the bed.
Ana leapt up very excitedly and flung herself at the mattress, shaking her hair out in true sex-kitten style as she beckoned the blonde towards her. Rosamund climbed up onto the bed, running her hands up Ana's long legs.
"Turn around," the blonde instructed. "Show me that beautiful arse."
Ana flipped over onto her stomach, propping herself up with one of her arms as Rosamund straddled the backs of her thighs. Rosamund grabbed onto Ana's thick ass, digging in her painted fingers as she gave each cheek a squeeze. Rosamund did that several times then lifted her hands into the air, bringing them back down with a deafening smack echoed around her master bedroom.
"Ayy!" Ana yelped, as Rosamund moved her hands to her hips, revealing a pair of matching hand prints.
Rosamund shifted backwards, bringing her head down as she moved back slowly to the foot of the bed. Rolling her tongue out, she gave a long lick across Ana's left cheek, sucking some assmeat into her mouth and releasing it with a smack of her lips. She did the same to the other cheek then gripped them in her hands again, parting her buttocks just enough so she could slid her tongue in between them. She gave a few licks to Ana's pink asshole then released her grip on those peach-shaped cheeks as she shoved her face in between them.
"Ahh! Oh my God!" Ana shrieked out, laughing hysterically as Rosamund's whole face vanished into her asscrack.
Now, I couldn't see what she was doing in there sadly, but again Ana told me about it with a pleasing amount of detail. According to Ana, Rosamund started licking her with little plan or strategy. Her tongue went everywhere: along her slit, into her pussy, into her ass. It seemed to Ana that Rosamund was so excited to be in her ass that she couldn't decide which part to lick first. Again, I could understand this, 'cause once my face gets in her ass I often run into the same dilemma.
Anyway, after several minutes of aimless tonguing, Rosamund composed herself and started to lick with greater focus. She put her tongue to Ana's clit and licked along the length of her pussy, continuing past Ana's taint and all the way up to her asshole. Rosamund did that several times then finally settled on Ana's backdoor, pressing her tongue down as hard as she could as she licked across her puckered rim.
I couldn't see her do that, of course, but the image alone of Rosamund's head buried to the ears in Ana's thick booty was more than enough to keep me hard. It really was a sight to behold, and I began to mentally insert myself into it as I watched it unfold before my eyes. I pictured myself standing behind Rosamund as she knelt at the edge of the bed, grabbing onto her shapely hips as I railed my cock into her tight, wet pussy, making her scream into Ana's big ass.
Ana started moaning loudly and reached back with one of her hands to grab onto Rosamund's head, lightly gripping her long blonde hair as she pushed her into her ass. This continued for quite some time, Rosamund burrowing into Ana's thick ass, while Ana pushed her as deep as she could, pulling her up every now and again so the blonde could catch her breath. This sort of thing was typical of Rosamund. She'd start things off in a dominant fashion then hand the reins over to her partner and let them take control. And once the blonde had relinquished control, she really took it back again. But this time it was different.
She let Ana use her for several minutes, pushing her face down into her ass and pulling it out again whenever she pleased. Then, when Ana pulled her out for the tenth or eleventh time, Rosamund quickly grabbed her wrists and pinned them against the mattress. Ana gave a sudden yelp which turned into a high-pitched scream as Rosamund bit into one of her asscheeks, leaving behind a set of teeth marks.
"Fuck, you rough bitch," Ana exclaimed, peering back over shoulder with what I think was a pseudo-scowl.
"You love it, you slut," Rosamund grinned back, then proceeded to grab onto Ana's plump cheeks, peeling them apart as she poked her tongue out.
As she shoved her face back into her ass, Rosamund's tongue went straight up her butthole.
"Mierda!" Ana shrieked, unprepared for the sudden move.
Rosamund started to bob her head, gripping onto Ana's cheeks and keeping them spread as she fucked her puckered asshole. Ana's left arm slid under her body and I saw her shoulder start moving suggestively as she began to strum at the nub of her clit. Ana's eyes clamped shut, an intense look of pleasure etched across her face as she moaned something in Spanish.
"English, please, love," Rosamund said, keeping Ana's buttcheeks spread as she plucked her tongue from her asshole.
"I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" Ana blurted out.
"Oh, yeah?" Rosamund smirked. "You're gonna cum for me, huh?"
"Si, si, si, si, si!" Ana repeated, sounding increasingly desperate as she robbed her throbbing clit.
Rosamund pushed her tongue back into Ana's ass, and proceeded to fuck her as hard as she could, her head little more than a fuzzy blonde blur as she threw her face into Ana's buttcrack. Ana came in a matter of minutes, burying her face in the nearest pillow and emitting a muffled scream. Her head came up from the mattress beneath, bringing the pillow with her briefly as its flowery cover was clamped in between her teeth. The pillow fell back onto the bed and Ana kept moaning louder and louder as the powerful orgasm surged through her body.
Ana's arm started moving slower and her body gave spasmodic jerks as Rosamund's tongue slid out of her asshole, licking across it several times. Ana slumped down onto the bed, looking like her arms had turned to jelly as she sunk back into the pillows. Moving her hands to the small of her back, Rosamund kissed her peach-shaped asscheeks, then continued to kiss along the length of her spine as she crawled towards the headboard.
Ana turned her head to the side, giving little contented moans as Rosamund kissed along the nape of her neck, continuing across her cheek before finally stopping at Ana's thick lips. The two of them shared a passionate kiss, Ana enjoying the taste of her asshole as Rosamund's tongue pushed into her mouth.
Their lips came apart and Rosamund kissed along Ana's shoulders as she ordered her to turn around. Ana turned as per her instructions, laying on her back as Rosamund straddled her. Ana placed her hands on her knees and ran them slowly up Rosamund's thighs.
"What d'you wanna do?" Rosamund asked her, combing her fingers through Ana's brown hair. "You wanna eat my pussy?"
"Mmm, yes! Gimme, gimme, gimme!" Ana replied, beckoning her forward with both her hands.
Rosamund removed her panties then moved towards the edge of the bed, stopping just short of Ana's face. Ana lifted her head up and rolled her tongue out from between her lips, extending it as far as she could as she tried to reach her girlfriend's pussy. Rosamund placed a hand on her head, pushing her straight back down.
"Tell me you want it," Rosamund said, pinning her head to the mattress.
"I want it, I want it. Please, please, please," Ana begged softly, flicking her tongue in desperation.
Rosamund tightened her grip on her head, moving forward the last few inches and pulling her into her pussy.
"Mmpf!" Ana exclaimed, getting a little more than she'd bargained as Rosamund's pussy smothered her gorgeous face.
According to Ana, she started things off by delving her tongue into Rosamund's pussy, enjoying the taste of her gooey arousal as she pushed in nice and deep. Ana did that several times, fucking the blonde with her outstretched tongue. Rosamund's hand moved up to her brow and Ana's tongue slid out of her pussy as she pushed her head back down again. Ana began to lick her clit, brushing it gently with the tip of her tongue.
"Yeah, that's it, baby," Rosamund moaned as she looked down at Ana, combing her fingers through her nut-brown hair. "Lick that pussy. Make me cum on that pretty face."
Ana started licking faster, lapping eagerly at Rosamund's clit with quick, hard flicks of her tongue. Lifting her arms from the bed, one hand grabbed onto Rosamund's ass while the other reached down in between her own legs and a pair of fingers slid into her pussy. Rosamund was moaning loudly and Ana started moaning too as she pushed her fingers inside her, sinking right down to the knuckle.



Again, it was a joy to watch and I found myself picturing all the things I'd be doing if my hands weren't cuffed to the ceiling. I envisioned myself climbing onto the bed, replacing Ana's fingers with my long, thick cock and fucking her hard as she ate out Rosamund, making her scream into the blonde's tight pussy. The thought alone was driving me wild.
Rosamund grabbed onto the headboard in front of her, holding it tightly as she started to grind her shapely hips, rubbing her pussy on her girlfriend's face. Ana kept her tongue outstretched, keeping it nice and flat as Rosamund ground her pussy against it, allowing her to use it however she pleased. Tilting her head back, her eyes fell shut as she grinded faster, moans increasing in pitch and volume.
"Ohhh, fuck!" Rosamund squealed. "Fuck, fuck, fuck! I'm gonna cum on your face!"
Ana gave a moan of approval and started to tongue at Rosamund's clit, licking it sharply as she ground it against her. But that wasn't all she did. Plucking her fingers from deep inside her, Ana put them to the nub of her clit, rubbing in a circular motion as she licked her girlfriend's pussy.
A few more laps of Ana's slick tongue and the blonde made good on her promise. Tightening her grip in Ana's brown hair, her breathing got louder and noticeably deeper as her face lit up in the throes of passion. Fluid gushed from the depths of her pussy, soaking Ana's chin as her tongue kept moving on the nub of her clit, licking hard and fast. Ana came too about five seconds later, moaning into Rosamund's snatch as she licked her cum from deep inside it.
"Oh my God! Wow!" Rosamund sighed, panting out a series of deep, heavy breaths as she lightly ground against Ana's slick tongue, smearing her cum all along it.
She took a moment to regain her composure then climbed down from Ana's face. Laying on top of her, Ana wrapped her arms around Rosamund's back, a thick layer of sticky arousal coating her full set of lips.
"Mmm, that cum looks good on your face," Rosamund said.
She licked the cum from Ana's mouth then slipped her tongue in between her lips as they shared another long kiss.
"Do you want some more?" Rosamund asked, Ana responding with a smile and a nod.
Rosamund gave her a kiss on the lips then stepped down off the mattress. She took Ana by the hand and helped her off the bed, leading her back towards me. Dropping to the floor, they knelt before me side by side and put their tongues to the base of my shaft. Licking back slowly along the length of my shaft, Rosamund took me in between her lips, looking at me with her trademark brand of intense, unnerving eye contact as she sunk her lips right down to the hilt.
She sucked me like that for the next few minutes, aggressively bobbing that pretty blonde head as she steered her lips up and down my shaft, making it vanish with every pass. She pulled me right to the brink of climax, prying my cock from between her lips when I was seconds away from shooting my load. Rosamund gave a knowing smirk, gripping my cock at the base of the shaft as she passed me to her friend.
Ana sucked me much more gently, attempting to calm me down a little after Rosamund brought me so close to the edge. Somehow she succeeded. Her lips slid down at a slow, steady pace, giving my cock some much needed TLC. They kept that up for the next few minutes, Rosamund sucking me as hard as she could, then giving me to Ana to cool me off. But that dynamic couldn't work forever, despite how much they tried. Soon my cock was throbbing so hard that even Ana's incredible, soothing mouth could no longer tame it.
"I think he's ready," Rosamund said, in what was definitely a strong contender for Understatement of the Year.
"I think so too," Ana agreed and the two of them gripped my very wet cock, Rosamund at the base of the shaft and Ana at the tip.
They proceeded to jerk me in perfect unison, adopting much the same tactics as they had before. Ana gently kneaded the tip, while Rosamund's clenched fist pumped up and down the length of my shaft at a pace that was frankly alarming. My cock went off in three seconds flat and I unleashed an almost deafening roar as an ungodly amount of piping hot semen spurted from the tip of my prick.
Faces together and tongues outstretched, I covered both women in equal measure, leaving countless ropes of cum plastered over lips and tongues, dripping down their cheeks and covering their eyes. Still stroking in tandem, the girls jerked out the last few drops then came together for a long and sticky embrace.
Once the girls had licked each other clean, they finally uncuffed my hands from the ceiling. It should go without saying really, but by this stage I was raring to go. As soon as my hands were free, I scooped Ana up from the stool she was standing on and carried her back to the bed. Tossing her onto the mattress, I went to town on her pussy in the missionary position, taking out hours of sexual frustration as I pounded her into a coma.
Pulling out of Ana's tight pussy, I left her almost passed out on the bed as I steered my cock between Rosamund's lips and used her mouth to clean myself off. After furiously fucking her mouth and throat, I lifted the blonde up into the air and shoved her down onto my cock, making her scream her house down as I drilled her hard in the cradled position.
Once I was done with her, Ana was showing some signs of life, so I flipped her over onto her stomach, using her ass as an impact cushion as I proneboned her pussy into next July. I came again shortly after, leaving another massive load all over her juicy ass.
The evening continued in much the same vein. After my second climax, I took a quick break to retrieve my energy, watching the girls as they 69'd. I waited until they made each other cum then leapt back into the action, first fucking Rosamund who was on the bottom, then Ana who was on the top. Both had work the following day, but neither seemed to care as we worked our way through numerous positions, finally stopping as the sun came up.
When I awoke the next day, the house was empty. Ana had media duties that whole day while Rosamund had meetings in London. I had nothing planned for the day so I went back to sleep for a couple of hours then went downstairs to fix some brunch. I took a shower, pulled on some clothes and was pondering what I should do with my day when I received a text from Hayley Atwell.
I'd looked forward to seeing her prior to my arrival, only to learn she was four months pregnant. It was like a dagger through my heart. Obviously I knew she was in a relationship (most of my regulars are) but embarking on a trip to London and not fucking Hayley Atwell just felt...wrong. But all was not lost, and though we couldn't meet up ourselves, Hayley had recommended me to one of her friends and assured me she'd be there in spirit. Remembering some of the babes she'd set me up with last time I was here, it won't surprise you to learn that I was very, very excited.
I got the call about an hour later. I hit the mute button on Rosamund's huge TV and picked up my phone to answer it.
"Hello?"
"Hi, is that Tyler?"
"Yes, that's me."
"Hi, this is Juno Temple."
My excitement grew.
"Oh. Hi. Nice to meet you."
"Nice to meet you too. Look, I was wondering if you could do me a favour."
Damn. Straight down to business, huh?
"Sure. What do you need?"
"OK, so it's my girlfriend's birthday today- it's a big one- and I was wondering if you could...well, come and give her a birthday gift."
"Oh, I think I can manage that. Does she have a name, this friend of yours?"
"Hannah," said Juno. "Hannah Waddingham."
Of course. I should've guessed really. Turns out that Juno's earlier use of the word 'girlfriend' was much more literal that I'd originally thought. She would later reveal that, not only were she and Hannah fucking each other, but that they were in fact in a full on relationship, to the point that Juno referred to her male partner as her 'bit on the side'. Now, of course, this was something I'd always suspected, but it was nice to have it confirmed. Honestly, if you've ever seen pictures of these two together and don't think they're fucking each otheer then, well...you need to get better at reading people.
Anyway, of course I said I'd be happy to help and we arranged a time for later that evening. I bummed around the rest of the day- eating, watching TV and lazing about in Rosamund's yard. With nighttime approaching, I went to take a shower and get myself ready for the evening ahead. I went through my usual grooming routine and picked out something to wear.
I locked Rosamund's door with the spare key she'd left me then posted it back through the mail slot and hopped into my rented car. London was fraught with the usual Saturday night traffic so I was glad I left an hour early. I ended up arriving just before the scheduled time and I got a text from Juno while I was looking for somewhere to park.
Juno: We're ready for you. Text me when you get here. Don't ring the doorbell.
OK, pretty simple instructions. I parked my car a few doors down from what I later learned to be Hannah's house. I texted Juno as per my instructions and waited by the front door. Juno came to answer it a few minutes later, wearing a silken robe, her curly blonde hair dangling over her shoulders.
"Hi..." I started to say but was quickly cut off by the pint-sized blonde.
She put a finger to her glossy pink lips, silently shushing me as she beckoned me into the house. I stepped into the hallway of Hannah's large home, taking a scan of my surroundings as Juno quietly closed the front door. Juno moved in close to me and placed a hand on my chest, going up on tip toes as she wrapped an arm around the back of my neck and pulled me in for a kiss. It was kind of unusual being kissed like that without any prior talk, especially since this was our first time meeting, but that didn't stop me from kissing her back.
I felt her tongue push into my mouth and was happy to reciprocate as Juno's hand slid down my torso, past my abs and beltline, and all the way down to my crotch. I felt my cock begin to stiffen as she stroked me through my pants, and was already semi-erect by the time she'd unbuckled my belt. Unzipping my fly, she let my pants fall down to my knees, my cock flopping out as she lowered my boxers. Gripping my cock and stroking it, Juno grabbed the back of my head, pulling me down to her level as she whispered into my ear.
"Let's get you ready."
Dropping to her knees, Juno kept her hand on my shaft as she took my crown in between her lips. Her head started bobbing as she sucked me off, her lips moving in sync with her hand as she stroked my half-hard cock, smearing her spit up and down it. I could feel my cock getting stiffer and stiffer as she worked it with her mouth, my tip pushing past her tonsils as she took me deeper inside.
Juno gave fantastic head and I was fully rigid in a matter of minutes. But unfortunately for me, the blowjob ended just as quickly as it began. Just when I was starting to get into it, Juno had pulled back up to the tip and plucked my cock from inside her mouth, leaving it throbbing and dripping with spit.
Juno stood, keeping a hand at the base of my shaft as the other gripped onto the back of my head, pulling me back down to her level.
"Take off your clothes," she whispered softly.
I did as instructed, kicking off my shoes as I unbuttoned my shirt and pulled my pants down the rest of the way, leaving them in a heap on the hallway floor. Juno turned on her stiletto heels, removing her robe with a shrug of her shoulders and revealing the skimpy set of frilly black lingerie she was wearing underneath. My eyes were glued to her perky ass as she slid her hand to the tip of my shaft, using it like a leash as she walked me across the hallway.
Juno led me past various rooms and up a flight of stairs. There was a small wooden table at the top of the stairs and on it sat a large sponge cake, covered with creamy white icing and a pair of candles that spelled the number fifty. Flicking back the top on a Zippo lighter, Juno lit both candles then picked up the plate that was holding the cake, pulling me along with her as she carried it across the landing.
A door was open at the end of the hall. Juno led me into the room where the birthday girl was knelt on the floor, just in front of the king size bed, with a blindfold over her eyes. From the amount of clothes, sex toys and bottles of lube that were strewn about the bed, it looked like she'd had quite the birthday already. Hannah was wearing what appeared to be some kind of thong, along with a black zip up corset that revealed a generous portion of her frankly phenomenal cleavage. She looked incredible and at least ten years younger than the age that was on the cake.
"I'm back, baby," said Juno, setting the cake down on a nearby table.
"Fuuuck, baby, what took you so long?" Hannah complained, sounding frustrated and incredibly horny.
"I went to get your cake," Juno replied. She scooped up some icing with one of her fingers and slid it between her lips, flashing me a wink as she sucked it clean. "Can't have a birthday without cake."
"Mmm, yummy!" said Hannah, licking her lips. "So do I get to have some?"
"Of course you do, silly, it's your birthday! Here, why don't you open that pretty mouth of yours and I'll feed some to you?"
"Ooo, hot!" said Hannah, then promptly parted her full set of lips, gaping them open as wide as she could.
Juno led me forward, pulling me by the cock until the tip was mere inches from Hannah's open mouth. Then, she scooped up a handful of cake, grinning from ear to ear as she smeared it all over my shaft.
"Ready?" she asked.
"Uh huh," said Hannah.
"OK, here it comes."
And with that I steered myself forward, slotting my cockhead, coated with sponge and icing, straight into her mouth. Cake smeared around Hannah's mouth as she unwittingly wrapped her thick set of lips around my swollen cockhead.
"Oh my God!" she said as her head pulled back. "That is not a fork!"
Juno practically burst out laughing.
"Who is that?!" Hannah asked.
"Just a friend of mine," Juno said, looking at me with a smirk. "My gift to you, baby. Happy birthday."
Juno nodded at me and I took that as my cue, stuffing my cock back into Hannah's open mouth.
"Umph!" she exclaimed, her voice deeply muffled as my cock filled up her mouth.
Juno circled around behind her and dropped down to her knees, wrapping her arms around Hannah's midriff as she spoke straight into her ear.
"Come on. You need to clean it up."
Hannah's lips began to drag along the shaft, sucking up some of the icing as they pulled back up to the tip. Popping it out from between her lips, cake was smeared all around her mouth, while a thin, white layer had been left on my shaft, plastered across it and wet with saliva.
"Oh, God, look at the mess you've made," Juno chuckled, putting a finger to Hannah's chin and turning her around to face her. "Think I better clean you up."
Poking her tongue out from between her lips, Juno licked around Hannah's mouth, lapping up all the sponge and icing. Then she pressed her lips to Hannah's and they shared a messy kiss, my cock throbbing as she reached out and grabbed it, cleaning off the excess cake as she jerked it up and down.
"Oh!" she said as their lips came apart. "I almost forgot. You need to blow out your candles."
Juno pointed at the cake. I picked it up off the table and held it in front of Hannah.
"OK, baby, make a wish," Juno said, kissing Hannah's cheek.
"I think I already got my wish," Hannah declared. Far be it from me to put words in her mouth, but I think she meant my cock.
"Fucking slag," Juno laughed. "Come on, blow out your candles."
Inhaling deeply, Hannah puffed out a big gust of air, extinguishing the candles with a single blow.
"Good girl," said Juno.
She plucked the candles from the icing and tossed them over her shoulder. She took the cake from me and placed it on the floor, gathering more of the icing and smearing it onto my scrotum.
"Oh, look, he's got some on his balls as well."
Juno gripped my cock near the tip and pointed it up at an angle. Then she grabbed Hannah by the back of her head and pushed her into my nutsack, smearing more icing all around her mouth as her full set of lips pressed against my swollen balls. Juno released her grip on my cock, letting it fall against Hannah's face as she licked across my nutsack, cleaning up some of the mess. She wrapped her lips around one of my balls, sucking all the icing off it before she switched to the other. While she was doing that, Juno scooped up some cake with two of her fingers and spread it onto my cockhead.
"Lick his shaft," Juno instructed. "Slide that tongue right up to the tip."
Hannah did as she told her. Releasing a ball from between her lips, her tongue trailed a juicy vein as she licked along the underside, all the way up to my swollen crown. Swirling her tongue around the tip of my cock, she lapped up all the icing that Juno had left there. As Hannah's lips enveloped my crown, Juno smeared icing down the length of my shaft, coating it from base to tip.
As Hannah began to bob her head, Juno reached around from behind her and began to unzip her corset. Hannah's tits were slowly unveiled as she pulled the zip right down to the bottom then tossed the corset aside. I felt my cock push into her throat as Juno grabbed two handfuls of cake and slapped them down onto Hannah's big tits. Hannah yelped as she gripped my shaft, prying my cock from between her lips. Juno crawled out from behind her friend, grabbing onto her cake-covered tits as she buried her face in between them.
"Ahhh! Oh my God!" Hannah laughed as Juno fully immersed herself, licking icing off Hannah's big tits with some degree of relish.
Hannah began to stroke my cock, turning towards Juno to give her better access. It was a shame that her blowjob had been disrupted, but truth be told, a sight like that was worth the interruption. It wasn't interrupted for too long anyway, and soon I had the best of both worlds as Hannah turned her head to the side and fed my cock back between her lips. She quickly picked up from where she left off, working her lips up and down my shaft, and moaning all the while as Juno worshipped her lovely big tits.
She sucked me hard and with lots of spit, her cheeks forming a vacuum seal that gripped my cock with the perfect pressure. Precum began to leak from the tip, trickling straight down her throat as she damn near sucked the life out of me. As Hannah's lips sunk down to the base, Juno pushed her heavy tits together, sucking both nipples in turn as she switched back and forth from one to the other. I placed a hand at the back of her head, holding her there for several seconds as my cock started throbbing in her mouth and throat.
I released my grip on the back of her head and Hannah's lips pulled back to the tip, plucking the crown from between them. Hannah gripped my cock at the base and jerked me up and down, smearing in the spit that her mouth had left behind. Licking the icing from around her mouth, Juno grabbed a handful of cake and rubbed it over Hannah's tits.
"Put your cock in here," Juno ordered as she put both hands to Hannah's chest and slapped her messy tits together.
She didn't have to tell me twice. I stepped around in front of Hannah as Juno moved behind her, cupping Hannah's tits as I slapped my cock in between them. Juno pushed her titties together, smearing icing all over my shaft and she wrapped them tightly around it. I started thrusting hard and fast, sawing my cock through her cake-filled tits. My heavy balls swung back and forth, getting covered in sponge and icing as they slapped against her sternum. Hannah tilted her head down, poking her tongue out from between her lips and licking up cake from the tip of my cock as it poked out from her cleavage.



"Here, you take over," Juno said as she released her grip on Hannah's breasts.
Again, I did as she told me, getting a firm grip on Hannah's fat tits as I continued to pump my cock in between them, slicing like a knife through butter. Or, in this case, a knife through cake.
"OK, let's get this blindfold off you," Juno said as she slid her fingers underneath the straps and plucked it free from Hannah's green eyes.
"Oh, wow!" said Hannah, peering down at her cake-covered tits as my cock filled the gap in between them. "That's a big one, huh?"
"Yep," Juno laughed. "Only the best for you, baby."
"Mmm, thank you, baby," Hannah replied, turning to kiss her girlfriend as she peered over her shoulder.
"You're welcome, gorgeous. Now get that arse up," Juno instructed as she slapped her hands against Hannah's big butt.
I couldn't see what Juno did next, but it soon became abundantly clear when she put her hands to Hannah's back and gently pushed her forward. My cock slipped out from between her tits as Hannah went down on her hands and knees. Hannah's ass came into view, now coated in icing and sponge after Juno had smeared it all over her. Or more likely still, had slid it underneath her ass so Hannah was sitting on top of it. Either way, Hannah's ass was covered in the stuff and Juno grinned as she admired her handiwork.
"Now, that's what I call a birthday cake," Juno chuckled. "Mind if I take a bite?"
"Mmm-mmm," said Hannah, shaking her head.
Juno parted her glossy pink lips, scooping up a mouthful of cake as she sunk her teeth into Hannah's thick ass.
"Fuck her mouth a little," Juno instructed, licking some cake from her lips. "She likes that."
I looked at Hannah and she nodded her consent, gaping her lips in wait of my cock. She didn't have to wait very long. I gripped my dick at the base of the shaft and steered in between her lips, moving my hands to the back of her head as I fed her the first few inches. Juno locked eyes with me as I buried my cock to the hilt, flashing me a wink as she licked some icing off Hannah's big ass.
Gripping two fistfuls of Hannah's blonde hair, I began to slowly fuck her mouth, sinking my cock into the back of her throat. Juno kept licking across Hannah's thick ass, cleaning up some of the mess she'd made before she pulled apart those juicy asscheeks and shoved her face in between them.
Hannah moaned around my big, fat cock as Juno's head moved up and down, icing smeared all around her face. I couldn't see what she was doing sadly, but it looked like she was licking from Hannah's clit, all the way up to her asshole. And even if she wasn't doing that, that's what I was picturing. My cock started throbbing harder as I worked it back and forth, plunging to the hilt in Hannah's wet mouth. Hannah poked her tongue out from above her bottom lip and I could feel the tip start brushing my ballsack each time I thrust inside.
Juno started bobbing her head, pushing her tongue into Hannah's asshole, her muffled moans increasing in volume as I fucked her mouth and throat. Juno did that several more times then pried her head from Hannah's thick ass, licking icing from around her mouth as she plucked her tongue from her asshole.
"You ready for some dick?" Juno asked, slapping Hannah's cake-smeared ass.
"Uh huh," Hannah replied, trying her best to nod her head as I held her hair like a pair of handlebars, slowly thrusting into the deepest parts of her throat.
"Of course you are, slut," Juno laughed, slapping Hannah's ass again as she hopped up onto the bed. "Come on then, up you come."
I pulled my cock from between her lips, placing a finger underneath her chin as I leaned down to kiss her. Hannah stood and turned on her heels, climbing up onto the bed. Juno laid out across the mattress, reeling in Hannah with a manicured finger. Hannah crawled in between her legs, sticking her ass out invitingly as she knelt at the edge of the bed. Gathering locks of bleach blonde hair, Juno held them like a length of rope as Hannah sunk her head down, burying it in between her thighs. I couldn't see what she was doing exactly, but if the sounds she was making were anything to go by, she was licking Juno's pussy with some degree of relish.
"She likes it in the arse," Juno declared, looking at me and then back at Hannah. "Don't you, baby?"
"Mmhmm," Hannah replied, answering as best she could as she ate out Juno's pussy.
Of course my cock was raring to go, and so wet after fucking her mouth that I wouldn't even need any lube. But Hannah's big ass looked so fucking good all covered in cake that I just had to give it some attention. Dropping to my knees on the bedroom floor, I started by licking at one of her buttcheeks, gathering as much cake as I could get on my tongue before I moved across to the other. I licked some cake off of that one too then took both cheeks in the palms of my hands, spreading them apart as I shoved my face in.
My tongue came out from between my lips and I put it straight to her clit, licking along the slit of her pussy and all the way up to her ass. I did that several times, licking up her juices as they clung to the lips of her pussy. Then I moved up higher, settling on her tight pink asshole and pushing my tongue inside it. Bobbing my head back and forth, I started to fuck her with my outstretched tongue, making her moan as she ate Juno's pussy.
I kept that up for several minutes, pushing my tongue into the depths of her ass until I could resist no longer. I plucked my tongue from her ass, adding some final lube as I spat a thick glob of saliva straight onto Hannah's butthole. Rising to my feet, I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft and pressed the tip against her asshole, smearing in the spit that I'd just left behind.
Pushing forward, I slid in with ease like I had predicted, the saliva that coated my cock and her asshole more than doing its job. Hannah gasped as she felt me enter, unleashing a moan that was thoroughly muffled by Juno's wet snatch. I got a firm grip on Hannah's thick ass, spreading her cheeks a little as I pushed in deeper, feeding her inch after inch. I pushed my cock right down to the base, feeling her insides grip me as I bottomed out inside her. Hannah threw her head back, peeling her tongue from Juno's pussy as a deep, loud moan flew forth from her lips.
"OH MY GOD!"
A smirk pulled at Juno's lips. "What's he doing back there, baby? Is he in there nice and deep?"
"He's fucking BALLS deep!" Hannah confirmed, and though I couldn't see her face, I could vividly picture the look of surprise that was plastered across it. Eyes bulging, mouth open wide, the whole nine yards.
"Oooh, yeah, that's fucking hot!" Juno declared. "I'm sorry, baby, but I'm gonna have to get a look at that."
With that, Juno hopped up from the mattress, depriving Hannah of the taste of her pussy as she crawled to the foot of the bed. Kneeling beside her girlfriend, Juno's eyes went wide with shock as she peered around behind her ass and saw how deep my cock was. Hannah wasn't exaggerating; I was quite literally balls deep inside her, my nutsack flush with the slit of her pussy.
"Holy fuck," she gasped. "Oh my God, I've gotta taste that. Give it here," she ordered, motioning with her hand.
I did as instructed, pulling back slowly from Hannah's thick ass and plucking the crown from her sphincter. My cock was basted with Hannah's ass juice as I steered it across to Juno's mouth. Juno was impatient and grabbed my cock when it was halfway across, pulling it into her mouth. She closed her lips around the ridge of my crown, making a loud 'mmm' sound and rolling her eyes up like she was tasting her favourite food.
Placing a hand at the back of her head, I began to thrust into Juno's mouth, going down deeper with every pass. Juno sucked hard as she took my cock, slurping Hannah's ass juice off every inch I fed her. I sank right down to the base of the shaft and she kept me there for several seconds, making sure my cock was wet with spittle for the return to Hannah's asshole. And boy, did she succeed. Prising it free from between her lips, my entire shaft was literally dripping as I pointed the tip at Hannah's asshole and pushed it back inside her.
Getting a grip on that big, round ass, I quickly picked up from where I left off, drilling into Hannah's sphincter with a series of deep, hard thrusts. I was a few thrusts in when I felt her tighten, and as I looked down at Hannah's thick ass, the reason for that was immediately clear. Even with my cock in the way, I could see that Juno had reached between her legs and was rubbing her fingers on Hannah's stiff clit.
Hannah started moaning louder as she gripped my cock with increasing force, squeezing it to the point of bursting. I responded to that by thrusting harder, throwing myself into her with balls deep slams that made her asscheeks jiggle. Hannah's pussy had gotten so wet that I could hear it start to squelch as Juno kept rubbing, her fingers a blur on Hannah's pink clit.
"Oooh! You're gonna squirt for me, huh?" Juno asked her, an excited grin stretched across her face.
"Yes, yes, yes! I'm gonna fucking squirt!" she hurriedly replied, sounding like it was gonna be soon.
"Wait, wait, wait! Don't do it yet!" Juno urged as she quickly turned 'round onto her back and slid her body underneath her friend's.
I was as caught up in the moment as everyone else was, but somehow I managed to slow my thrusts, making sure that Hannah didn't cum too early as Juno got into position. They ended up in a 69 with Juno's head directly under Hannah's pussy. Once I was sure she was in position, I started to thrust as hard as I could, railing my cock into Hannah's tight asshole. I couldn't see what happened next, but according to Juno, she put her tongue to Hannah's clit and only had to lick it once before her pussy burst in explosive fashion.
"OH, FUCK! JESUS!" she screamed, practically rattling the pictures on the walls as I drilled my cock into her asshole, dicking her through the throes of climax.
I didn't see how hard she came, but once her voice had given out and my thrusts had slowed to a standstill, I plucked my cock from the grip of her asshole and saw that Juno was utterly soaked. Drops of water were running down her cheeks, clumps of blonde hair plastered to her face as she licked the remaining juices from Hannah's dripping snatch.
As she peeled her tongue from Hannah's pussy, I slid my cock underneath her ass so Juno could taste her again. In her slightly awkward position, she could only really get the head inside, but she sucked at that with force and gusto, not only cleaning off the thick layer of ass juice, but lapping up the precum that had pooled inside my slit. Popping my crown from between her lips, Juno looked up at me from underneath Hannah, giving one last lick along her still wet pussy.
"You're gonna fuck me now, right?" she asked with a grin.
I didn't give any verbal response, simply moving to the top of the bed and climbing up onto the mattress. Kneeling in between her legs, I gave Hannah a tap on the head and she plucked her tongue from Juno's pussy as I pressed my cock up against it.
"Oh, FUCK!" Juno yelped, digging her fingers into Hannah's thick ass as I shoved my cock inside her.
Hannah looked up at me, wearing a wide grin as I sunk in deep, sheathing my cock in Juno's pussy.
"Do you think that answered her question?" I asked, returning a grin of my own as I stayed balls deep in Juno's pussy, letting her feel how big I am.
Hannah responded with a silent giggle then kissed across my abs as she lifted her head up, leaning back slowly as she straightened her back. Placing a hand underneath her chin, I leaned in and kissed her as she sat up straight, pressing her ass against Juno's face.
"Mmm, yes! Smother me," I heard her say, and when me and Hannah broke our kiss, Juno's arms were wrapped around her thighs as she pulled her down on top of her.
Lifting Juno's legs up, I pressed them against my chest as I pulled back slowly to the ridge of my crown, curling my arms around them as I threw myself back into her, bottoming out in her tight pink pussy. Juno emitted a deep-throated moan that was quickly blocked off by Hannah's big ass. I proceeded to fuck her hard and deep, gripping her legs as I pulled myself into her, giving her all I had.
Hannah stayed perched on Juno's face, lifting her ass up every so often so Juno could catch her breath. This continued for quite some time, only stopping when Hannah started rocking back and forth, grinding her pussy on Juno's face. I couldn't see too much of the action, but I could see that Juno had stuck her tongue out, giving Hannah something soft and wet to rub her pink pussy on. Hannah did so with considerable aplomb, and if the force she was grinding at was anything to go by, she was probably rubbing her ass on it too.
It was quite a sight, as I'm sure you can imagine, and it only made my dick throb harder as I drove it into Juno's pussy. Hannah started grinding faster, reaching up to grab her big tits as deep, heavy moans began to pour from between her lips. I didn't even have to look at her face to realise what was happening. I know what an impending orgasm sounds like and apparently Juno does too, 'cause her tongue started moving as Hannah ground against it, giving hard, sharp licks to the nub of her clit.
Hannah responded by leaning forward and reaching down in between her legs, putting two fingers to Juno's pussy. Again it was clear what was happening: she wanted them to cum together. I did what I could to help, slamming into Juno's pussy with harder and deeper thrusts. Her pussy tightened as Hannah rubbed her clit, gripping my cock like a vice as I drilled it into her darkest depths.
Once Hannah started doing that, Juno came incredibly quickly, screaming loudly underneath her ass as a potent climax began to rush through her. Fluid rushed forth from Juno's pussy, drenching my cock as I buried it inside her. Just as she had hoped for, Hannah came too about five seconds later. Throwing her head back, she uttered a deep but wordless scream, giving Juno a delicious reward for all her ministrations.
Hannah took a moment to catch her breath then climbed down from Juno's face. Stepping off the bed, she took Juno's face in her hands as she bent herself forward at the waist, kissing her from behind as I plucked my cock from her pussy. Moving up the bed, I curled my fingers around the base of the shaft as I straddled Juno's chest, steering it towards their mouths. At first they continued kissing, their tongues brushing against the tip of my prick as I pushed it into the maelstrom.
Eventually their mouths came apart and they both took turns to suck my cock. Hannah went first, wrapping her lips around the ridge of my crown and pushing forward as quick as a flash as she took me right down to the base. In so doing, her tits ended up in Juno's face who wasted no time in shoving her head in between them. I couldn't see what she was doing, of course, but I could sure as hell hear it as she gave Hannah's tits an ardent motorboating.
Sucking in her cheeks, Hannah cleaned off Juno's arousal as she pulled back slowly to the ridge of my crown, releasing the head with a very loud *POP*. I pointed my cock down at Juno and pushed the crown in between her lips. She couldn't get as much in her mouth in the position she was in, but that was OK, as it allowed Hannah to slide her tongue along the stretch of shaft that Juno couldn't get to.
Peeling her tongue from the base of the shaft, Hannah drew her head back slightly, beckoning me towards her as she gaped her lips apart. I took the invitation, allowing Juno to reach in between my legs as I moved up closer to the foot of the bed. I ended up basically straddling her face, my balls hanging just above her mouth while my cockhead pointed at Hannah's. Juno latched onto one of my balls as Hannah lunged forward, taking my cock in between her lips and vanishing it in the blink of an eye.
Hannah pulled back up to the tip, sucking at the crown a few times as she reached around behind me and grabbed onto my ass. Digging her fingers in, she used my ass for leverage as she pulled herself into me, fucking her mouth with my cock and taking it down to the base. I can only imagine what Juno's view was like as Hannah's head pitched back and forth. My cock all but filling her vision then making Hannah's throat bulge each time she took it down.
They kept that up for quite some time, ropes of spit dripping onto Juno's face as she sucked on my bloated sack, switching back and forth from one large ball to the next. It was her that finally broke formation as she limboed out from between my legs. Tightening her grip on my ass, Hannah spread my cheeks apart as she continued to throw herself into me, impaling her throat on my big fat cock.
The next thing I felt was a face in my ass as Juno pressed her tongue to my taint and licked right up to my asshole. Sticking her tongue in, she proceeded to bob that pretty blonde head, fucking my ass with her tongue as her girlfriend sucked me six ways form Sunday. My cock was throbbing in a matter of seconds and how I was able to keep from cumming, I am truly none the wiser.
It was Hannah who finally took pity on me. Popping my crown from between her lips, she looked at me with a wily grin as she gripped my cock at the base, stroking it with both her hands.
"I want this in my arse again."
That clearly excited Juno as she pulled her face from the crack of my ass, almost pushing me off the end of the bed.
"Oh, fuck yes! Lay right here," Juno instructed, patting the edge of the mattress.
A giddy smile stretched across her face as Hannah took my place on the bed. She layed on her back and lifted her legs up, looking very flexible for a woman her age as her ass stuck out over the edge of the bed. Juno knelt beside her, stroking her blonde hair as Hannah reached down and grabbed her asscheeks, her sphincter splitting open as she spread them wide. I took a moment to admire the view, Hannah's thick cheeks clasped tight in her hands, stretched apart as far as they'd go to reveal her puckered asshole.
"Well," said Juno expectantly, "you gonna stick your cock in there or what?"
"In a minute," was how I replied, dropping to my knees at the foot of the bed.
I poked my tongue out from between my lips, shoving my face in between her cheeks as I pushed my tongue into Hannah's tight ass.
"Ohhh, wow!" she moaned, tipping her head back as mine started bobbing, fucking her ass with my outstretched tongue.
Leaning over from Hannah's left side, Juno squeezed in between her legs and started licking at Hannah's stiff clit, making her asshole tighten around the width of my tongue. I kept that up for several minutes, retrieving my tongue at regular intervals so I could lick along the slit of her pussy and share her clit with Juno. After doing that several times, I plucked my tongue free one last time, taking my cock in the palm of my hand as I returned to my previous position.
Crouching down in an awkward squat, I placed a hand at the edge of the bed, stroking my cock with the other as I pointed it at Hannah's asshole. Juno pulled back from between her legs, using two fingers to tease her clit as she leaned in and kissed her.
"Maybe we should play with your new toy," Juno said, grinning as their lips came apart.
"Which one?" Hannah laughed. "You got me about a hundred!"
Juno reached down over the side of the bed, picking something up from the bedroom floor.
"This one," said Juno, holding in her hand a cordless Hitachi wand.
"Oooh, my favourite!" Hannah exclaimed, looking very excited as she eyed the large toy.
"I know," said Juno, leaning down to kiss her again as I pressed my cock against Hannah's pink asshole and I pushed the tip inside her.



"OH!" said Hannah loudly, hurriedly breaking her kiss with Juno as her asshole stretched around my swollen crown.
Pushing in deeper, I heard the toy start buzzing beside me as Juno flicked the on switch and set it down on Hannah's clit. Even with her cheeks still spread, I could feel her asshole tighten significantly as the Hitachi worked its magic. Once my cock was halfway in, I grabbed onto Hannah's calves, getting a firm grip as I started thrusting. Feeding her the next few inches, Hannah's head fell back onto the mattress, a deep groan spilling forth from her lips as the toy buzzed against the nub of her clit.
"You want it higher?" Juno asked, looking at Hannah as she took my cock.
I didn't know what she meant at first but apparently Hannah did as she quickly responded with a, "yeah, higher."
A heard a clicking sound from somewhere on the toy and suddenly it started buzzing louder as Juno turned it up to a higher setting.
"Ohhhh, YES!" Hannah moaned out, her asshole contracting around the width of my shaft.
Now I was starting to feel some resistance and I thrusted harder, almost as a reflex, to push through the tightening grip. It took my cock right down to the base and soon a rhythmic slapping noise had joined the cacophony of sounds as my heavy ballsack smacked against her tailbone.
"Oh my GOD!" Hannah screamed, her head shooting upwards as I railed my cock into her asshole, pounding with little restraint.
"More?" Juno asked.
"YES! YES! MORE, MORE, MORE!" Hannah screamed back, her face a picture of pure, unadulterated lust.
Juno turned the toy up higher and the scream it drew from Hannah nearly burst my eardrums.
"Don't pull out," Juno said, looking at me. She clearly knew something I didn't.
I followed her instructions, keeping my dick lodged firmly in Hannah's tight ass. Honestly, her muscles were gripping so firmly that I couldn't have pulled out even if I wanted to. Without a word of warning, Juno pulled the toy from Hannah's stiff clit as a powerful jet of crystalline fluid burst from her urethra, spraying across my torso.
"FUUUCCCKKK!!!" Hannah screamed, her features contorting in all types of unflattering ways as her pussy exploded all over me.
"Ohhh, wow!" Juno exclaimed, looking mightily pleased with herself as she returned the toy to Hannah's wet pussy.
She held it there for a couple of seconds, which was all that was needed to spark a second climax. Hannah didn't squirt quite as much this time, but she came just as hard as she did before, squeezing my cock for all it was worth as I continued to ram it inside her. Juno did that three more times, making Hannah squirt each time until her pussy ran out of fluid. Juno switched the toy off, placing it down on the mattress as she squeezed her head between Hannah's long legs and licked some cum from the lips of her pussy.
"Mmm, gimme that cock," Juno instructed, wagging her tongue invitingly.
Pulling back slowly, I pried my cock from Hannah's tight asshole and pointed it at Juno, steering it into her open mouth. Juno took it as deep as she could, cleaning off her girlfriend's ass and the several drops of squirt juice that had dripped down onto my shaft. Plucking the crown from between her lips, she ran her tongue along the top of my shaft then licked up my torso when she reached the base, lapping up squirt juice from my six pack abs.
"OK, my turn," Juno declared, throwing a leg of Hannah's head as she mounted her supine body.
Planting her pussy on top of her face, Hannah grabbed her girlfriend's ass as Juno lent forward, burying her head in between her legs. Hannah's tongue went straight to her clit and began to lick in a heated frenzy. I couldn't see what Juno was doing but judging by the volume with which Hannah was moaning, I'd say she was returning the favour.
Kneeling behind them, I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft and pressed the crown against Juno's slit. I pushed in deep on the very first thrust, sheathing myself in her tight pink pussy. Juno moaned as she felt me enter, her voice deeply muffled as she licked Hannah's pussy. She was already sodden after watching me fuck her girlfriend, and only got moreso as Hannah kept tonguing at the nub of her clit.
Latching onto Juno's hips, I began to thrust with quick, hard strokes, feeling almost no resistance in spite of how tight her pussy was. She kept licking Hannah as she took the first few, but as I started to sink to the base of the shaft, her head flew up from between her legs, blonde hair swishing backwards as a loud moan flew forth from her lips.
"Oh, fuck! YES!"
Juno brought a hand to her mouth, presumably wetting her fingers with spit as she reached back down between Hannah's long legs. I couldn't see what she was doing, of course, but again Hannah's moans were enough to tell me that Juno was rubbing her pussy, moaning herself as she took my cock.
Hannah kept licking at her girlfriend's clit, and I felt her muscles contract in response, adding extra force to the grip of her hot, wet pussy. She felt amazing. Maybe a little too amazing and I could feel my cock start pulsing intensely as I drove it into her deepest parts, bottoming out with each new thrust. I couldn't take much more, and I pulled my cock from deep inside her, freeing it from the grip of her pussy.
Gripping my cock at the base, I saw that my shaft was visibly throbbing as I pointed it lower, aiming it at Hannah's mouth. I knew she wouldn't get much in there in the position was in but that didn't bother me. Honestly, I was a little relieved, 'cause if she'd sucked my cock like she had done previously she'd have pulled my load right out of me.
Steering my cock in between her lips, all she could fit was the head inside, and frankly even that was too much. Especially when she lapped at the tip and licked out all my precum; I could've blown right then and there. I retrieved my cock from between her lips and shoved it back into Juno's pussy. Hannah's tongue went back to her clit and Juno's pussy immediately tightened as I started thrusting into it, going balls deep with every stroke.
It didn't take many to make her cum, which honestly was just as well, 'cause I didn't have many more in me. I buried my cock in Juno's pussy and let her girlfriend finish her off.
"Ohhh, FUCK!" Juno screamed, throwing her head back as Hannah's slick tongue went wild on her clit.
Her pussy gripped me even tighter, all but wringing my ballsack dry as a powerful orgasm tore through her tiny frame. Cum surged forth from deep inside her, dousing my cock from bellend to base. My teeth clenched and I gripped her hips with so much force that I almost broke the skin. I couldn't hold out any longer.
"Fuck! I'm gonna cum!" I said in warning.
"NO!" said Juno, still cumming herself. "Not in me! Do it in her!"
I pulled my cock out as quick as I could and scurried around to the foot of the bed, stuffing my cock into Hannah's asshole. Sinking right down to the base of the shaft, I was ready to unload into Hannah's tight ass when Juno's voice delayed me again.
"Wait, wait, wait! Not yet! Not yet!" she gabbled urgently, reaching for the Hitachi and putting it to Hannah's clit.
I didn't even have to thrust; Juno turned it up to the highest setting and the toy took care of the rest. Hannah's muscles contracted around me like Juno was turning a lever, and my cockhead erupted almost immediately. A burst of cum short forth from the tip and once it struck the walls of her rectum, Hannah returned fire. Juno pulled the toy away and Hannah came with explosive force, spraying her squirt juice all over my body. Her asshole tightened even further, forcing more cum out as she squeezed every inch of my shaft, which in turn caused another small squirt to shoot from Hannah's pussy.
"Wow!" Juno exclaimed, looking slightly stunned as she switched the toy off and set it back down on the bed. "Fuck, that was even better than I'd hoped!"
Me and Hannah chuckled slightly, about as much as either of us could as we sought to recover from our mutual climax. Juno hopped down off the edge of the bed, dropping to her knees on the bedroom floor. I very slowly pulled my cock back as Juno gaped her lips apart, squeezing in between me and Hannah. Once her mouth was in position, I plucked my cock from Hannah's ass and a huge load of spunk came gushing out after it, pouring into Juno's mouth.
Juno closed her lips, trapping my cum inside her mouth as she climbed back onto the bed. I thought she was going to share it with Hannah, and I think that Hannah did too, as she simply laid there with her arms outstretched until Juno waved her back. Hannah moved back to the top of the bed, spreading her legs apart as Juno crawled between them. Turns out she was going to share my cum with her, just not in the way I'd thought.
Puckering her lips, Juno spat a thin string of cum down onto her girlfriend's pussy. As the spunk trickled down Hannah's wet slit, Juno pressed her tongue to her taint, catching the cum on it and pushing it into her snatch. Hannah tipped her head back, moaning as she felt my cum sink into her pussy. Juno grinned and retrieved her tongue, leaving my cum in Hannah's pussy as she slid her tongue right up to the clit.
I pulled up a chair from the vanity table in the corner of the room, and sat back and watched as Juno went down on her girlfriend. Pushing two fingers inside her, she worked them back and forth in her cum-filled pussy as she licked her to climax, spunk smeared across both her digits as she plucked from her snatch. The rest of my load dripped out of her pussy and Juno licked it up off the squirt-drenched bed sheets, slipping her fingers in between her lips and sucking those clean as well.
They weren't done yet though. In fact, they'd just gotten started. Juno flipped Hannah over onto her stomach, laying her down prone so she could eat her ass, then pulling her up into doggy so she could fuck her ass with a strapon. This is where I jumped back in, kneeling in front of Hannah and fucking her mouth while Juno's plastic cock was drilled into her asshole. Juno fucked her until she came and then span her around, so I could fuck her ass again while she tasted herself off of Juno's cock.
We double teamed her for over an hour, ending with Juno fucking Hannah's pussy while I went in on her ass. I'd love to go into more details on that but, well...you'll see why I haven't later. Another hour and lots more fucking later, I finally came over both their faces. After that we all passed out, which was lucky for me 'cause it meant I had somewhere to crash.
I took a shower the following morning, sneaking out before the girls woke up. I found somewhere to grab a coffee, and sat and drank it while I touched base with Ana.
Me: Morning.
Ana: Hey, good night?
Me: Tiring [wink emoji].
Ana: I'm sure. You'll have to tell me about it.
Me: Sure. How's your day going?
Ana: Long. But I've been in touch with one of my girlfriends, and I've found somewhere we can sleep tonight.
Me: Sleep?
Ana: [laugh emoji] Well I'm sure we'll do other stuff too. I'm going right there when I'm done.
Me: So when shall I head over?
Ana: 7? Give you some time to get your energy back [wink emoji]
Me: Sure. See you then.
Ana: Looking forward to it [kiss emoji].
Frankly...so was I.
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Ana texted me her friend's address and I returned to my car once I'd finished my coffee and punched the postcode into my GPS. Turns out Ana's friend lived in the west of the city and again I had to deal with the famous London traffic as I made my way there from the south. I pulled up to the curb outside Ana's friend's home and texted Ana to tell her I was here. I watched as the door swung open and Ana de Armas came sauntering out, markedly dressed down in a tight black top and a pair of gold pants. Ana waved, beaming me that gorgeous smile as I opened the car door and exited the vehicle.
"You can park here," Ana said, standing in an open space in her friend's large driveway.
I gave her a thumbs up and climbed back into the car. Of course I'd seen the spot when I arrived at the house, but I didn't want to park my car in a possible stranger's driveway without an invitation. I pulled into the parking spot and stepped out of the car.
"Hi," said Ana, grinning at me as I closed the car door.
Though affluent, the street Ana's friend lived on was more built-up than Rosamund's was, so Ana was weary of prying eyes. With that in mind, she greeted me with a simple hug, not the full on tongue-wrangling kiss that she usually did.
"Shall I get my case?" I asked, twirling my keys around my finger as I gestured to the trunk of my car.
"Mmhmm," said Ana. "She said you can stay here."
"Cool," I said as I fetched my case from the trunk, locking the car as we walked towards the open door.
Ana led me into the house and through to the lounge where, sitting on the couch, was the familiarly ample frame of Miss Lashana Lynch. Now, this was less of a surprise, as while I wasn't aware of Ana and Rosamund's friendship, I was very aware of her and Lashana's, having seen No Time to Die. It also gave me a pretty good idea of what might happen in France, but more on that later.
"Tyler!" she said as I entered the room. "Fuckin' hell, small world, eh?"
"I'll say," I laughed as she hurried towards me, pulling me in for a very warm hug.
I peered down over her shoulder, seeing how the long orange skirt she was wearing hugged her ass in just the right way. Honestly, I think she'd struggle to find a piece of clothing that didn't hug her ass, but that's besides the point.
"Wait, you know him too?!" Ana asked, looking slightly shocked as another of her British mates greeted me like a lifelong friend.
"Yep," said Lashana, grinning as she wrapped an arm around me and planted a kiss on my cheek.
Ana laughed then looked at me, muttering something in Spanish. "Is there anyone in this country you haven't fucked?!"
"Yeah," I said with a shrug of my shoulders. "There's gotta be someone, surely."
Ana and Lashana both burst out laughing, then Lashana took my hand in hers and led me across the room. "Come on, I'll give you the tour."
Lashana showed me around her home and Ana tagged along with us despite presumably having already seen it. Her house was modest compared to some of the mansions I'd visited back home in LA, but very...homey, for want of a better word. Her hallway and landing were both decked out with mementos of her acting career and nods to her Jamaican heritage. There was a big picture of her and Brie Larson at the top of the stairs, and Lashana flashed me a grin as we passed it, no doubt thinking, just as I was, of the time I fucked them both in the ass (see my Gemma Chan story for further details). Lashana showed me the upstairs rooms, wrapping up the tour with the master bedroom.
"...and this is my bedroom," she said as she ushered me in.
I stepped inside and looked around.
"Big enough for three," she added with a wink.
"So I see," I said back, grinning.
"Meirda," Ana laughed. "I'm gonna have to keep my eye on you two, huh?"
"What, in case we start fucking?" Lashana asked her. "Isn't that why you brought him here?"
Ana chuckled. "OK, you got me there."
The girls both laughed. "We won't get started without you, don't worry," Lashana assured, then clapped her hands together as she changed the subject. "OK, who's hungry?"
Lashana led us back downstairs and through to the lounge/kitchen-diner as she rustled us up some food. Three of us talked while Lashana made dinner, asking us what we'd been up to so far. Ana filled her in on our night with Rosamund, and seemed to take particular joy in telling her about my submissive role and how many hours I was cuffed to the ceiling. She neglected to mention how I pounded her into a coma once they set me free, but I guess that goes without saying.
"Oh, blimey!" Lashana laughed. "Sounds like our night together, doesn't it, Ty?"
The 'coma' comment applies there too.
Lashana asked what I'd gotten up to while Ana was busy with work and I filled them both in on my evening with Juno and Hannah. I gave them a rundown of everything we did, but didn't name names, despite the girls' insistence. Confidentiality and all that.
Lashana cracked open some Red Stripe beers, which she said was the perfect accompaniment to the meal she'd prepared of jerk chicken, rice and peas, a Jamaican staple. We continued to talk over dinner then moved to the couch where we finished the twelve pack that Lashana had opened. It was there that things began to happen.
As Ana finished the last of her beers, she set down the bottle on Lashana's coffee table and stretched herself out across her black leather couch. Resting her head against the armrest, Ana kicked her shoes off and laid her legs out in front of her, ending up with her knees in my lap and her feet in Lashana's. Of course, my hands went straight to her legs and I began to gently stroke them as we kept on talking, while Lashana started rubbing her feet.
It was all pretty innocent to begin with, but things kicked up a few more notches when Ana slipped a foot from Lashana's hands, ran it over her thigh and mine, and placed it in my crotch. Looking at each other from across the couch, the girls were wearing the exact same grin as Ana's foot started rubbing my cock, teasing it through my pants.
I felt my cock get instantly hard, and it only got harder as Lashana took my chin in her hand and pulled me in for a kiss. I kissed her back with immediate vigour, letting my tongue slide into her mouth as those big, thick lips pressed against my own. I felt a hand run down my chest, continuing past my six pack abs and finally stopping when she reached my belt.
Our lips came apart and she looked across at Ana as she pulled my belt from the first two loops, raising her eyebrows like she was asking permission. Ana nodded with a big, wide grin, and Lashana began to unbuckle my belt as Ana continued to tease my cock, running her foot down the fully hard shaft. Lashana quickly unclasped my pants then ordered me to stand so I could pull them down. Ana moved her foot and quickly I did as instructed, lowering my boxers with them as I sat back down on the couch.
"Mmm, yes," Lashana purred, curling her fingers around the base of my shaft. "I've missed this cock."
"So have I," Ana declared, now kneeling on the couch with her hands down beside her.
Lashana laughed. "You only had it two nights ago, you fucking slag!"
"Exactly," Ana grinned. "That's 48 hours!"
"Fuck, you thirsty bitch," Lashana grinned back, adopting the same position as Ana as she dipped her head down into my lap.
Ana took my face in her hands and pulled me in for a kiss. I promptly moaned straight in her mouth as Lashana's lips slid over my crown and began to sink down the length of my shaft. I was quickly reminded how great her mouth felt as she started to bob her head, guiding her lips up and my cock. Her lips went deeper with every pass and I was forced to break my kiss with Ana, unleashing a very charged-up moan as my crown pushed past Lashana's tonsils and her lips sunk down to the base of my shaft.
Lashana's ass pushed out behind her and my right hand went for it almost instinctively, reminded again of just how thick it was as I slid my hand from cheek to cheek, groping each one in turn. Ana moved down to kiss my neck then pulled my shirt up over my head, trailing kisses down my chest and abs. Lashana's head started moving faster, her juicy lips taking full-length passes, from the ridge of my crown, all the way down to the base. She kept that up for several minutes, her mouth forming a vacuum seal as she greedily slurped at my thick, throbbing cock.
Her big, plump lips pulled back to the tip, freeing my cock with a satisfying *POP* sound as she curled her fingers around the base of my shaft. Stroking up and down, she smeared in the spit that her mouth had left there, spreading it smoothly along the length of my cock. Lashana stroked it several times then pointed my cock towards Ana, who quickly took it in between her lips. Lashana kept her hand at the base, keeping me steady as Ana wrapped her lips around it and began to move her head. My hand reached out and grabbed her ass, squeezing it as she started sucking. Though not small by any means, her ass felt tiny compared to Lashana's.
Just as she had with Rosamund, Ana sucked me much more slowly, steadily taking it inch by inch. I could feel my dick start throbbing harder, precum leaking from the tip as her soft lips pulled at my shaft, doing so with optimum pressure. It felt amazing as it always does, and my head fell back against the back of the sofa as Lashana released her grip on the base, allowing her friend to sink down deeper.
Ana's lips slid down to the base, keeping me there for several seconds as my tip pushed down into the back of her throat. Ana repeated that several times, pulling her lips back up to the tip then slowly inching her way back down, not stopping 'til she reached the base. Dragging her lips up one last time, she swirled her tongue around my swollen crown then plucked it from between her lips.
Dipping her head down, Ana's face pressed against my shaft as she poked her tongue out, pressing the tip against the base. Lashana did the same from the other side and soon both girls were licking my cock from top to bottom, moving up in perfect sync as they dragged their tongues up and down it. Once both girls had reached the top, their tongues started brushing together, which quickly turned into a full on kiss with my cock right there in the middle.
They both took my cock down a few more times, leaving it literally dripping with spit by the time they were finally finished. Gripping it tightly at the base, Lashana stroked my sopping wet shaft as she placed a finger under Ana's chin and pulled her in for a kiss.
"Let's go upstairs," she said, taking Ana's hand in hers as she rose herself up from the couch.
The girls started walking towards the living room door, so I leapt from the couch and started following them. My eyes were glued to Lashana's ass, utterly transfixed as it swung back and forth in front of me. Somehow I made it upstairs without walking into a wall and Lashana led us to the master bedroom.
Both of the girls were still fully dressed, though that was quickly rectified once we got inside the room. Lashana ended up as the meat in the sandwich as Ana stood in front of her and I slid in behind, which when I'm with Lashana is my favourite place to be. My hands, of course, went straight to her ass, as did my cock, which slotted in between her cheeks as I pressed my body against her.
I started to kiss her shoulders and neck, only stopping when she raised her arms so Ana could remove her sweater. Ana tossed it down onto the floor, then pulled her in for another long kiss as I watched from over her shoulder, kissing all over her ebony skin. Ana pried her lips from Lashana's, allowing her to turn and kiss me as well, as Ana moved down to her perky chest, locking her lips around one of her nipples.
Me and Lashana broke our kiss and I peered down over her shoulder as Ana sucked on her lovely full tits, switching back and forth from one to the other. My hands kept groping her big, thick ass, finding the zipper that was almost hidden in between her massive cheeks. I lowered the zip on Lashana's skirt and pulled it down with three hard tugs, finally freeing that beautiful ass.
She wasn't wearing a thing underneath, which pleased me greatly as I started to kiss down her sculpted back, dropping down slowly until my knees touched down on the carpet. Gripping onto Lashana's hips, I rolled my tongue out from between my lips and gave a long lick across one of her cheeks. Switching to the other, I did the same to that one too then sunk my teeth into her chocolate flesh, biting into her ass like it was an actual peach, and not just shaped like one.
I worshipped her ass for several minutes, kissing and licking, sucking and biting, until I moved my hands from her big, wide hips and gripped onto her asscheeks. Pulling them apart, her pussy and ass were sat there waiting, the lips of her pussy now visibly moist and her asshole already puckered. I couldn't decide which I wanted most so I ended up going for both.
Burying my face in between her cheeks, I poked my tongue out from between my lips and put it to Lashana's clit. Pressing it against her as hard as I could, I gave a slow and forceful lick which took my tongue along the slit of her pussy, past the chocolate skin of her taint and all the way up to her sphincter. Lashana gave a moan of approval so I repeated the process again and again, finally settling on the tight, dark ring of her asshole. Tightening my grip on those massive, thick cheeks, I pushed my tongue into Lashana's ass, sinking it in as deep as I could. Head bobbing slowly, I proceeded to fuck her with my outstretched tongue, puckering my lips as I kissed her ring repeatedly.
"Mmm, yes!" I heard her moan. "That's it, darlin'. Eat that arse!"
Lashana reached back and grabbed her ass, pulling both her cheeks apart as my head started moving faster, jabbing my tongue into her taut backside. I heard Lashana start moaning louder and felt her ass get tighter and tighter each time I pushed inside it. Something was definitely happening. I couldn't see what at the time, of course, but Ana told me later that she might have had something to do with it. And by 'something' I mean that she was furiously rubbing Lashana's clit, making her shake from head to toe as I fucked her ass with my tongue.
I heard their lips start locking together and I could vividly picture the heat and passion that Ana was kissing her with. Then I heard a different sound. A wet squelchy sound that I recognised immediately. Ana had peeled her fingers from Lashana's clit and slipped them inside her pussy, fucking her with them as hard as she could.
"Play with your clit," Ana said softly, her accent dripping off every word. "I want you to cum."
Lashana did as instructed and Ana got her wish just a few seconds later. A loud, deep moan flew forth from her lips and that wet, sticky squelching sound got steadily louder as Ana fucked her pussy with increasing speed and vigor. I felt her asshole tighten further, almost trapping my tongue inside it as I continued to work it back and forth, trying to keep pace with Ana as she fucked Lashana's pussy.
Lashana's moans began to fade and her ass started to loosen as her body fell still, allowing me to retrieve my tongue. I kept my tongue out as I plucked it free, licking along Lashana's spine as I slowly rose back up to my feet. I peered over Lashana's shoulder, kissing it in several places as Ana lifted her hand to her mouth, two of her fingers slick with arousal. Those sultry eyes stayed locked on Lashana's as she slid both digits in between her lips, giving an 'mmm' of appreciation as she sucked her fingers clean.
"Let's go to the bed," Ana purred as she plucked her fingers from Lashana's lips, taking her hand in hers as she led her across the room.
Lashana climbed up onto the bed, kneeling on the mattress as Ana moved behind her, wrapping her arms around that lovely, thick body as she kissed her shoulders and neck. Kneeling in front of her, Lashana grabbed the back of my head, pulling me in for a passionate kiss and gripping my cock as she did so, stroking my shaft from base to tip. Our lips came apart and Lashana's hands moved down to my hips, pushing me back as she began to lean forward. Lashana placed her hands on the mattress, finding my cock in front of her face as I eased myself back towards the headboard.
She poked her tongue out from between her lips, lapping at the tip of my cock as Ana grabbed Lashana's booty, gripping both cheeks as she bucked her hips and threw herself into that meaty ass, essentially fucking her without a cock. Lashana's lips wrapped around my shaft and her head started bobbing as she sucked me off, guiding her lips up and down my cock. I looked down at Lashana as she sucked my dick, those soulful brown eyes staring straight back at me as her juicy lips slid back and forth, leaving behind a trail of spit.
My eyes scanned up to Lashana's ass, watching it ripple as Ana kept thrusting, throwing herself into it with ever increasing force.
"Fuuuck, I wish I had a cock right now," Ana laughed as she moved her hands to Lashana's hips, loud *SMACK* sounds filling the room as her pelvis crashed into Lashana's fat ass.
Lashana lifted a hand off the mattress and gripped my cock at the base of the shaft, prising it free from between her lips.
"Do you want one?" Lashana asked, looking back over her shoulder.
"Hmm?" Ana said. She seemed a little confused by the question and frankly I was too.
"A cock," Lashana said, then pointed at her nightstand. "I've got one in that drawer if you want it."
"Ohhh," said Ana, raising an eyebrow. "Yeah, OK."
Lashana grinned and turned back to me. "Fetch it for us, would ya?"
"Sure," I said, then leant across to Lashana's nightstand.
I pulled open the drawer, and sure enough, there sat a large, anatomically correct, plastic strap on cock. I took it out and closed the drawer, tossing it to Ana who caught the shaft with a nice firm grasp, the kind I'd seen many times before. I watched as Ana removed her clothes, climbing into the harness and tightened the straps on her hips. The straps wrapped around the tops of her thighs, leaving her pussy completely exposed. Ana gripped her new cock at the base and slotted the head between Lashana's buttcheeks.
"Pussy or ass?" she asked, a question I was pretty sure I already knew the answer to.
"Arse, please," Lashana replied, then opened her mouth as wide as she could so I could push my cock back inside it.
I did just that, returning my cock to its previous depth as she wrapped her lips around it.
"I'm gonna need some lube then, right?" Ana asked, as she pushed the tip of her plastic cock against Lashana's waiting asshole.
"Think I saw some in here," I said, keeping my cock in Lashana's mouth as I leaned back over to her bedside table, rooting around in the drawer until I found what I was looking for.
I threw the bottle to Ana, who again showed off her impressive catching skills as she snatched it out of the air. She poured some out onto her strap on cock, smearing the lube along the length of her shaft as she returned the tip to Lashana's sphincter. Ana grabbed onto one of her hips, keeping the dildo clasped tight in her hand as she gently eased it forward, pushing the tip into Lashana's ass.
Lashana moaned around my dick in her mouth as her asshole stretched around the plastic cock, a smirk pulling at Ana's full lips as she pushed it in slowly, feeding it to her an inch at a time. Removing her hand from the base of the shaft, she tightened her grip on Lashana's hips as she slowly started thrusting, pushing her cock in further.
Moving my hands to the side of her head, my fingers sunk into her cropped afro hair as I began to roll my hips, working my dick in deeper as I fucked Lashana's mouth. Each new thrust took me further inside and I felt my tip glide past her tonsils as it edged towards the back of her throat.



Ana started thrusting harder, flashing me a grin as she drilled her cock into Lashana's ass, her titties jiggling with every stroke. I tightened my grip on Lashana's head as I began to thrust with greater force, matching Ana's pace as best I could. Soon the pair of us were going balls deep, my cock disappearing between Lashana's thick lips as Ana's plastic cock bottomed out in her asshole.
Lashana's moans increased in volume, each one blocked by the width of my shaft as she took into the depths of her throat, balls slapping against her chin. Ana drew her hand back, fingers cutting through the air as she brought it forward and slapped Lashana on the ass, drawing a loud *SMACK* that carried through the expanse of the room.
"You like that, baby?" the brunette asked, spanking her again. "You like that big cock in your ass?"
"MMM!" Lashana groaned back, answering as best she could as I fucked her mouth and throat.
Ana gave a few more thrusts then gripped her cock at the base, a thick layer of ass juice smeared along the length of her shaft as she popped it free from Lashana's sphincter.
"Gimme that mouth," Ana instructed. "Taste your ass off my dick."
Prying my cock from between her lips, Lashana turned under Ana's direction, sticking her ass out behind her as she knelt in front of her friend. Ana grabbed the back of her head and steered her cock in between her lips, sinking straight down to the base. I could hear the sounds of her greedily sucking as I pressed my tip against Lashana's ass, her hole still puckered from the pounding it had taken.
My cock was so wet with Lashana's spit that I probably didn't even need any lube, but I squeezed a small blob onto her asshole just to make sure. Moving my hand to Lashana's hip, I kept the other clasped tight at the base as I pushed my tip into her ass. I heard her moan around Ana's big dick as my cockhead slipped inside her, stretching her tight sphincter.
Uncurling my fingers from the base of the shaft, I grabbed Lashana's hips as I threw myself forward, bottoming out with a single thrust. Lashana screamed around the cock in her mouth, Ana's mouth hanging open in shock as I pulled back out to the ridge of my crown and slammed back into Lashana's thick ass, her big cheeks rippling as I threw myself into them.
Tightening her grip on Lashana's head, Ana began to buck her hips, driving her cock into the back of her throat. Lashana gagged as she took it down, moaning all the while as I railed my cock into her asshole. I felt her ass start gripping me harder, and soon a loud, wet squelching was added to the cacophony of sounds as Lashana reached back in between her legs and rubbed her dripping pussy.
I thrusted harder, drilling through the tightening grip as Lashana's asshole clenched my cock like a vice. Lashana's moans got steadily louder, spilling out in a muffled string as Ana fucked her mouth. Ana noticed the increase in volume, the grin on her face stretching wider and wider as she drove her cock into Lashana's throat.
"You gonna cum, baby?" Ana asked her.
Lashana nodded, unable to utter a single word as Ana's large dildo stuffed her mouth to the brim. Ana pulled back from between her lips, her plastic cock dripping with spittle as she gripped it at the base, running her fingers up and down the long shaft.
"Tell me," said Ana as she placed a finger underneath her chin, angling her up to face her.
"I'm gonna cum!" Lashana yelled. "I'm gonna fucking cum!"
Lashana kept strumming at the nub of her clit as I rammed my cock into her deepest parts, pounding as hard as I could. Lashana came about five seconds later, screaming at the top of her lungs as I kept on thrusting, drilling her through the throes of climax.
"Oh my God! FUUUCCCKKK!!!"
Ana kept her head tilted upwards, ensuring her eyes stayed glued on Lashana's as the powerful climax tore through her body, shaking her down to the core. Her asshole clenched me even harder, squeezing my cock as I shoved it in deep, burying myself to the hilt. Lashana's screams abruptly stopped and my cock slid out of her tight, gripping asshole as she slumped down onto the bed, her limbs giving out from beneath her.
Ana looked up with a mischievous giggle as she stroked the top of Lashana's head, running her fingers through her cropped dark hair. Lifting her head up, Lashana puffed out deep, heavy breaths as she looked up at Ana, regarding her with a satisfied grin.
"Good?" Ana asked.
"SO good," Lashana replied, her lovely thick body sprawled across the mattress as she lay there on her stomach, using her arms to prop herself up.
Ana giggled then leaned down and kissed her, pushing her tongue into Lashana's mouth.
"You like these big cocks, don't you?" Ana asked as she broke the kiss, staring straight into her eyes.
"Mmhmm."
"Do you think you can take them both?"
"Hmm, I don't know," Lashana grinned back. "I guess we'll have to see."
Ana leaned in and kissed her again, then reached across to slap her ass as she ordered her up off the bed. Lashana sat up and moved to the side as Ana took her place, her plastic cock pointing up to the ceiling as she laid across the mattress. Straddling her, Lashana reached back and grabbed her cock as she slowly lowered her big, fat ass, rubbing the tip on the slit of her pussy.
Sliding her hand right down to the base, she gripped it tightly as she sunk down onto it, moaning loudly as it filled her pussy. Wrapping her arms around the small of her back, Ana pulled her down on top of her, kissing her aggressively as her hands moved down to her ass. Ana gripped Lashana's buttcheeks, spreading them wide as she revealed her winking asshole.
I took that as my cue, grabbing my cock as I moved into place. Straddling one of Ana's legs, I pressed the tip against Lashana's sphincter. With a single push, I slid inside her, going in deep on the very first thrust. The first thing that struck me was how fucking tight she felt. Lashana's ass always feels amazing, but Ana's cock stuffed up her pussy added a whole other level of tightness, which frankly felt out of this world.
I could already feel her asshole squeezing me as I sunk right down to the base of my shaft, staying there a while as my balls sat flush with Lashana's taint. Lashana's lips broke free from her friend's and she threw her head back in dramatic fashion, promptly unleashing a low-pitched moan as her lovely, thick body was stuffed to the brim.
"OHHH, MY GOD!"
I grabbed onto Lashana's hips and drew back slowly from the depths of her ass, pulling right back to the ridge of my crown. I kept it there for a couple of seconds then threw myself back into her, burying my cock in her taut backside. I proceeded to bang her hard and fast, railing my cock into her tight, gripping asshole with very little self-control. I couldn't see too much of Ana but I could tell from the way her legs were moving that she was thrusting too, egging on Lashana in that sexy Cuban accent as she railed her cock into her slick pink pussy.
"Yeah, come on, baby. Take these cocks. Take them like a fucking slut!"
Ana lifted a hand into the air and smacked it down on Lashana's ass. It was a side to Ana that I hadn't seen before, and frankly I was enjoying it.
I continued to rail as hard as I could, my balls slapping against Ana's thick cock as she rammed it into Lashana's pussy. I grabbed onto Lashana's arms and hauled her up from on top of Ana, making her yelp as I pulled her back against me and wrapped my arms around her. One of my hands went straight to her tits while the other gently clasped her throat, applying the perfect amount of pressure as I drove my cock into her lovely tight ass. Deafening smacks started filling the room, echoing from wall to wall as my pelvis smacked into Lashana's ass, making it jiggle with each new thrust.
Lashana turned her head to face me and I promptly pressed my lips to hers, blocking her moans as I kept on thrusting, pounding with little restraint. I felt her asshole tighten further and at first I wasn't sure why. Breaking the kiss, I peered down over Lashana's shoulder, seeing the grin on Ana's face as she put two fingers to Lashana's clit and started to rub with immediate vigour.
"Ohhhh, FUCK!" Lashana squealed. "Oh my God. Yes, yes, yes!"
"Yeah, you like that, huh?" I asked as I leaned in closely, speaking straight into her ear.
"Oh my God, yes! I love it!"
"You gonna cum for us? Huh?" I asked with a snarl, tightening my grip on her throat.
"Yes! Yes! Yes! I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!"
That was all I needed to hear. I pushed her back down on top of Ana, pressing my hands into the small of her back and keeping her pinned there as I went in hard on her big, thick ass. I was a few thrusts in when I felt her cum, my cockhead throbbing in the depths of her ass as she gripped my shaft to the point of bursting. Lashana's head whipped back sharply and a guttural moan spilled forth from her lips as the feeling spread through her amazing body.
"Yeah, that's it, baby. Cum on my dick!" Ana encouraged her, gripping on tightly to Lashana's big ass as she drilled up into her pussy.
"Fuuuccckkk, YES!" Lashana screamed, her body going limp as she collapsed on top of Ana.
Her asshole loosened around the width of my shaft and I pulled back slowly from deep inside her, plucking my crown from her sphincter. Ana's hands slid up her back and she wrapped them around Lashana's neck, raking her fingers through her short dark hair.
"Phew! That was hot," she said with a grin. "You came hard, huh?"
"Uh huh," Lashana replied, breathing heavily as she leaned in and kissed her, panting into her mouth.
She took a few moments to regain her senses then climbed back down from on top of her friend.
"Oh my God," said Ana as she gripped her cock, the shaft dripping with Lashana's fluids. "Damn, girl, you made a mess!"
"I did, huh?" Lashana grinned. "Here, let me clean that up for ya."
I stepped back down off the edge of the bed as Lashana crawled between Ana's fit legs, kissing along the inside of her calf. Her head dipped down between Ana's thighs as she poked her tongue out from between her lips and steered it straight to her pussy. Lashana licked along Ana's wet slit, over the balls over her strapon dildo and along the length of her shaft, lapping up her creamy arousal. Lashana did that several times then slid two fingers in between her lips, wetting them both with spit.
She rubbed her fingers against Ana's wet slit, pushing them inside her as she spread her lips around the tip of her cock, taking it into her mouth. Her fingers sunk right down to the knuckle and she began to work them back and forth, pushing them deep inside her. Lashana's lips slid down to the base and her cheeks hollowed inward as she sucked Ana's cock, cleaning her juices from the plastic shaft. Lashana pulled back up to the tip and plucked it out from between her lips, leaving the dildo drenched in spit.
She slipped her fingers from Ana's pussy, both of them glistening with the brunette's arousal as she crawled back up to the top of her bed and fed them in between her lips. I stepped right up to the edge of the bed and placed my hands on Ana's shins, running them up her amazing legs as she sucked Lashana's fingers. Lashana popped her fingers free and Ana licked her full set of lips, enjoying the taste of her gooey arousal as I moved my hands up to her thighs and wrapped my arms around them.
Ana gave a sudden yelp as I pulled her down to the foot of the bed, lifting her legs up into the air and pushing them back as far as I could. Ana grabbed her sculpted calves, keeping her legs pinned back as her ass stuck out off the edge of the bed, giving me access to both her holes. The cock sticking out was a little bit jarring, but hey, this is Ana de Armas we're talking about here; I'd still wanna fuck her if the cock was real!
I grabbed the bottle of lube and squeezed a line along the length of my shaft, smoothing it in with a stroke of my hand. I pressed the tip against her asshole, gripping it at the base as I steered myself in. Ana's head flopped down onto the mattress and a loud moan flew forth from her lips as her asshole stretched around the width of my crown.
"Ohhhh, FFFUUUCCCKKK!!!" Ana exclaimed, following it up with something in Spanish.
I'd fucked her in the ass a few times but she was nowhere near as experienced as Lashana, who frankly is an anal pro. With that in mind, I pushed in slowly, listening to her moan and enjoying the feel of her tight, gripping asshole as I inched my way inside it. Lashana dropped to her knees behind her, sticking out that beautiful ass as she leaned down and kissed her, muffling Ana's moans.
Crawling forward, Lashana moved down Ana's body, kissing just below her collarbone then between her perky tits as she moved towards the foot of the bed. Leaving a few kisses on Ana's stomach, she raised her head and straightened her back as she pushed her ass into Ana's face.
One final gentle push and my cock was sheathed in Ana's backside, her moans almost entirely muted by Lashana's fat ass as it smothered her face completely. I stayed balls deep in Ana's tight ass, feeling it squeeze even harder as Lashana's massive chocolate booty cut off Ana's air supply. Taking pity on her, Lashana reached back and grabbed her thick ass, pulling it up off of her face. I heard Ana gasp for air, only able to do so for a fraction of a second before Lashana dropped her ass back down and smothered her face once more.
As I began to draw my cock back, Lashana reached forward and grabbed Ana's cock, pumping her fist up and down the thick shaft. She flashed me a grin then leaned herself forward, hurriedly parting her plump set of lips as she wrapped them around the tip of the dildo and started to take it down. Ana reached up and grabbed Lashana's ass, her moans getting slightly louder as her face was no longer smothered.
Lashana's lips sunk down to the base and she kept them there for several seconds, making Ana's cock disappear. It made for an interesting image: Lashana deepthroating Ana's fake cock while my very real cock was stuffed inside her ass. Lashana's lips slid up to the tip and that's when I started thrusting. I started off slowly, partly due to Ana's inexperience but also so my abs didn't smack into Lashana's head while she sucked her strap on cock.
Lashana began to bob her head, guiding her lips up and down the fat shaft. Again, I tried to match her speed, thrusting a little harder into Ana's tight ass and going a little deeper each time. Soon I was sinking right down to the base and I heard Ana's moans get louder as she tightened her grip on Lashana's thick ass, digging her fingers into both her cheeks.
After several more passes down Ana's fake cock, Lashana's lips pulled back to the tip, leaving behind a coat of spit as she plucked the crown from between her lips.
"Give me your cock," Lashana requested, gaping her mouth in wait of it as she curled her fingers around Ana's strapon and jerked it up and down.
I was a little reluctant as I'd just found my rhythm, but remembering how much she loves ass to mouth, I felt the need to indulge her. I pried my cock from Ana's asshole, holding it at the base as I raised it higher and steered it into Lashana's mouth. Releasing my grip on the base of the shaft, I moved my hand to the back of her head as my crown pushed past her thick set of lips.
With a sudden tug, I pulled her forward, dragging her down to the base of my shaft. Tightening my grip on her head, I gave a few thrusts into the back of her throat, making sure my cock was wet with spit before I shoved it back into Ana.
I plucked my cock from between her lips and was about to do just that when Lashana stopped me, gripping my shaft and not letting go. I was itching so badly to get back in Ana's ass that I almost pried my cock from her grip, but I was intrigued to see what Lashana had planned. I found out shortly after as Lashana sunk down onto Ana's fake cock, taking it down to the plastic base then pulling back up to the top.
Popping the crown from between her lips, Lashana lifted her head up and took me into her mouth, sinking her lips down the length of my shaft. She took me to the base just a single time, wrenching my cock from between her lips and going back to Ana in a quick, seamless motion. I let her do that for close to a minute, watching as she switched back and forth from one big dick to another. Again it made for a hell of a sight; that big, juicy, thick set of lips sliding down to the base of my shaft then doing the same to Ana's. But Ana's tight ass was crying out to me and I was itching to get back inside it. I prised my cock from Lashana's grip and pressed the tip against Ana's sphincter, steering it into her ass.
As I started to thrust into Ana's backdoor, Lashana took her cock down a few more times then lifted her ass from on top of her face. Raising a leg as she turned around, she planted her feet either side of Ana's hips and dropped down into a squat. I didn't know what she was going for at first, but all became clear when she reached back behind her and grabbed Ana's cock at the base, pressing the tip against her puckered asshole.
I thrusted harder into Ana's tight ass, watching Lashana as she dropped herself down, plunging down the length of her shaft. Lashana's ass touched down at the base and she started to ride Ana's plastic cock, performing a series of perfect squats as she worked her ass up and down it.
"Oh, fuck yes! Ride my cock!" Ana exclaimed, her voice shrill with excitement and pleasure as I worked my cock into her asshole.
I tried to focus on fucking Ana but Lashana's fat ass was more than a little distracting, especially the way it bounced and jiggled as my abs smacked against it. That ass was calling to me, and as I continued to thrust into Ana's tight ass, I slapped Lashana's to get her attention.
"Give her your pussy," I said as I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft and plucked the tip from Ana's sphincter.
Lashana raised her ass back up, grabbing onto Ana's thick shaft as she moved her cock from her ass to her pussy. She sunk to the base and lent herself forward, laying her body on top of Ana's. Ana reached out and grabbed her ass, and I could hear the two of them making out as I aimed my cock at Lashana's asshole. Their lips came apart and Lashana unleashed a deafening scream as I stuffed my cock into her, burying it deep in her beautiful ass.
I grabbed onto Lashana's hips and started thrusting as hard as I could, going balls deep with every stroke. Ana couldn't thrust with her legs pulled back, but just the feeling of her dick in her pussy was really working for Lashana, and her screams continued to increase in volume as I rammed my cock into her big, fat ass.
I gave a few thrusts then wrenched myself free, pointing my dick back at Ana's tight ass and steering it back inside her. Now it was my turn to switch back and forth as I fucked them both in turn, giving each woman a handful of thrusts before I pried my cock from one girl's ass and shoved it back into the other.
I kept that up for several minutes, and the constant switching from ass to ass helped to stave off the orgasm that had been growing within me for quite some time. I gave each girl a few more thrusts then pried my cock from Lashana's ass, climbing up onto the bed in hope of a moment's respite.
Lashana rode Ana's cock a few times then plucked it free from her pussy, stepping down onto the bedroom floor. Bending at the waist, she grabbed the edge of the bed as she leant herself forward, taking Ana's cock in between her lips. Her lips went down to the base of the shaft and she sucked in her cheeks as she pulled back slowly, cleaning off a mixture of her pussy and ass. She popped the crown from between her lips and lifted her head up, looking back and forth between Ana's cock and mine.



"You know, I'm starting a bit left out here. Can you have a look in that top drawer, please?" Lashana asked me, pointing to a dresser underneath her bedroom window.
I stepped down off the bed and walked towards the dresser. I pulled open the top drawer, where another of sex toys had been neatly assembled. My eyes went straight to the jet black strap on, as it sat between a Hitachi wand and a set of anal beads.
"This what you're looking for?" I asked as I plucked it free, holding it up by the straps.
"That's the one," Lashana grinned. "Toss it here, would ya?"
I threw it to Lashana who caught it by the shaft and began to climb into it. I closed the drawer and returned to the bed as Lashana fastened the straps to her hips and climbed back onto the mattress, throwing a leg over Ana's head as she settled down on top of her. Ana parted her full set of lips as her hands reached up and grabbed Lashana's ass, pulling her cock into her mouth. Lashana leaned forward and returned the favour, sliding her lips onto Ana's thick cock and taking it down to the hilt.
I stood and watched for a second, taking in the surreal, but still quite alluring sight of two sexy women sucking each other off. Ana reached up and grabbed Lashana's ass, and when she prised those two thick cheeks apart, I knew I had to do more than watch. Climbing up onto the bed, I dropped to my knees behind Lashana, gripping my cock at the base of the shaft as I pointed the tip at her asshole.
With a hard thrust, I shoved my cock in, sheathing it down to the hilt. Reaching forward, my hands replaced Ana's on Lashana's ass as I started to work my hips, ramming into her asshole with hard, unfettered thrusts. Ana wrapped her arms around the small of her back, and though I couldn't see what she was doing down there, I'd like to think she was using her body to pull herself up off the bed, impaling her throat on Lashana's fat cock. If the sounds she was making were anything to go by, I think I was on the right lines.
Lashana started moaning around Ana's big cock, lifting her head up every so often so she could moan out loud, gripping Ana's strap on and jerking it off as she did so. A few hard slams into Lashana's tight ass and I pulled my cock back out to the tip, gripping at the base as I pried it loose and pointed it down towards Ana.
Ana grabbed onto Lashana's hips, pushing up that massive ass until Lashana's fat cock popped out of her mouth. Ana's lips stayed gaping wide as I steered my cock down towards her mouth, pushing it in as deep as I could. Her thick set of lips locked tightly around it and she sucked in her cheeks as I pulled back up, cleaning Lashana's ass off my shaft as I plucked it free from between them.
Ramming my cock back into Lashana, I quickly picked up from where I left off, going in hard on her thick black ass with a series of pitiless thrusts. I fucked her like that for several minutes, pulling my cock out every so often so I could stuff it into Ana's mouth. Lashana's moans got steadily louder as she sucked on Ana's cock, her asshole gripping me harder and harder each time I thrust inside her. Lashana came pretty fucking fast, peeling her lips from Ana's fake cock to ensure her screams went unrestrained.
"OHHHH, FUUUCCCKKK! YES! FUCK ME, FUCK ME, FUCK ME!"
I kept on thrusting as I felt her cum, even as her muscles tightened and her asshole contracted around the width of my shaft, squeezing it for all it was worth. I could feel my balls start swelling up, stewing and churning as they swung back and forth, slapping against her pussy. Lashana's screams got louder and louder, her voice cracking as she reached the crescendo.
I continued to thrust until her body went limp then pried my cock from her asshole. She took a moment to regain her composure then turned around to face me, shooing me back as she stayed on all fours, straddling Ana's face. Ana reached up and grabbed her ass, pulling her cock back into her mouth. As Ana began to suck her cock, Lashana opened her full set of lips, sticking her tongue out and inviting me in.
I took the invitation, gripping my cock as I steered it forward and into the open slot. Lashana raised her tongue up slightly and pressed it against the underside, making her mouth feel extra tight as I pushed my cock in deep, sinking straight down to the base. I could even feel the tip press against my balls as she held my cock in between her lips, sucking as hard as she could. I felt my dick start throbbing harder and my cockhead gave a violent spasm, nearly erupting in the depths of her throat.
I placed a hand at the top of her head, pushing her back as I pulled back swiftly, wrenching my cock from between her lips. A grin stretched across Lashana's face as she licked her full set of lips, fully aware of how close I'd come.
"Fuuuck, you almost came, huh?" she said as she poked her tongue out, licking my cockhead and making it twitch.
"Uh huh," I said back, as I gripped my cock and pointed it upwards, pulling it out of her reach.
Lashana lifted her ass up higher, plucking her cock from Ana's mouth as she stepped back down off the bed. She strolled around to the foot of the bed, wrapping her arms around Ana's long legs as she knelt on the bedroom floor. Dipping her head down, she took Ana's cock in between her lips, working her mouth up and down the thick shaft as she found the straps on her hips, unbuckling them blindly as she sucked her cock.
Lifting her head up, the straps came free from Ana's hips as she kept the dildo in between her lips, removing the harness using just her mouth. She pumped the cock into her mouth a few times then plucked it free from between her lips, tossing it over her shoulder. Her head went back between Ana's long legs and she licked along the slit of her pussy, dragging her tongue from bottom to top. She did that several times then lifted her head up, beckoning me over with a manicured finger.
"Lift her up for me," Lashana instructed.
She crawled back out from between Ana's legs as I moved around to the foot of the bed, bending at the waist as I leaned right over, wrapping my arms around the small of her back. Ana's arms went around my shoulders and I counted to three inside my head before hauling her up off the mattress, moving my hands down and grabbing her thighs as I lifted her into the air.
Stepping up behind her, Lashana leaned in and kissed her neck, grabbing her ass for extra support as I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft and pointed the tip at Ana's wet pussy. Lowering her slowly, Ana unleashed a charged up moan as I felt her pussy engulf my crown, then start to slide down the length of my shaft. I felt my tip press against her cervix as Ana closed her eyes, a look of contentment spreading across her face as I sheathed myself inside her.
I didn't see what happened next, but her eyes reopened about five seconds later, flying open in cartoonish fashion as her lips formed a perfect O.
"OH!" she yelped as she looked at Lashana, now sporting a devilish grin.
It was pretty clear what had happened. With Ana fully focused on my dick in her pussy, quietly enjoying it like she always did, Lashana had shoved her cock up her asshole. One of her arms came free from my neck as she turned her upper body 'round ninety degrees, draping it over Lashana's shoulders. With her juicy lips still gaping wide, Ana's head was now on a swivel, looking back and forth between me and Lashana as we filled up both her holes.
Lashana looked at me and I looked back, and without a word of prior discussion, both of us began to pull back slowly, sliding right back to our respective tips. We stayed like that for a couple of seconds, then with little more than a brief exchange of eye contact, we both drove forward at the exact same time, slamming straight back into Ana's tight holes.
"AYYY! MIERDA!"
Ana's head fell back in an instant and mine almost did the same as I bottomed out her slick pink pussy, Lashana's fat cock filling her asshole and adding some additional pressure. I almost came right then and there, and had to summon every ounce of willpower to keep from unloading into Ana's wet snatch.
Ana turned and kissed Lashana as the two of us began to thrust in unison. I suspected (correctly) that this was Ana's first DP, so we started off slowly to ease her into it. Ana's lips came free from Lashana's and she turned to kiss me as I slowly worked my cock back and forth, pulling right back to the ridge of my crown then pushing it back inside her, filling her up each time.
Lashana continued to mirror my thrusts, our hips moving in perfect synch as we stuffed Ana's holes with as much big cock as they were capable of taking. Steadily, the pace increased with myself and Lashana both working together, seamlessly matching each two-pronged thrust. Ana continued to cuss in Spanish, whipping brown across both of our faces as she looked back and forth between myself and Lashana, kissing us both in turn.
Lashana and I kept thrusting harder and soon we were going full pelt, ramming our cocks into both her holes with a flurry of quick, hard thrusts. Smacks started bouncing off the bedroom walls as Lashana's pelvis beat out a rhythm on Ana's thick ass. Lashana wasn't holding back in the slightest and I can only imagine how her fat ass was jiggling as she drove her cock into Ana's.
Ana's moans got louder and louder, giving way to high-pitched screams as she took her double dicking, gripping on firmly to both our necks. Her legs started shaking as I held her tight, muscles clenching as she took each thrust. Her eyes clamped shut, her head went back, and Ana unleashed a string of swears before her body was ravaged by the sudden quake of orgasm.
"Ayyyy! Cono, cono, cono!"
I buried my cock in Ana's wet pussy, feeling it tighten as her orgasm hit.
"Yeah, come on, baby," Lashana encouraged, speaking straight into her ear. "You cum on these fucking cocks!"
I could hear their bodies still smacking together as Lashana continued to thrust, drilling her cock into Ana's tight ass. Each new thrust made her pussy tighten, gripping my cock with so much force that my impending load was almost squeezed right out of me. I couldn't take it anymore. I wasn't even sure if Ana had finished yet, but if I didn't pull out of her pussy right now, I'd be finishing before she did.
I have no qualms about cumming in Ana, of course, and she doesn't have any either (in fact, it's her favourite). But when I'm fucking Lashana Lynch all I can think about (other than her ass) is cumming all over her face. Not sure what it is, but there's something about that cropped dark hair of hers that just makes me want to garnish it with streaks of hot white cum, which is something she's quick to encourage. Some women are funny about you cumming in their hair, but Lashana is definitely not one of them.
"Fuck! I'm gonna cum!" I blurted out then tightened my grip on Ana's strong thighs, lifting her up off Lashana's cock.
I walked us back about four or five feet then lifted her up off my cock too, setting her down on the floor. Ana dropped straight down to her knees and Lashana was quick to join her, squeezing in beside her as I stepped up before them, jerking my cock as I pointed it at their faces.
"Mmm, come on. Empty these balls for us," Lashana encouraged. A hand reached up and grabbed my balls, giving them a gentle squeeze. "Cum on our faces."
She didn't need to tell me twice. A few more strokes and I did just that, pointing my cock just a little to the left so the first fat burst struck Ana in the face, leaving a long streak that stretched from her chin all the way up to her forehead. Aiming my cock to the right, I jerked it twice and fired again, leaving a number of thick white blobs over Lashana's face and, just as I'd predicted (and hoped), in her hair as well.
"Oooh, wow!" Lashana grinned. She released her grip on my shrunken balls and moved her hand to the base of my shaft. "You needed that, huh?"
"Uh huh," I panted, shuddering a little as she ran her hand along the length of my shaft, applying more pressure than my cock could handle.
She poked her tongue out from between her lips and licked some cum from the tip of my prick, then pointed it at Ana who did the same. Both of them did that a few more times then licked the spunk from each other's faces. After that they took a shower so Lashana could wash the cum from her hair. Of course I went along with them, getting down on my knees so I could eat Lashana's ass while she made out with Ana. Then she turned around so Ana could eat her ass, bending at the waist so she could suck my cock.
I fucked them both in the shower (Lashana in the ass, Ana in the pussy) then things kept going when we returned to the bedroom. It started with Ana riding my cock (vaginally first, then anally) while Lashana sat on my face. Then the girls switched roles, with Lashana riding me anally in cowgirl, then reverse cowgirl. I made Ana hop down for the second one 'cause I didn't want anything blocking out the sight, even Ana's pussy. I came twice more before the evening was through, finally passing out in the early hours, with a tired body and burning, red raw cock.
Ana had work the following day and was already gone by the time I woke up. I'd only been awake but a couple of minutes when Lashana appeared in the doorway, wearing little more than a Bob Marley t-shirt (Jamaica and all that), with a cup of tea in one and coffee in the other. She handed me the coffee, sipping from her tea as she perched on the edge of the bed. She asked me what my plans were for the day and I told her I was planning on doing some sightseeing, unless she made me a better offer. Spoiler alert: she did.
My sightseeing plans were promptly abandoned when she whipped her t-shirt off and climbed back onto the bed. Frankly, there was one sight I wanted to see and it was located between her back and thighs. I won't relay everything we did but suffice it to say, I really did see that sight. As a matter of fact, I couldn't take my eyes off it, especially when I was fucking her prone and sawing my cock through her asscheeks. And no matter how good a sight may be, it's always better when it's got your cum on it.
I stayed with Lashana for the rest of the day. Of course we fucked a couple more times, but when Ana texted me in the late afternoon to let me know of my next location, I thought it best to conserve some energy. And boy, am I glad I did. My next excursion took me back across the city, to an affluent neighbourhood in London's east end.
I pulled into the driveway of yet another large home and climbed out of my rental. I went to the front door and rang the bell, hearing footsteps approach from within. The door swung open and I was met with another familiar face. Vanessa Kirby. Now this might have surprised me earlier in the trip but by now seeing women I'd been previously intimate with was basically par for the course. In fact, at this point I wouldn't have been surprised if I'd gone through to the lounge and found Hayley, Rebecca, Rosamund, Hannah, Juno, Sienna, Lily and both Gemma's all sitting in there. I didn't unfortunately, and had to settle for Vanessa and Ana. However will I cope?
By now Ana was used to me knowing every woman in the country and I think she'd have been surprised if me and Vanessa hadn't already fucked. I wasn't aware that they knew each other at first, but soon found that they had recently wrapped on a movie together, which also starred Sydney Sweeney. Do they give out Oscars for casting, by the way? 'Cause I think that now would be a good time to start. It was a shame that Sydney wasn't joining us, but oh well. Can't have it all can you?
Vanessa showed me around her home then ordered in some groceries so Ana could whip up some Cuban food. Between that and all the Jamaican cuisine that I ate last night, I was starting to feel like I was island hopping somewhere in the Caribbean, if not the lingering threat of that famous British rain. The three of us sat down to dinner, with Vanessa at the head of the table and me and Ana on either side. As we ate, the girls reminisced about their time on set. They'd both had a blast while shooting the movie and were excited for the premiere at TIFF, which was taking place in a couple months time.
"Got any space in your calendar, Ty?" Vanessa asked, sipping from her Cuba Libre.
"I'll make some," I said with a grin as I took a bite of my Cuban sandwich.
"Sydney's gonna be there too," Ana chimed in. "Think you can handle all three?"
"Oh, he can handle three," said Vanessa, answering for me. "Trust me."
I thought about saying 'I can handle six', but no-one likes a show off.
"Oh...wow!" said Ana. "So, that sounds like a story worth telling."
Ana's interest had clearly been piqued so Vanessa indulged her curiosity, telling her all about the time last year when I fucked her, Hayley Atwell and Rebecca Ferguson, all at the same time.
"Phew!" Ana whistled, as Vanessa wrapped up her story. "Fuck, that's...getting me kinda hot actually," she giggled, fanning herself with her hand.
"Oh, really?" grinned Vanessa. "Well, maybe we should do something about that."
Ana grinned back. "Maybe we should."
The two of them looked at each other for a couple of seconds then both leaned in across the table. I watched intently as their lips pressed together and I felt Vanessa's hand on my thigh as Ana's tongue slid into her mouth, gently tussling with her own. The ladies peeled their lips apart, exchanging equally gorgeous smiles before Vanessa turned and kissed me as well. I felt her hand snake up my thigh, touching my cock just the slightest amount as she wrapped her tongue around mine. Our lips came apart and Vanessa flashed me a cute little smile, peeling her hand from the top of my thigh as she turned to look at Ana.
"Right, let's go."
With that, we all got up from our seats. Vanessa took Ana by the hand and I followed close behind them as she led her across the room and out into the hallway. She took us upstairs and across the landing, straight into the master bedroom. Once inside we formed a sandwich with Ana as the filling, her arms draped over Vanessa's shoulders. I grabbed her ass as Vanessa kissed her, squeezing it through her pants.
Their lips came apart and Ana turned to make out with me. I moved my hands around to her front, feeling her tongue push into my mouth as I started to unbutton her blouse. Vanessa watched for a couple of seconds then leaned in to join us, turning the kiss into a threeway. By the time we broke from the kiss, I had Ana's shirt completely open and she lowered her arms so I could remove it.
Ana was wearing a matching black bra which I quickly unclasped as I kissed her neck. Vanessa removed it and tossed it aside, taking Ana's hand in hers as she led across to the bed. She laid Ana down on the king size mattress, climbing up on top of her as I sat on the edge of the bed. Ana's arms went around her shoulders and the two of them kissed again as I placed a hand on Vanessa's tight ass, caressing it gently through the fabric of her skirt.
I lowered the zip on the back of her skirt, sliding it down to the tops of her thighs. Vanessa's ass came into view, covered only by a small black thong. I ran my hands across it several times then leaned my head down to kiss each cheek, licking one for good measure. I stood up off the edge of the bed, dropping to my knees on the bedroom floor. I hooked my fingers underneath her thong and began to ease it down, revealing first her puckered asshole then the slit of her already wet pussy. I lowered her dress the rest of the way then did the same to her thong, leaving both garments in a heap on the floor.
Without any further ado, I grabbed a hold of Vanessa's tight ass, getting a firm grip on both her cheeks. As I pried them apart, her pussy lips peeled open too, revealing her pink insides and showing me how wet she was. Poking out my tongue from between my lips, I threw myself forward without a second thought, shoving my tongue straight into her pussy.



"OH!" she shrieked as she threw her head back, whipping blonde hair across her sculpted back.
"What's he doing?" Ana asked her.
"He just stuck his tongue right in me! Oh, GOD!" she yelped again as I pushed my tongue in as deep as I could, using it like a spoon to scoop out a mouthful of her creamy arousal juice.
"Oh, fuck, that's hot," Ana replied. "Here, let's get you more comfortable."
I looked up from between Vanessa's legs as Ana wrapped her arms around the small of her back. I knew what was coming next, so I pulled my head back, plucking my tongue from Vanessa's pussy as Ana rolled them over, ending up on top of her with the blonde now on her back. Ana leaned down to kiss her again then climbed down from on top of Vanessa.
"She's all yours," she said as she sprawled herself out across the king size bed, laying beside her friend.
"Much obliged," I said back as I wrapped my arms around Vanessa's long legs and pulled her to the edge of the bed.
My head went back in between her legs and this time my tongue went straight to her clit, encircling it slowly in a spiralling motion.
"Oh my God! FUCK!" she hissed out softly as her head fell back onto the mattress.
I kept looking up from between her legs as she turned her head and looked at Ana, maintaining eye contact for about five seconds before they started to kiss again. I could hear her moan into Ana's mouth as my tongue started moving faster, spinning and swirling around the nub of her clit. Their lips came apart and I heard Ana whisper something to her as she brushed Vanessa's hair back. I couldn't hear what she said but it clearly had Vanessa's approval as she responded quickly with an enthusiastic nod.
Ana went to move up the bed but I reacted quickly, grabbing onto one of her legs. I peeled my tongue from Vanessa's clit, turning to face her as she laid there stunned.
"Uh uh," I said. "You stay right there."
"But I want some attention too," Ana complained, reaching down in between her legs to touch her aching pussy.
"And you'll get some," I assured her. "Just gimme a couple of minutes."
Ana huffed and laid back on the bed, slowly rubbing her clit as I returned my tongue to Vanessa's. I quickly picked up from where I left off, ringing her clit in concentric circles. Vanessa started moaning louder and I could feel her clit getting harder and harder as I swirled my tongue all around it, whipping her into a frenzy. Moisture started seeping from the lips of her pussy and I could tell that she was getting close. I licked her right to the brink of climax then suddenly lifted my head up, peeling my tongue from her pussy.
"Hey! What the fuck?!" she snapped, looking both confused and angry as her head shot up off the bed.
My only response was a teasing grin as I put two fingers in between my lips, wetting them both with spit.
"Why the fuck did you stop?!" Vanessa exclaimed. "Get back in there and...OH!"
Before she could berate me any further, I pressed my fingers to the slit of her pussy and shoved them deep inside her, sinking right down to the knuckle. Her eyes shot open with a sudden jolt and that was the last I saw of her as she promptly flopped back down onto the bed. I lifted my head from between her legs, keeping my fingers deep inside her as I moved across to Ana.
Ana spread her legs when she saw me coming, crossing her left over Vanessa's right as I hooked an arm around one of her thighs and shoved my face in between them. My tongue came out and went straight to her clit, though this time I used a different technique. I was still worked up after eating Vanessa, so this time there was no slow build up. I started licking as hard as I could, lapping at Ana's clit with quick, hard flicks of my tongue. Ana responded immediately. Reaching down to grab my head, she gripped my hair as she moaned out sharply, pawing at one of her tits.
Once I was a few licks in, I curled my fingers up inside Vanessa's pussy, putting a thumb to the nub of her clit as I quickly found her g-spot. I kept my fingers deep inside her, stimulating her innermost spots, rubbing her clit with my thumb while I flicked my tongue against Ana's, performing all three moves with a nimble dexterity and deftness of touch.
I licked Ana's clit a few more times then peeled my tongue from her pussy, slipping two fingers in between my lips, just as I had before. Moistening them with spit, I rubbed the tips against the slit of her pussy then eased them both inside her, finding her g-spot just like I did to Vanessa. I pressed my thumb against Ana's clit and started to rub it as I raised my head up, moving back to Vanessa. My tongue returned to the nub of her clit and I switched back seamlessly to my previous technique, licking it swiftly in a circular motion. Looking up from between my legs I saw that the girls were kissing again, lightly moaning into each other's mouths.
I kept that up for several minutes, keeping my fingers inside their pussies as I moved back and forth between each girl, switching between them with increasing regularity. They couldn't take much more of the teasing as I pressed my tongue to Vanessa's clit, she quickly grabbed the back of my head, making sure it stayed where it was.
As my tongue began to swirl around the nub of her clit, I retrieved my fingers from Ana's wet pussy, making sure that Vanessa had my full attention. I wrapped my arms around Vanessa's left leg, noting how wet my fingers were as I rested my hand on her tummy. Vanessa clearly noticed too as she grabbed my wrist and pulled it towards her, taking my fingers in between her lips.
My tongue kept moving around her throbbing clit, fingers probing her deepest parts as she sucked on the fingers that were in her mouth, tasting Ana's pussy off me. She retrieved my fingers from between her lips, quickly unleashing a pent up moan as my tongue moved faster, ringing her clit in every direction.
"Oh, fuck yes!" Vanessa exclaimed, closing her eyes as her head fell back, smacking against the mattress. "Keep going, keep going, keep going!"
She was teetering now but she wasn't quite there, so Ana reached over to help her out. Her tongue rolled out from between her lips and she flicked it against Vanessa's nipple, promptly adding the finishing touch. Vanessa came about five seconds later, tightening her grip on my thick locks of hair as the feeling began to rush through her body. Her pussy contracted, gripping my fingers with so much force that I wondered if I'd get them back out again. Juices gushed from deep inside her, soaking both my fingers as her moans got louder, filing her entire top floor.
I kept licking. Ana kept licking. My fingers kept rubbing on Vanessa's g-spot. And if the squelchy sounds I could hear to my left were anything to go by, Ana was vigorously rubbing her pussy as she watched Vanessa cum. A final moan spilled forth from her lips and her grip on me began to relax. Not just on my head, but on my fingers as well. I peeled my tongue from Vanessa's clit and pulled my fingers from deep inside her, both of them slick with her sticky arousal.
I went to slip them in between my lips but Ana reacted quickly, grabbing my wrist before I could and pulling it towards her. As she took my fingers in between her lips, I lifted my head up from between Vanessa's legs and moved in front of Ana. Ana laid back across the mattress as I settled in between her legs, wrapping my arm around her left thigh and placing my hand on her stomach. I pressed my tongue against her taint and licked along the slit of her pussy, noting how wet she'd left it after playing with her clit.
Vanessa lifted her head from the mattress and turned onto her side, propping herself up with one of her arms as she placed the other on Ana's chest, trailing a finger in between her tits. Ana plucked my fingers from between her lips, looking at Vanessa with a pleasured smile as my tongue licked up to the top of her pussy and I smothered her clit with my lips.
"You taste good," Ana said.
"You taste good," Vanessa parrotted then leaned down to make out with Ana as I started to lap at her clit.
Their lips came apart and Vanessa moved lower, dutifully returning the favour as she latched onto Ana's breast. Taking the nipple in between her lips, Vanessa suckled like a babe in arms, making Ana's pussy leak like crazy as I flicked my tongue against her clit.
Just like Vanessa before her, Ana came in a matter of seconds. A hand came down and grabbed my head while the other did the same to Vanessa's, brushing back her golden locks as she peeled her lips from around her nipple and encircled it with her tongue. It drove Ana wild and her pussy was gushing as freely as ever as I lapped at her stiff pink clit, feeling the warmth of her sweet, sweet juices as they trickled down my chin.
I felt her legs start to shake as they hung over my shoulders and I kept on licking as hard as I could, not letting up until the tremors subsided. She removed her hand from on top of my head as I raised it up from between her legs, my chin wet with the fruits of my labour.
"Fuuuck," said Vanessa as she lifted her head up, peeling her tongue from Ana's left breast. "Let me get that for you."
Vanessa grabbed the back of my head, pulling me towards her as she leaned herself in. I closed my eyes, expecting to feel her lips on mine but instead was met by a different sensation. I felt her tongue press against my chin then slowly lick up towards my mouth, cleaning all the juices that Ana had left there. Then I did feel her lips on mine then her tongue pushed into my mouth so I could taste Ana's pussy as well. I'd already tasted it plenty, of course, but I'm not gonna say no to a little bit extra. Vanessa turned and made out with Ana as I pulled my t-shirt up over my head and tossed down onto the floor.
"Mmm, FUCK!" Ana exclaimed, panting slightly as their lips came apart. "Come here, gorgeous. Sit on my face."
"Yes, ma'am," Vanessa grinned back as she threw a leg over Ana's head and dropped her ass down on top of her.
"Ohhh, yes!" Vanessa moaned out, as Ana reached back and grabbed her ass.
I couldn't see what she was doing, of course, but whatever it was, Vanessa was clearly enjoying it. Her hands went down Ana's tits, fondling them aggressively as she squatted on her face. I unbuckled my belt and lowered my pants, taking my boxers down with them and kicking both garments aside. Squatting down slightly at the edge of the bed, I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft and pressed it against her slit. Her pussy was literally dripping and I could hear an audible squelching sound as I rubbed my cock up against it. She was ready, no doubt about that. And after going down on both her and Vanessa, I was ready as well.
Ana was so wet that I slipped in with ease, and the slightest push was all it took to sink right down to the base. Ana gasped as she felt me enter, moaning into Vanessa's pussy as my crown slid in and touched her cervix. I stayed like that for several seconds, letting her muscles grip me as I slid my hands underneath her legs and scooped them up into the air, resting them against my chest. Once I had her exactly how I wanted, I started thrusting slowly, drawing my cock right back to the tip then pushing it back inside her, going to the base each time.
Vanessa started moaning loudly, pawing at her perky tits as she straddled Ana's face. Placing a finger underneath her chin, I leaned in and kissed her as I thrusted harder, ramming my cock into Ana's slick twat. Breaking the kiss, Vanessa reached up with one of her hands and slid two fingers in between her lips, wetting them both with saliva. She reached back down between Ana's long legs and put her fingers to the nub of her clit, rubbing it swiftly in an up and down motion.
Ana's moans increased in volume and I felt her pussy get even tighter as muscles flexed all over her body. Looking down, I noticed how wet she was making my cock, a thick coat of glistening fluid now smeared all along my shaft. Vanessa clearly noticed too, peeling her fingers from Ana's clit as she began to lean herself forward. I kept on thrusting into Ana's tight snatch, parting her legs a bit wider to make room for Vanessa's head.
They ended up in a 69, with Vanessa's lips hanging wide open in wait of my big, fat cock. She didn't have to wait very long. I pried my cock from Ana's tight pussy and stuffed it straight into her mouth. Vanessa took it straight down to the base, closing her lips around it as she sucked her cheeks in, forming an airtight seal. I withdrew slowly, feeling her lips pull harder at my cock like she didn't wanna let it go. And knowing Vanessa, she probably didn't.
Popping it out from between her lips, I shoved my cock straight back into Ana and my shaft was slick with her creamy arousal within a matter of seconds. I fucked her like that for several minutes. I slammed into her pussy hard and deep, pulling my cock out every dozen or so thrusts and using Vanessa's mouth to clean off all her juices. And while my cock wasn't in her mouth, Vanessa kept rubbing at Ana's stiff clit, making sure her pussy stayed nice and slick as I drilled my cock inside it.
It was definitely working, with Ana's pussy feeling noticeably wetter each time I slipped inside it. I heard some muffled speech from under Vanessa and she lifted her ass up so we could hear it properly. She needn't have bothered, quite frankly, 'cause it was all in Spanish. Though while the words themselves went over my head, the tone of her voice was unmistakable; she was getting very close and very, very quickly.
A few more thrusts were all it took. Ana screamed in her native tongue as I buried myself inside her, sheathing myself to the base as her orgasm hit, tearing through her body like an earthquake. I couldn't really see her face, but the tightness and warmth of Ana's pink pussy told me all I needed to know: she was cumming fucking hard. Fluid burst forth from the depths of her snatch, dousing my cock from base to tip as Vanessa kept rubbing her clit, making sure that she came for as long as possible. And, boy, did she succeed.
Ana's orgasm seemed to go on forever, to the point that I wondered if it was ever gonna stop. Eventually it did and I eased my cock back out of her pussy, my eyes bulging slightly when I saw how wet she'd left it. It was, quite possibly, the wettest my cock has ever been, with a shiny layer of fluid coating every inch of it, with streaks of creamier wetness in several places, mostly at the tip and base.
"Holy fuck," said Vanessa as she saw my cock, echoing my sentiments exactly.
Vanessa leaned forward and opened her mouth, taking particular joy in sucking all the juices from it as I steered it between her lips. Releasing my cock with a smack of her lips, Vanessa winked at me as she crawled back towards the headboard. Vanessa leaned down, kissing Ana from behind.
"Stay there," said Vanessa as she hopped down off the bed.
Ana obliged her, remaining in the same position as Vanessa moved around to the foot of the bed. Bending at the waist, Vanessa stuck her ass out behind her as she wrapped her arms around Ana's legs and buried her head in between them. Moving in behind Vanessa, I had the most incredible view as I gripped my cock at the base, pressing the tip against the slit of her pussy. I couldn't see what she was doing exactly, but frankly, I didn't need to. The sight alone of Ana cooing and groaning as she combed her fingers through Vanessa's blonde hair was more than enough for me.
Pushing forward, I steered my cock into Vanessa's tight pussy, making her moan between Ana's fit legs as I worked my way in deep, bottoming out on the very first thrust. My hands reached up and grabbed her ass, parting her cheeks just a little as I withdrew slowly, pulling back out to the tip. Again, I noticed how wet my cock was. Not quite as wet as how Ana had left it, but it wasn't a long way off. And I hadn't even started fucking her yet.
That situation was quickly rectified as I began to slowly pump my hips, working my dick back and forth in Vanessa's tight pink pussy. To start with, Vanessa simply took each thrust, moaning into Ana's pussy as she continued to eat her out. But as the pace increased, Vanessa started rocking back and forth, backing her ass up as I threw myself forward, ensuring each thrust went nice and deep.
With her body moving forward and back, she couldn't give Ana her full attention, but Ana didn't seem to mind. In fact, she looked more than happy to sit back and watch, egging her girlfriend on as she launched herself into me with ever increasing force. Besides, Vanessa didn't ignore her entirely, and continued to lap at the brunette's pussy each time she pitched herself forward.
I slowed my thrusts as Vanessa moved faster, eventually stopping so the blonde could do all the work. I released my grip on Vanessa's tight ass, letting my hands fall down by my sides as she threw herself back at me, watching it ripple as it smacked against my abs. Ana was clearly enjoying it too and even extended her foot out at one point so she could smack it down on one of her asscheeks.
"Oh my God, this ass!" Ana exclaimed, an appreciative grin stretched across her face as she watched it bounce and jiggle.
"You should see it from here," I said as I gave that ass a slap of my own, drawing a loud *SMACK* that echoed off the bedroom walls.
She threw herself back at me a few more times and then I started thrusting again. Vanessa's moans got suddenly louder as my dick went further inside her, going balls deep with each new thrust. Vanessa's one of those women who thinks she likes to be in control, but then screams the place down when you give her a good pounding. The Aubrey Plaza-mould, as I like to call it.
Vanessa started moving slower and as I reached up and grabbed her hips, her motions stopped entirely, allowing me to ram my cock into her as hard as I possibly could. And that's exactly what I did, promptly unleashing a flurry of thrusts that sent my fat cock drilling into her tight pink pussy.
That was the move that finished her off. Her head shot up from between Ana's legs, sending a wave of long blonde hair cascading down her sculpted back as she launched a scream towards her bedroom ceiling.
"OHHHH, FUCK!"
That hair of hers was too good to resist and I reached forward as I kept on thrusting and grabbed myself a fistful, making her yelp as I pulled her back towards me. I wrapped my arms around her fit body and I held it against me as I pounded harder, railing her through the throes of climax. One of my hands went straight to her tits, while the other grabbed onto her tight, toned stomach, feeling her muscles flex as the orgasm coursed through her body. One of my hands slid down to her pussy but Ana beat me to it, flashing me a grin as she got on her knees and put her tongue to Vanessa's clit.
Vanessa's pussy got instantly tighter and a wave of fluid drenched my cock as her climax finally peaked. I stayed inside her for a few more seconds, feeling her muscles slowly relax before I drew my hips back and let my cock slip out of her pussy. Easing forward, I felt it rub against her still wet slit as it pushed my cock in between her thighs. Keeping one hand on Vanessa's flat stomach, I touched the other to the side of her face and turned her around to face me. Vanessa poked her tongue out, and I promptly sent mine out to meet it, running my hand up and down her body as she shared an open-mouthed kiss.
As I made out with the gorgeous blonde, I suddenly felt my cockhead twitch as a tongue slid over my sensitive tip. I glanced down subtly out of the corner of my eye, seeing Ana's grinning face as she dragged her tongue across my helmet, licking up precum from my open slit.
Ana did that several more times then began to kiss across Vanessa's tummy as she slowly rose to her feet. Briefly stopping at her perky tits, Ana moved in to kiss her neck, making her purr as our tongues entwined. Vanessa peeled her tongue from mine and turned to face her friend, wrapping her arms around the small of her back. Ana draped her arms across both of our shoulders, running her fingers through my thick locks of hair as she pressed her lips to Vanessa's.



I nuzzled into Vanessa's neck, kissing it in several places as I watched the girls make out. Ana gripped tighter to the back of my head, pulling me in closer as she pried her lips from Vanessa's and moved them across to mine. As Ana's tongue pushed into my mouth, I felt Vanessa slip out from between us, moving behind Ana as I slid my hands down the small of her back, running them over her perfect ass then down to the backs of her thighs. While our lips were still together, I felt her arms wrap around my neck as I hoisted her into the air, kissing me harder as I held her aloft.
"Allow me," said Vanessa. She could tell where this was going and was clearly very keen to facilitate it.
Her fingers curled around the width of my shaft as she angled it up towards Ana's tight pussy, rubbing it against the slit just a little until she found the perfect spot. I felt my crown slide into her pussy then began to ease her down. Our lips came apart and I enjoyed that familiar look of pleasure that began to engulf her face as I worked her slowly down the length of my shaft. Her full lips puckered and those big green eyes stared straight into mine as I felt her pussy sink down to the base, my cockhead twitching as it pressed against her cervix.
I gave a thought to fucking her standing but decided against it, opting instead to turn us around and sit myself down on the bed. Ana's knees touched down on the mattress and she kept her arms locked around my neck as she pulled me in for another kiss, moaning as she started to ride me. My hands moved up and grabbed her ass, gripping both cheeks as she worked it up and down, guiding her pussy along the length of my shaft.
I became aware of a presence behind me and the next thing I felt were lips on my neck as Vanessa wrapped her arms around me, kissing me in several places. Ana peeled her lips from mine then leaned to the side so she could get Vanessa, and I turned my head to watch as they kissed over my shoulder. I joined in briefly then felt Ana's hands press against my chest as she broke away from the threeway kiss.
"Lay back," she said and Vanessa shifted across to the side as I did what the brunette told me, using my elbows to prop myself up as I laid out across the bed.
"Head down," Ana said and before I had the chance to comply Vanessa did it for me, placing a hand at the top of my head and pushing it down to the mattress.
Clearly she knew where this was leading as the next thing I saw was a leg swinging past my head as she placed her knees down either side of me and dropped down onto my face. My arms went up, wrapping around the tops of her thighs as my tongue shot out from between my lips, steering itself to Vanessa's wet pussy. I started licking with force and purpose, coaxing out a series of moans as my tongue flicked sharply at the nub of her clit.
The moans briefly softened a little as I heard their lips press together, then began again in earnest as they came back apart, Vanessa's hands slapping down on my chest as I lapped at her tight pink pussy. Ana started riding me harder and I could feel the grip of her perfect pussy as it slid right up to the top of my shaft then plummeted straight back down again, loud * SMACKS * now filling the room as her ass beat down on the tops of my thighs.
Ana seemed full in control, so I was happy to let her do as she pleased while I focused my attention on Vanessa. Vanessa started moaning louder and I could taste the juices now coating my lips as my tongue moved faster, swishing back and forth across her throbbing pink clit. I love going down on Vanessa and her pussy tastes so fucking good that I could literally do it for hours. In fact, I was enjoying eating her pussy so much that I almost forgot that Ana was riding me. Keyword: almost. I don't think I'd forget that Ana de Armas is sitting on my dick if I'd been given a lobotomy.
Speaking of which, Ana had taken a break from riding me and had started gently grinding against me with my cock all the way inside her. She even managed to rub her clit against me which made her pussy feel even tighter, my dick throbbing harder as her muscles tensed and squeezed.
I wasn't sure how much more I could handle, and I had to make them both cum before I did, so time was of the essence. I tightened my grip on Vanessa's legs, keeping her in place as I opted for a change of tactic. My tongue started spinning around the nub of her clit, twisting and turning in different directions. I heard a loud gasp shoot forth from her lips and her hand reached up and grabbed my wrists, gripping them firmly as her legs began to shake.
"Oh my God, yes!" she squealed. "Don't stop. Fuck, I'm gonna cum on your face!"
A few more swirls of my talented tongue and Vanessa made good on her promise. I couldn't see much, of course, which was a shame 'cause Vanessa's cum face is always nice to look at. In fact, her face is nice to look at when she's not cumming too.
Vanessa tightened her grip on my wrists to the point that I thought she might snap my hands off. Her glutes tightened as well, squeezing harder against my face and making it difficult to breathe. I simply kept licking her as hard as I could, and was finally rewarded with a hot burst of fluid that poured into my mouth like a waterfall. I peeled my tongue from the nub of her clit and moved it down to her pussy lips, lapping up every drop of fluid that came seeping out from between them.
"Fuck, that's so hot," I heard Ana say.
I wasn't sure what she was referring to specifically. But whether it was Vanessa's gorgeous O-face, the visible way that her muscles were popping or simply the fact that she was cumming so hard, I had no doubt that Ana was right.
Once I was sure I had licked her clean, I all but pushed her off of me, reaching out instinctively and wrapping my arms around Ana's back so I could pull her down on top of me. She ended up with her face basically right on top of mine, her incredible body pressed down against me as I held her in a bear hug. She stared into my eyes for a couple of seconds then leaned in to kiss me so she could taste Vanessa's cum. And there was a lot of it there to taste.
My hands reached down and grabbed her ass, gripping it tightly as I started thrusting, drilling my cock up into Ana's tight pussy. With Ana's head so close to mine, her face was pretty much all I could see, and I took in every change of expression that passed across her features. From shock to eagerness to pure unfiltered pleasure.
"AY!" she suddenly yelped, her eyes going wide as they stared into mine.
At first I didn't know what was happening. I'd been so distracted by Ana's cumface that I hadn't noticed Vanessa start moving down the bed. I lifted my head up a little and peered over Ana's shoulder, seeing a mass of dishevelled blonde hair spilling out from between her asscheeks. It didn't take a genius to work out what she was doing. I decided to help her in her endeavours, pulling Ana's cheeks apart so she could push her tongue in deeper. I couldn't see if she did that or not, but from the way that Ana's pussy tightened, I'd say that she probably did.
"Oh, fuck! Yes!" Ana moaned out. "Si, si, si! Keep doing that!"
I continued pounding with upward thrusts, almost using her ass for leverage to pull myself into her pussy. Once Vanessa started licking her ass, Ana came in double quick time. Throwing her head back sharply, a wordless scream flew forth from her lips as her climax hit her like a bolt of lightning. It put her tits basically right in my face, so of course I took one in between my lips, making sure she came even harder.
I could see the muscles straining in her neck as her face turned slightly red, her usually stunning features violently contorting as the powerful orgasm pulsed through her body. I rammed in deep with a final thrust, burying my cock in her as her muscles contracted with a vice-like grip, all but trapping me in Ana's tight pussy. My cock was throbbing incessantly, twitching and pulsing as my shaft was soaked with a wave of Ana's hot juice. I'd love to tell you how I managed not to cum but truth be told, I have absolutely no idea.
I waited for Ana's grip to loosen (which took a while, I'm not gonna lie) then lifted her off my cock. Of course, Vanessa didn't miss a beat, and I'd barely plucked the head from Ana's wet pussy when I felt her lips press against my tip and start to spread around my swollen helmet. My head fell back onto the mattress beneath me and a helpless groan spilled forth from my lips as I felt her sink past the ridge of my crown and start to slide down my rock hard shaft. Vanessa giving head is always a hell of a sight, but I didn't dare look for fear of the sight of those eyes looking up at me might tip me over the edge. And in the delicate state I was in, it almost certainly would have.
Not only that, but Vanessa was sucking incredibly hard. 1) Because she always does and 2) because my cock was covered with Ana's thick cum, and Vanessa took a good deal of pleasure in cleaning it off my shaft. Her lips slid down to the base of the shaft then started to drag back up, slowly and with extra force.
"Oh, fuck," I moaned out softly, grabbing onto the bedsheets as Vanessa's lips pulled back to the tip, plucking it free with a very loud * POP *.
"Don't cum yet," Vanessa warned me as she pressed her tongue against the base of my shaft and licked her way back up to the tip.
Vanessa loved to test my limits and she was certainly doing that now. Dipping her head down lower, Vanessa pushed my cock back until it pressed against my abs, then stroked it up and down with her palm as she wrapped her plump lips around one of my balls. My cock was pounding as she teased it slowly, precum leaking from my open slit and leaving a pool just above my navel. Vanessa switched to the other teste then lifted my cock back up so she could lick along the shaft again, feel it twitch as she did so.
"Fuuuck, you're gonna blow, huh?" she said with a grin as she ran her tongue right up to the tip, sliding it across the tip so she could lick up some of my precum.
"Uh huh," I moaned softly, scarcely able to get the words out as she clamped one hand around the base of my shaft and slowly jerked it with the other.
"Don't mind if he does it in me, do you?" Vanessa asked, looking at Ana as she stroked my cock.
My dick throbbed harder when she said those words, and as good as it felt, her stroking my cock, if she didn't hurry up a little, I'd be 'doing it' all over her hands.
Ana shook her head. "As long as I can lick it out of you."
"Well, that goes without saying," Vanessa smirked, licking my cockhead one last time before she finally assumed the position.
Specifically reverse cowgirl. One of my favourites. Especially with Vanessa, 'cause it means I get to look at her ass. And Vanessa's got an incredible ass. Not the widest, but boy, does that thing jut out. A fact that Vanessa is well aware of, 'cause she decided to use it to tease me some more. Maybe not the best of ideas in the state I was in, but hey...I wasn't about to complain.
Reaching back behind her, Vanessa pressed my cock back again until it pressed against my abs, then slowly lowered her ass down, pressing it down on top of my shaft. My cock ended up in the crack of her ass, with those toned and juicy cheeks hugging it tightly on either side. With my cock in position, Vanessa began to grind back and forth, rubbing her pussy up against my shaft. With how hard my cock was and how close I was to cumming, it honestly took teasing to a whole other level. Every pass made my dick throb harder and I could feel how wet her hot, pink pussy was as she ground it against my shaft.
"Oh my God, that's so fucking hot!" said Ana beside me. "Can I taste you off him, please?"
"Why, yes, you may," Vanessa replied, then lifted her ass off my cock, leaving a visible streak of wetness smeared across the underside.
Ana dipped her head down lower, gripping my cockhead to keep me in place as she poked her tongue out, lapping up her girlfriend's fluids as she slid it smoothly along the length of my shaft. Vanessa reached down and grabbed her ass, spreading it just enough that her pussy lips parted, showing me her pink insides.
"You want it now?" Ana asked her.
"Mmhmm," Vanessa said back, and Ana responded by lifting my cock up, moving her hand to the base of the shaft as she pointed it up at her friend's wet pussy.
Vanessa began to lower herself, keeping her ass cheeks spread apart as her open pussy touched down on the tip and slid straight down onto my swollen helmet. I all but collapsed as I entered her pussy, falling back down onto the mattress like my arms had turned to jelly.
Vanessa's pussy always feels amazing but with the sensitive state by cock was in, everything about it had been heightened threefold. The heat. The grip. The moisture. Every single aspect had been dialled to eleven and I almost couldn't take it as it started to slide down the length of my shaft, inching its way down with an agonising slowness.
Ana removed her hand from the base as Vanessa slid down the rest of the way, swallowing the last few inches. She released her grip on her peach-shaped ass, allowing her cheeks to touch my pelvis, and stayed like that for several seconds, letting me feel her tightness and warmth, which like I said, were heightened significantly. Then she started to ride me, doing it at what I'm sure you can imagine was a notably unhurried pace.
All I could do was sit back and watch as Vanessa's pussy worked its way up and down my shaft, gripping it with an excessive tightness and leaving behind a thick coat of moisture with every pass she took. It was fucking hot. So much so that Ana was happy to just sit there and watch, rubbing herself gently as she took it all in. Normally in this kind of scenario, she'd have set her ass down on top of my face and it kept it there 'til I made her cum. But not on this occasion.
Vanessa started moving faster. Reaching up with both her hands, she piled her hair up on top of her head, revealing every inch of her sculpted back as she rode my cock with increasing force. It made for quite the image, and Vanessa looked like some kind of Greek goddess as she held up strands of long blonde hair, using the muscles in her strong, toned thighs to pitch her body up and down, her ass cheeks jiggling as they smacked against my abs.
Ana leaned in closer to me, so close, in fact, that I could feel breath on the top of my neck as that sultry voice of hers flooded into my eardrums.
"God, she looks so fucking sexy when she rides your dick like that."
I didn't respond (probably couldn't have responded if I'm totally honest), but as I believe I've already established, I agreed with her wholeheartedly.
"How's that feel? Huh?" Ana paused to lick my ear. "Does that pussy feel good wrapped around your cock?"
I nodded.
"You wanna cum in that pussy? You wanna fill her up with your thick, warm spunk?"
Ana's voice was like honey in my ears. Even when she's delivering filth like that. Fuck it, who am I kidding? Especially when she's delivering filth like that.
I nodded again.
Ana grinned then looked at Vanessa. "Oh, 'Nessa..."
Vanessa didn't stop or turn ahead. In fact, she rode me even harder, responding with a simple, "yes?"
"Tyler's ready to cum."
"Ohh, good!" Vanessa replied, then started moving even faster in order to facilitate it.
Smacks were bouncing off the bedroom walls, merging with Vanessa's moans, which got steadily louder the harder she went. I tightened my grip on the bedsheets, nearly pulling them clean off the mattress as muscles clenched all over my body, my cockhead twitching and ready to explode.
"Cum," said Ana. "Cum in her pussy."
My bellend erupted a split second later, as if it was doing so at Ana's command. Vanessa sunk right down to base as the first rope sprayed forth from the tip, leaving nowhere for it to go but into her womb. A deafening roar flew forth from my lips which was quickly accompanied by a moan from Vanessa as she felt my cum shoot deep inside her, triggering a powerful climax. I felt her tighten as her orgasm hit, squeezing out a second rope that shot into her womb like the first one did.
Vanessa craned her head back slowly, releasing her grip on the top of her head and letting her hair fall down towards me as her muscles contracted another few notches, forcing out more of my spunk. I must have cum for close to a minute, pumping rope after rope of piping hot seed deep into Vanessa's pussy until my balls had shrunk to half their original size.
Vanessa rose up slowly, sliding her pussy along the length of my shaft. As my head slipped out from between her lips, a huge creampie dripped out of her pussy, slopping back down onto my still-hard cock. And I'm sure it won't surprise you to learn that Ana was on it as quick as a flash. She dipped her head down low, taking my cock in between her lips. She sunk them down to around mid-shaft, making sure there was plenty still left for Vanessa as she pulled her lips back nice and slow, slurping up a mouthful of spunk.
My head popped out from between her lips and Vanessa turned around so she could do the same thing. Vanessa took me right down to the base, sucking up the remaining cum that Ana had kindly left there. Then they came together for a long, sloppy kiss, and after swapping my cum back and forth a few times, each of them swallowed an equal share.
"Mmm," said Ana as she licked her lips. "That was fun."
"It was," said Vanessa, running her hand up one of my legs and patting the inside of my thigh. "Rest up, Tyler. We're gonna want some more from you later."
And want some more, they certainly did. I fucked them again an hour or so later, then again shortly after that. Ana passed out before me and Vanessa so I fucked her again in the room next door, finally wearing her out some time around four in the morning.
I awoke the next day to a pair of arms wrapping around my body and a familiar soft voice whispering into my ear, telling me it was time to wake up. As my eyes eased open slowly, I saw Vanessa still snoozing beside me. I gave a tired moan then rolled onto my back, looking up at Ana's morning face as it came into my field of vision.
"Come on," she said as she grabbed my shoulder, giving me a hearty shake. "Time to get up. We've got a flight to catch."
OK. Looks like I'm going to France.
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Vanessa woke up pretty quickly after Ana came into our room, but unfortunately for me, there wasn't enough time for a late-morning threesome. Though Vanessa and I might have had a quickie whilst Ana was in the shower. After that I took a shower myself then Ana and I packed up our belongings and booked ourselves a cab to Heathrow airport. Vanessa saw us off with a kiss goodbye and gave my cock a little cheeky stroke, ensuring I'd be horny for my entire trip to France. So thanks for that, Vanessa.
We made it to Heathrow on time and did all the usual airport stuff before we boarded our flight to Paris. I was posing as Ana's assistant so physical contact was minimal at best, but I was used to that from my travels with Christina Hendricks. Anyway, the flight to France was nice and quick, which was somewhat jarring when your only experience of air travel is flying across the Atlantic.
We touched down in France at 3.30pm local time and took a cab to our hotel. Ana had media duties in the early evening, which meant I had a little time to finally relieve my preflight horn by fucking her on the hotel bed. After cumming all over her face, the two of us took a shower and fucked again quickly once she'd washed it all off.
I watched a bit of French TV while Ana was getting ready then headed out to do some sightseeing while she was at work. I went to all the usual places, the Louvre, Eiffel Tower, Arc de Triomphe etc. All pretty cool but really I was just killing time before the action started. I got a text from Ana while I was wandering down Champs-Elysees, telling me she was going straight to her friend's and that I should meet her there. She sent me the address and I hailed a cab to take me straight there (luckily for me, the driver spoke English).
The cab dropped me off on an affluent street in the Paris suburbs. I quickly located the house in question, rocked up to the front door and rang the doorbell. As I said in the previous chapter, I had a good idea who Ana's French friend might be and, sure enough, the door swung open, revealing the very gorgeous face of none other than Lea Seydoux. I'd always found her very attractive, so when Ana told me we were going to France, her name was the first that popped into my head. She was dressed semi-formally, in what appeared to be some kind of dress/jacket hybrid, with a white collared shirt underneath.
"Bonjour, you must be Tyler," she said, extending her hand.
"Hi," I replied as I shook her hand. "Yeah, that's me. It's great to meet you."
"Great to meet you too," Lea said back. "Please, come in."
She stepped to the side and ushered me through, closing the door behind me. I looked around my immediate surroundings, which I think could be best described as quaint, quirky and, well...French.
"Nice place you've got here."
"Thank you," said Lea as she took off down the hall, beckoning me to follow. "Come, Ana's through here."
I followed Lea to the end of the hall and through to the lounge where Ana was waiting on a long black couch. She was dressed in the same outfit she'd left our hotel in, which consisted of a white dress shirt and tight black pants. Only now her stilettos were removed.
"Bonjour," she said as I entered the room. If you didn't think that Ana's accent could get any sexier, wait until you hear her speak French.
"Well, hello," I replied as I sat down beside her. "How was work?"
"Long," said Ana, puckering her already full set of lips as she leaned in for a kiss.
I gave her a little peck on the lips then wrapped an arm around her back as she moved in closer, pulling her feet up onto the couch as she leant against my shoulder.
"Aww, you guys are cute," Lea grinned. "Wine?"
"Please," said Ana, sounding like she needed some badly.
Lea giggled then went off to fetch some. Ana turned and looked at me, raising her eyebrows as Lea left the room.
"I like," I said.
"I thought you might," Ana replied. "Glad I found someone you haven't fucked yet."
"Yeah," I laughed. "One out of four ain't bad I guess."
"Shut up," said Ana, trying and failing to stifle a grin.
Lea returned a minute or so later, carrying three glasses and what looked like a very expensive bottle. She arranged the glasses on her brushed oak coffee table and poured one out for each of us.
"Thanks," I said.
I reached for my glass but Lea stopped me with a very French-sounding, "Ah-ah-ah," followed by a wag of her finger. "You have to let it breathe."
I raised my hands in apology and settled back into the couch. Lea took a seat in an opposing chair and the three of us got to chatting. She asked me if it was my first time here, and when I told it was, she asked me what I thought of the city and how much of it I'd seen. Of course I told her that I really liked it and filled her in on my day of sightseeing, no doubt butchering every pronunciation, apart from the Eiffel Tower.
After what must have been a full thirty minutes, we were finally allowed to sample the wine. My verdict? Pretty good, actually. Not sure it was worth the half-hour wait, but I guess that's how they do things here. We talked some more while we drank our wine then took the bottle through to the kitchen-diner so Lea could start on dinner.
She knocked up a delicious chicken chasseur and we ate it at the table with a second bottle of wine. The conversation flowed with Lea and Ana having a lengthy catch up, and Lea asking us what we did in London. For desert she made us creme brulee and we switched from wine to an after-dinner coffee.
Swallowing her last mouthful of creme brulee, Ana returned her spoon to the dish and pushed it back to show that she was finished.
"Mmm! Magnifique!" Ana exclaimed as she gave a little chef's kiss.
"Yeah, that was delicious, Lea. Thank you very much," I added, taking a sip of my coffee.
"You're welcome, both of you," Lea grinned back.
"You guys have excellent food," Ana declared, scooping up the last of her creme brulee with the tip of an index finger.
"Right?" said Lea. "There's only one thing we like more than eating."
"Oh, really?" asked Ana, raising an eyebrow. "And what's that?"
Lea smirked and finished her coffee. "Why don't we go upstairs so I can show you?"
"Sounds good to me," Ana declared, and with that the two of them rose to their feet.
Lea turned and looked at me. "You too," she said, and I leapt out of my chair as quickly as my muscles could propel me.
Lea took Ana by the hand and led her through to the hallway. Of course I followed closely behind, with my eyes all but glued to their asses as they continued up the stairs and across the first floor landing. Lea led Ana into her bedroom and I followed in behind them. Turning to face each other, Ana wrapped her arms around the small of Lea's back while Lea draped hers over Ana's shoulders. I moved in closer, wrapping an arm around each of them until Ana's right hand pressed against my chest and gently pushed me back.
"You sit over there," said Ana, pointing to an ottoman on the other side of the room. "We need to get reacquainted."
I shrugged and did as instructed. Taking a seat on the ottoman, I found myself watching, for a third time that week, while two gorgeous women fucked each other in front of me. They started with some making out as they stood beside the king size bed, with Ana's hands sliding downwards and grabbing onto Lea's ass. Already I was getting hard as I watched their lips lock tightly together, kissing each other with fierce intensity.
Their lips came apart and Ana's hands moved around to the front, unclasping the buttons on Lea's dress and sliding it down her arms, leaving her in just her shirt and a pair of black lace panties. The girls climbed up onto the bed, with Lea laying out across it and Ana climbing on top of her. Lea's arms went around her back and moved straight down to grab her ass as Ana leaned in for another long kiss.
Moving lower, Ana kissed down Lea's neck as she started to unbutton her shirt, leaving behind a trail of kisses as she moved past her chest and down towards her midriff. Unclasping the last button on Lea's white shirt, she left a kiss just below her navel as Lea lifted her back off the mattress, removing her shirt and tossing it aside. Ana kissed back up her tummy, briefly returning to Lea's full lips as she laid back down on the mattress, her perky tits now fully exposed.
Ana kissed past Lea's collarbone, smiling up at the gorgeous blonde as she moved down to her chest. Lea moaned as Ana's lips wrapped around one of her nipples, sucking on it several times before she moved across to the other. By now my cock was fully hard and my hand seemed to move of its own accord, stroking it through my pants as I watched what was basically a live remake of Blue is the Warmest Colour. I told myself that I'd show some restraint, but honestly, who was I kidding?
Ana peeled her lips from around Lea's nipple and encircled it slowly with the tip of her tongue, causing the blonde to moan out louder. Lea reached up to Ana's head, brushing back her long brown hair as she licked around her areola, ringing it in concentric circles. Ana returned to Lea's right breast and did the same to that one, licking around it several times then kissing down her midriff as she moved down lower, shifting towards the foot of the bed.
She left several kisses on Lea's flat tummy then moved right down in between her legs, teasing her further as she turned her head from side to side, kissing the inside of her thighs. Ana did that a few more times then hooked her fingers under Lea's panties, kissing her right hip in several places as she started to inch them down.
She pulled them down to the tops of her thighs, slowly unveiling Lea's pussy, which was topped by a small patch of hair. I've heard that's common here. She pulled the panties down over her knees then past her shins and feet, tossing them down onto the bedroom floor. Taking Lea's foot in her hands, she lifted her leg up as she rose up slowly, pressing her lips to Lea's heel and kissing along the sole of her foot. She kissed right up to her painted toes then took the three smallest in between her lips, sucking them gently as she pressed her thumbs into the sole, deftly massaging her foot.
Lea moaned and lifted her head up, propping herself up with her elbows as she watched the goddess worship her foot, sucking on her biggest toe like she was giving it a blowjob. Ana set her leg back down and moved across to the other one, lifting it up as she poked her tongue out and licked along the sole of her foot. She slid her tongue between each of her toes then kissed around to the top of her foot, gradually lowering her leg as she kissed past her ankle and up towards her knee.
She placed her leg back down on the bed as she kissed across Lea's left thigh, hooking her arms around them as she laid out flat and placed her hands on her stomach. After a few more kisses to the tops of her thighs, Ana quit teasing and dove right in. She pressed her tongue against Lea's taint and dragged it slowly along the slit of her pussy, the lips of which were visibly moist.
Lea bit her lip as she stared down at Ana, watching in anticipation as her tongue moved closer to the nub of her clit. She threw her head back sharply, moaning towards her bedroom ceiling as Ana's slick tongue reached its intended target. She licked across it slow and hard, adding some additional pressure as she dragged it across her clit. Ana did that several times then moved her tongue up higher, finally setting on the nub of her clit.
Ana closed her lips around it and everything she did from that point on was known only to the two of them. Thankfully Ana filled me in on it later so I'll retell what happened the way she told it to me. She started by sliding her tongue back and forth, working it slowly over Lea's stiff clit. Lea laid back across her king size bed and buried her head in the pillows, reaching down to Ana's head and combing her fingers through her nut-brown hair.
"Oh, oui! Oui, oui, oui! J'adore," Lea moaned out, followed by something else in French that, even though I didn't understand it, felt like warm honey as it flooded into my ears.
Ana's tongue started moving faster and she felt Lea's clit start throbbing against it as she worked it back and forth. She kept that up for several minutes, only stopping to lift her head up and slip two fingers in between her lips. Wetting them with spit, she returned her mouth to Lea's clit as she rubbed her fingers against the slit of her pussy, feeling how wet she was before she pushed them both inside her.
Lea's head shot up from the mattress and she blurted something out in French that I believe means 'bitch' or something similar. Whatever it was, Ana understood it, and she gave a little muffled laugh as she pushed her fingers in nice and deep, curling them up like a fish hook until she found her girlfriend's g-spot.
"Ohhh, wow!" Lea moaned, followed by more of her native tongue. I didn't have a clue what it was she was saying, but whatever it was, it sounded good.
Ana kept her fingers deep, rubbing the tips against Lea's g-spot as her tongue picked up from where it left off, flicking back and forth across her throbbing pink clit. Of course, I couldn't see any of this at the time but what I could see was hot as hell. Ana lying flat on her stomach with her head buried between Lea's long legs, the blonde cooing and moaning loudly as she spewed out lines that were worthy of poetry. Honestly, it was the stuff that dreams are made of.
My cock was throbbing inside my pants, and I was fighting the urge to whip it out with every ounce of my being. Of course it might have led to an invitation, but honestly at this point I was happy to watch, assuming that we'd get to that in the not too distant future. And spoiler alert, I was right.
But for now, it was all about the girls. Or more specifically, it was all about Lea, with Ana's tongue working hard against her clit while her fingers took care of her g-spot. Lea came about five seconds later. I like getting laid as much as the next man (in fact, with some of the women I've been with, I think I like it more than the next ten men put together), but honestly, it was pretty awesome just to sit back and watch as a beautiful woman writhed in the midst of climax, without having to concentrate on licking, thrusting or trying not to cum myself.
It meant that I could take in every detail. Like how her toes curled when she reached her peak. Like how she grabbed onto the bedsheets and stretched them across the mattress. Like how her eyes clamped shut and her full lips parted as she moaned out loudly in a mixture of English and French. Like how her muscles clenched all over her amazing body, abs flexing and biceps popping.
Of course there were things I couldn't see too, but Ana made sure to tell me about them later. Like how Lea's pussy tightened when she came, clamping around her fingers as she kept them inside her. Like how a rush of warm fluid surged from Lea's pussy, pouring over Ana's tongue and coating both her lips. Actually, that bit I could see. At least when Ana lifted her head up; the moisture smeared all around her mouth was visible from across the room. As was the sticky coat that covered two of her fingers.
Ana started moving forward, wearing her usual gorgeous grin as she crawled on top of Lea. Lea's arms went around her neck as Ana brought her hand up, slipping her fingers into her mouth so the blonde could taste her pussy. Retrieving her fingers from between her lips, Ana leaned down and kissed her. They started with their lips locked together, then pulled them apart so I could see their tongues go at it, culminating with Lea licking her remaining moisture from around her girlfriend's mouth.
They looked at each for a couple of seconds, just exchanging gorgeous smiles, until Lea tightened her grip on Ana and rolled the both of them over. Ana gave a playful scream as she ended up on her back, wrapping her arms around Lea's neck like the blonde had just done to her. Lea leaned in to kiss her again, then started kissing down Ana's neck, pressing her lips against the collar of her shirt and leaving behind a lipstick mark, like in some bad romance movie.
Both girls shared a giggle as Lea began to unbutton Ana's shirt, pressing her lips to her collarbone and kissing all the skin she exposed. She kept on kissing past Ana's bra and down her tight, little tummy, all the way down to the waistband of her pants. With her shirt now open, Ana sat up and slipped it off then began to reach back to remove her bra when Lea quickly stopped her.
Shaking her head and wagging a finger, she made very French tutting sounds with her lips before finally saying, "*I* do that."
Ana grinned and lifted her hands up, wrapping her arms around Lea again as she moved in closer, reaching around behind her and blindly unhooking her bra. She placed her hands on Ana's shoulders and pushed her back down to the bed, leaving her bra hanging loosely around Ana's perky chest.
"Arms," said Lea, wafting her hands up as she motioned for her to raise them.
Ana did, and Lea quickly moved her head in, making the brunette giggle as she clamped her teeth around the centre of her bra. Lea pulled her head up slowly, lifting the bra from Ana's chest and freeing her amazing tits. She slid the straps past Ana's hands and made a little growling noise with Ana's bra still clamped in her mouth.
"You're such a dork," Ana laughed, placing her hands on Lea's thighs as she straightened her back, straddling the brunette's waist.
She plucked Ana's bra from between her teeth, pulling at the straps like a slingshot and firing it at Ana
"Hey!" Ana shrieked as the bra hit her full in the face. "That's La Perla!"
"Right," said Lea, rolling her eyes, "like you had to pay for it."
Ana practically burst out laughing. "Fucking bitch!" she quipped then pulled Lea back down on top of her, lifting a hand up and smacking her ass.
Lea yelped and cussed in French, then reached back behind to grab Ana's arms and pin them back down on the mattress. Lea leaned in and kissed her again, then lifted her head and shifted forward, planting a kiss on Ana's left wrist. She continued to kiss as she shifted back, kissing her way down Ana's arm until she reached her armpit. Lea closed her eyes as she inhaled deeply, breathing in Ana's scent, then opened them again as she poked her tongue and licked across her armpit.
"Kinky bitch," Ana exclaimed, looking at her and smiling.
"I'm just French," Lea said back. "We're all like this."
Ana laughed as Lea kissed her armpit twice then moved across to her perky chest, kissing her way to Ana's stiff nipple. Taking it in between her lips, Lea grabbed onto both her tits, pushing them closer together as she moved from the first and across to the second. She gave that one just a single suck then quickly switched back to the other, her lips sliding from breast to breast like was playing the harmonica. Ana let her head fall back, moaning loudly as Lea sucked her tits.
Lea did that several times then moved her head down lower, giving Ana's tits a final squeeze as she left a kiss just below chest then another one one inch lower. Three kisses later and she'd moved past Ana's navel, undoing the clasp on Ana's black pants as she kissed just above her waistband. Lea lowered Ana's fly then slid her fingers underneath her waistband, pulling it down to the tops of her thighs.
Lifting her head up, Lea pulled Ana's pants down further, lifting her legs up as she straightened her back. Ana's legs went all the way up, until her feet were pointing at the bedroom ceiling. Lea slid her hands up her legs and gripped onto the cuffs of her pants, pulling them up and over her feet. She pulled them off the rest of the way and hurled them down onto the floor, leaving two kisses on Ana's left foot before she started to move back down, kissing her calves and the backs of her thighs. Returning to her previous position, Lea pushed against Ana's toned thighs, keeping her legs up as she moved her head in.



"Ooo, La Perla!" Lea quipped as she looked ahead at Ana's panties.
"Shut the fuck up!" Ana laughed back then moaned out softly as Lea suddenly threw herself forward, burying her face in between her ass cheeks.
I couldn't see what she was doing at the time but Ana told me later that she was smelling her through her lingerie, then followed that up with several kisses to Ana's covered pussy. Lea's hands grabbed onto her hips and she hooked her fingers underneath her waistband. As Lea began to remove her panties, Ana went to lower her legs but was quickly stopped by Lea's hands as they pressed against the backs of her thighs.
"Mm-mm," said Lea, "you keep those up."
"Oui, mada...OH!" Ana started to say then quickly yelped at the top of her lungs as Lea's face went into her ass, panties stretched between her two strong thighs.
Again, I couldn't see what Lea was doing, but if I'd had to have guessed, I would've said that she'd pushed her tongue up Ana's asshole. And as Ana later confirmed, that would have been a very good guess. Lea bobbed her head back and forth, fucking her ass with her tongue a few times before plucking it free and slowing things down.
Pressing her tongue against her asshole, Lea gave an extra long lick that took her tongue across her taint, along her wet pussy and all the way up to her clit. Lea did that several times, licking back and forth from pussy to ass, like she couldn't decide which one she wanted more. Finally, she made her choice, sliding her tongue along Ana's sweet pussy and finally settling on the nub of her clit.
According to Ana she started gently, swirling her tongue around her throbbing pink clit at a slow, unhurried pace. Ana's head fell into the pillows and a string of moans poured out of her lips as she laid back and took it, holding her legs up and keeping them spread as Lea made a meal of her pussy. Again, I couldn't see very much but Ana gave me the play by play, filling me in on every detail. The softness of Lea's tongue. How hard her clit was pulsing as Lea licked around it. And how much juice was oozing from her pussy, coating Lea's lips and chin as she went to town on Ana's tight snatch.
Her tongue started moving faster and Ana's moans increased in volume as she swirled it swiftly around the nub of her clit, changing direction at regular intervals. Again the image was a sight to behold. Ana always looks stunning in the midst of pleasure and this time was no exception. In fact, her face looked simply heavenly as her head lay nestled in a stack of pillows, her cheeks slightly flushed, her lashes fluttering, her lower lips quivering as her mouth hung open, filling the room with a chorus of moans.
My cock started twitching as I rubbed it through my pants, throbbing harder as it begged for release. I was still a little reluctant to do so as I didn't want to get too excited before they asked me to join them, but I couldn't resist any longer. Ana turned to look as I rose from my seat, her eyes lighting up as I unbuckled my belt, unclasping the button at the top of my pants. Ana bit down on her lower lip as I pulled them down to the tops of my thighs, giving her a clear view of the outline of my cock as it stretched the fabric of my skin tight boxers.
I began to slowly pull them down, lust spreading over Ana's face as I revealed my cock an inch at a time. Ana gasped as my cock sprung free, flopping up and down before her greedy eyes. I left my pants bunched around my thighs as I sat back down on the ottoman, looking Ana square in the eyes as I curled my fingers around my shaft and started to jerk it slowly.
It was right around then that her orgasm hit. Her legs started shaking as she held them up, closing her eyes and moaning loudly as the feeling started pulsing through her, quickly engulfing her perfect body.
"Ay! Ay! Si, si, si!" Ana moaned out, removing a hand from one of her legs and slapping it down onto Lea's head.
Again, I couldn't see all the finer details but as usual Ana had my back, letting me know how hard she was cumming and how much of her arousal poured into Lea's mouth as she licked her through the throes of climax. Ana's body went totally slack and her legs fell down onto Lea's back as she lifted her head up from between her thighs, lips shining with the fruits of her labour.
Lea kissed back up her stomach as Ana laid there purring, their mouths coming together so Ana could taste herself. Ana's hands ran down her back and grabbed onto Lea's ass, clawing it aggressively as they shared a passionate kiss.
"Come here," said Ana as their lips came apart. "I want this on my face."
After some movement and repositioning, the girls ended up in a 69 with Lea's head between Ana's long legs and her ass on top of her face. The girls licked each other to climax then progressed to some tribadism, with Lea shifting down to the middle of the bed and grinding her pussy against Ana's with her ass thrust out behind her. Lea went down on Ana again, likely so she could see what their cum tasted like now that it had mixed together. I didn't get to taste it myself unfortunately, but I'm gonna go out on a limb here and say that it tasted delicious.
Lea made her cum again, and as she crawled up to kiss her some more, Ana rolled her onto her back so she could return the favour. She started by kissing her neck and collarbone, making a quick pit stop at Lea's full breasts before continuing down past her flat, toned stomach, finally settling in between her legs. This is where I was finally summoned, and to say I was ready to answer the call would be the understatement of the goddamn century. Lea looked in my direction, beckoning me over with a manicured finger, and I leapt from the ottoman in what felt like a blink of an eye.
I climbed up onto the bed and knelt behind Ana. Head dipped down between Lea's fit legs, her ass looked incredibly inviting as it stuck out behind her, her pussy still wet from earlier exploits. Gripping my cock at the base of the shaft, I rubbed it twice against the slit of her pussy then steered it straight inside her, moaning as I felt her tight pussy wrap around the width of my shaft. Ana moaned too as she felt me enter but kept her head between Lea's thighs, even when I sunk down to the base and bottomed out inside her, my cockhead twitching as it pressed against her cervix.
I kept it inside her for several seconds, basking in her tightness and warmth, then finally started to pull back slowly, noting how wet she'd left my cock as I slid back out to the tip. Ana being wet was nothing new but this time it felt like a cut above, and I made a mental note to thank Lea personally for warming her up so well. I grabbed her hips and gripped them tightly, essentially holding her in place as I threw myself forward, drilling in hard with a powerful thrust that took my cock back down to the base. Turns out I didn't hold her quite firmly enough as her entire body shifted forward, pushing her further in Lea's crotch.
"OH!" the blonde exclaimed, looking up with a shocked expression as Ana's tongue pressed against her harder.
Lea reached forward and grabbed onto the sides of her head, no doubt stopping me from knocking Ana's teeth out as I started to slam into her tight, wet pussy with a series of deep, hard thrusts. Ana started moaning louder. Or at least she would have been if the tight, wet pussy that was smothering her face hadn't blocked them out entirely. Instead it was Lea who was making the noise, and the way that she cooed in her native tongue told me that, even whilst being railed as hard as she was, Ana wasn't neglecting her duties.
I thrusted harder, watching her asscheeks bounce and jiggle as I threw myself into them, drawing loud *SMACKS* that reverberated through Lea's bedroom. Doggy with Ana is always a treat, and for the next few minutes my eyes were glued to her shapely behind, taking in every seismic ripple as I drilled my cock into her perfect pussy, going balls deep with each new thrust.
"Keep your tongue right there," came an accented voice, pulling me out of my reverie.
Looking up, I saw that Lea had scooped up a handful of Ana's brown hair and was holding it out in a makeshift ponytail as she started to move her hips, bucking them up off the king size bed. I couldn't see what was happening, of course, but from her instructions to Ana and the way she was moving, it was clear where Ana's tongue was and what part of Lea's pussy was rubbing against it.
Now that her face wasn't totally smothered, Ana's moans started getting louder and continued to do so as I drew my hand back, landing a firm onto one of her jiggling buttcheeks. This continued for several minutes, Ana content to be the meat in the sandwich as both myself and Lea used her body in our respective ways. Ana kept her tongue outstretched, allowing Lea to grind against it and moaning all the while as I put thrust after thrust deep into her tight, wet pussy.
Both the girls were moaning loudly, and seemed to be in direct competition, as to who was going to cum first and hardest. Lea took the first distinction, pulling Ana's head back slightly as she ground against her harder, her eyes clamped shut as she moaned in French, using her tongue to get herself off. But the honour of the hardest climax definitely went to Ana, who started to cum before Lea had finished, practically screaming into her girlfriend's pussy as I finally delivered the decisive thrust. I felt her muscles tighten around me as I buried my cock to the hilt, a hot gush pouring from inside her that coated every inch of my shaft.
Lea dropped back onto the bed and Ana's head fell down between her legs as her arms gave out from beneath her. I waited for her grip to relax then eased myself out slowly, my eyes almost bulging when I saw how wet she'd left my cock. I was utterly soaked from top to bottom, with a thick band of sticky white cream ringing the base of my shaft.
Ana crawled out from between Lea's legs, moving to the side so I could take her place. I planted my knees between Lea's fit legs, laying my body on top of hers as I leaned in to kiss her. I felt her arms wrap around my neck, fingers combing through my hair as our lips pressed together and Lea's tongue pushed into my mouth. She wrapped her legs around the backs of my thighs, pulling me in closer until the top of my shaft rubbed against the slit of her pussy. Ana had left her incredibly incredibly wet (not quite as wet as she'd left my cock, but not a long way off) and I could feel my cockhead gently twitching as it slid along the lips of her pussy, begging to be granted admission.
Our lips came apart and I raised my body up slightly as Lea loosened her grip, reaching down in between her legs until I found my pulsing cock. With a gentle thrust, I pushed it forward, watching her gorgeous face light up as my cockhead slipped inside her. Her hands slid down and grabbed my ass, gripping it tight as I started thrusting. My eyes stayed fixed on the blonde underneath me, enjoying the subtle look of pleasure that started to engulf her face. Her lips peeled open and light coos started pouring from between them as I gently thrusted into her tight, warm pussy, sinking my cock in slow and deep.
It was all very pleasant, if a little vanilla, but that soon changed when I felt a presence behind me. I felt the mattress sink down behind me and before I could even turn to see what was happening, Ana's face went into my ass. Her tongue came out from between her lips and she put it straight to my asshole, licking across it hard and slow. The sudden feeling sent shockwaves through me and I felt my cockhead promptly spasm as it pressed against Lea's cervix.
"Ohhh, fuck, Ana!" I gently moaned as I tipped my head back, muscles tensing all over my body.
"What's she doing back there?" Lea asked, grinning. I think she already knew.
"She's licking my ass," I answered softly, trying to hide the strain in my voice.
"Ooo, really?" Lea asked as she gripped my asscheeks harder, pulling them apart just a little so Ana could get in deeper. "Looks like you've got a little French in you, Ana."
Ana pulled her face from my ass, panting a little as she caught her breath.
"Looks like you've got a little American in you," the brunette quipped, and Lea promptly burst out laughing.
"Not so little," the blonde replied, winking at me as she sunk her fingers into both my asscheeks, egging me on to fuck her harder. Like I needed the encouragement.
I started to thrust at a faster pace, lifting my ass up higher so I could ram my cock into her with greater force and exertion. Ana lifted her head up slightly, no longer burying her face in my ass, but keeping her tongue outstretched so she could lap at my asshole each time I pulled back. Lea's moans increased in volume and quickly became a steady refrain, which was only broken when I leaned down to kiss her. My moans got louder as well, and I could feel my cockhead twitching harder with every lick of my ass and each deep plunge into Lea's snatch. I wasn't sure how much more I could take and if I didn't do something soon, I'd be leaving a load in the blonde's tight pussy. I'd be more than happy to do that, of course, but I've got a reputation to uphold and blowing my hold after two positions was simply not gonna cut it.
I sunk my cock into her one last time and slid my arms underneath her back, getting a firm grip on her as I rolled us both over. I ended up with Lea on top of me and, crucially, with Ana's tongue nowhere near my ass. I wrapped my arms around Lea's back, making her yelp and swear in French as I pulled her down on top of me. She leaned in to kiss me, then stayed looking down at me as my hands moved down and grabbed her ass, gripping it tightly as I started thrusting.
Her face was just a foot from mine, so I got a lovely little close up view of her gorgeous blue eyes as they flew right open, nearly popping straight out of her head. I couldn't see why that was, of course, but given what Ana had done to me earlier, it was pretty clear to me what had just happened. Lea's pussy immediately tightened and I had to thrust just a little bit harder to push my cock through the additional grip. Luckily her pussy was incredibly wet and was only getting wetter now that Ana was licking her ass.
Unfortunately I still couldn't see, but just as she had when I was watching the two of them, Ana filled me in on exactly what she was doing. She started by brushing her tongue across it, quickly progressing to pushing her tongue inside it and fucking her with it as she bobbed her head. That turned out to be the finishing touch, and once Ana's tongue slid into her ass, Lea came in a matter of seconds.
Throwing her head back, her eyes clamped shut as she reached her peak, moaning out in her native tongue as pleasure started coursing through her. I kept on thrusting as I felt her cum, holding her cheeks apart for Ana as I drilled my cock into her deepest parts. The result was a potent burst of cum that surged from the depths of her tight pink pussy, soaking my shaft from bottom to top.
Her body went limp and she all but collapsed back down on top of me, like her arms had given out from beneath her. I slowed my thrusts then finally stopped, releasing my grip on Lea's thick ass as Ana emerged from between her cheeks, grinning at me as I peered over her shoulder. Ana kissed each one of her asscheeks then continued up the length of her spine as she started to move up the king size bed.
Lea began to regain her senses and she leaned in to kiss me as Ana's lips moved up to her shoulders, kissing them in several places. Ana brushed aside her sweaty blonde hair and kissed her way up Lea's neck, not stopping until she reached her ear.
"Sit on his face," Ana said softly, winking at me as she kissed and gently bit her earlobe.
My cock slipped out of Lea's wet pussy as she started shifting forward, crawling over my supine frame as she moved towards the headboard. Of course, Ana was on it in a flash and before her friend had even reached my head, her fingers were curled around the base of my shaft and her tongue was lapping at my open slit, tasting a mixture of precum and Lea's sticky arousal.
Her lips slid over my swollen cockhead and I promptly unleashed a satisfied moan that was quickly blocked off by Lea's plump ass as she set it down on top of me. My arms moved up to the tops of my thighs and locked around them nice and tight, holding her in place as my tongue shot out and I steered it straight to her pussy. She was still soaking wet after taking my cock so I let my tongue drag along her slit, lapping up the delicious fluid.
By the time I'd settled on her point of pleasure, Ana's lips were halfway down me, sucking and slurping with potent force as she cleaned all the juice off the first few inches. A hand came down and grabbed my head, fingers raking through my hair as my tongue started lapping Lea's stiff clit, flicking across it with speed and precision. Her head tipped back and she closed her eyes, her right hand grabbing the headboard as her breath rate began to increase.
Ana's lips sunk down to the base then slowly slid back up again, sucking up all of Lea's juices as she pulled back up to the tip, releasing the crown with a smack of her lips. I felt her hand clasp onto the base then the mattress sank down underneath my ass as she planted her knees either side of my hips. I felt my crown touch Ana's wet slit then gave a little moan into Lea's pussy as I felt her lips spread over my crown and begin to slide down the length of my shaft.
Ana released her grip on the base and I felt her ass touch down on my thighs as she worked her pussy right down to the hilt. I tried my best to concentrate on eating out Lea, but it became increasingly difficult as Ana started riding my cock, guiding her pussy to the base to tip. She started off slowly but quickly gathered speed and a repeated chorus of deafening smacks started echoing around the expanse of the room as Ana's ass beat down hard on the tops of my thighs. Ana's moans started filling the room, merging with Lea's in a gorgeous duet that made my cock start throbbing harder as it poured into my ears.
I released my grip on Lea's thighs, reaching out further as I latched onto Ana's hips, signalling to her that I wanted her to stop. Ana read me loud and clear. She stopped riding me almost immediately, working her pussy to the ridge of my crown and keeping it there as I started thrusting. Ana's moans increased in volume and began to slowly drown out Lea's as I bucked my ass off the mattress, drilling into her pussy with a flurry of upward thrusts.
Looking up at Lea as I ate her pussy, I saw two hands appear from behind her and latch onto her perky tits, fingers rubbing at her rock hard nipples. Lea turned and looked back behind her, leaning back just a little as Ana leaned forward and kissed her over her shoulder. It started with their lips pressed tightly together, but quickly devolved into an open-mouthed makeout that was very heavy on the tongue. Lea leaning back like that gave me better access to the nub of her clit, and I poked my tongue out as far as I could as I lapped at it with greater exertion. A few more licks and the spark ignited.
"Oui, oui, oui!" Lea moaned out, tightening her grip on my hair as her arm started shaking, eyes rolling into the back of her head.
Ana's hands stayed clamped on her tits, gently pinching her nipples as the feeling started rushing through her, stimulating every part of her body. I licked her clit a few more times, then when I was sure she'd reached her peak, I moved my tongue down lower, pushing the tip between her lips of her pussy as a tidal wave of feminine juices gushed from deep inside her. Her cum ran along the length of my cum, hitting every taste bud on the way as it poured into my open mouth.



Once I was sure I had gotten it all, I ran my tongue along the length of her slit, lapping up the excess juice, then gave several licks to her sensitive clit, sending a few last jolts of pleasure shooting through her body. Lea's eyes rolled back into place and a dreamy look of utter contentment spread across her gorgeous face as she released her grip on my hair. She took a moment to regain her composure then finally climbed down from on top of my face, giving me a perfect view of Ana as I thrusted into her pussy.
While focusing on Lea, the tempo had slowed somewhat but now that my duties had been fulfilled, I was back to full pelt in a matter of seconds. Reaching up, I wrapped my arms around the small of her back, making her cuss in her native tongue as I pulled her down on top of me. Ana pressed her lips to mine, tasting Lea's cum off my tongue as she pushed her own straight into my mouth.
I was about to reach down and grab her ass when a very loud * SMACK * sound caught me off guard. It caught Ana even more off guard, and she quickly pried her lips from mine, craning her head up as she yelled something in Spanish. I peered over her shoulder, Lea looking back at me as she grinned from ear to ear, her palm slightly red after slapping Ana's asscheek. Ana turned back to look at her, yelping as she drew her hand back and slapped the other cheek as well.
"Put a finger in," Ana said.
"Oh, yeah?" asked Lea, an eyebrow raised.
"Si, si, si! Put it in, put it in!" Ana exclaimed, then turned back around to face me, nuzzling into my neck as I grabbed her asscheeks and pulled them further apart.
Still looking over Ana's shoulder, I watched as Lea leaned her head in and shoved her face into Ana's asscrack. She licked her asshole several times, making sure it was wet with spittle before she slipped her middle finger in between her lips and lubed that up as well. Bringing it down in between her cheeks, she pressed her finger against Ana's tight ass and pushed the tip inside her.
Ana moaned straight into my shoulder, biting it gently in several places as Lea's finger slid into her ass, plunging right down to the knuckle. I felt her pussy immediately tighten, gripping my cock like a soft pink vice as I continued to thrust from underneath her, drilling my dick into her deepest spots. Lea kept her finger in for several seconds then started working it back and forth, drawing it back to the painted tip then pushing it back inside her. Ana lifted her head off my shoulder, turning around just the slightest amount as she barked out further instructions.
"Two! Two! Put two in!"
"Oooh!" Lea grinned. "You want another one, huh?"
"Yes, yes, yes!" Ana said back. "Two! Two, two, two, two, two!" She said the word repeatedly and probably would have done so until she got what she wanted.
Lea pulled her finger back, plucking the tip from Ana's asshole and bringing it up to her mouth. She slipped it between her lips, taking it down once so she could taste her ass then slid her index finger in alongside it, wetting them both with spit. She pressed both fingers to the rim of her ass, and that was the last I saw of Lea as Ana's head shot up in an instant. Her eyes went wide and she launched a Spanish cuss at the wall behind me.
"MIERDA!"
Her pussy gripped me even harder, not only from the extra stimulation but from the increased width now stretching her asshole. I strengthened my grip on both of her buttcheeks, pulling them further apart as I thrust into her pussy with additional force.
Lea pumped her fingers back and forth, working them deep into Ana's tight ass. The extra finger proved decisive, and Ana came in a matter of moments. Her eyes clamped shut, and I could see the veins now pulsing in her neck as her head craned back, her face turning slightly red as the feeling tore through her body.
"AY! Ay, ay, ay!" Ana repeated, sounding almost like she was in pain, or telling one or both of us to stop.
But I knew Ana better than that. I gave a few more full-pelt thrusts then buried my cock inside her as muscles tensed all over her body. Her pussy gripped me extra hard to the point that I almost had to push her off me. And those were just her vaginal muscles; I can't even begin to imagine how tight her ass was. I'm surprised she didn't snap Lea's fingers off!
Somehow the two of us made it through it, with all our fingers still attached and with our genitals where nature intended. Ana's head fell onto my chest and I watched again from over her shoulder as Lea retrieved her fingers, prising them free from her girlfriend's ass. But instead of slipping them into her mouth, she wrapped an arm around Ana's tummy and pulled her up from on top of me. Ana's body was still partially jelly, so I had to help by pushing her up as she was too weak to do it herself. Lea reached around from behind her and brought her fingers to Ana's mouth. Ana parted her full set of lips, taking them into her mouth and tasting her asshole as she sucked them clean. The two of them kissed over Ana's shoulder, then once Ana had regained her strength, she lifted her ass up and off of my cock.
Laying on her side, she used an arm to prop herself up as she watched Lea dip down to my crotch and take my cock in between her lips, sucking off the juices that Ana had left there. Ana kept watching and started to gently play with her pussy as Lea climbed on and rode me in cowgirl. But it didn't take long for her to jump back in. She sat on my face as Lea rode me, then the two of them switched positions, culminating with Lea leaning forward and licking Ana's ass as I thrust up into her pussy. To wrap things up, the girls took turns to suck my cock, with Lea finishing me off in her mouth and sharing my cum with Ana. After that I was pretty much spent, and we all passed out in a matter of minutes.
We woke up late the following morning and fooled around a little before we got up. OK, you got me; we fooled around a lot, with me going down on Lea while Ana sat on her face, then me fucking them both while they 69'd. After fucking Ana from behind while she went down on Lea, I was finally ready to cum and promptly did so over both their faces. After a quick shower to clean ourselves up, (again, wasn't particularly quick) we went downstairs so Lea could fix us a nice French breakfast (croissants, French toast, etc).
Once we'd finished eating, Ana and I collected our belongings and bid our friend adieu. We took a cab to Charles de Gaulle and boarded our flight to Madrid. I was back in assistant mode, but that was OK 'cause again the flight was blink-and-you'll-miss-it. Slightly longer than London to Paris but still a far cry from what I was used to. We made our way through Adolfo Suarez and took a cab to our hotel. The driver recognised Ana almost immediately (which became a theme over the next couple days) and the two of them spoke at length in Spanish while I sat there twiddling my thumbs.
Finally we reached our hotel and before Ana could check us in, she was practically mobbed by the team of staff, and I took what felt like a thousand pictures of her posing with various people. Of course in the States she's a household name, but in Spain Ana is practically royalty. God only knows what it would have been like if she'd taken me to Havana.
Finally they let her go, and Ana and I went in search of our room. Being a Queen in a country like this definitely has its perks, as they booked us into the honeymoon suite, despite Ana insisting that I was her assistant (assuming that 'asistente' means assistant in Spanish; pretty safe to assume it does). She was a little concerned about discretion at first, but honestly Ana is so freakin' popular here she could probably have rocked up with the entire Spanish soccer team and no one would have batted an eye. A porter offered to take our luggage (at least I think that's what he said; all I understood was 'senor'), but Ana told him I could do it myself. I was her asistente, after all.
Anyway, as I'm sure you can imagine, the honeymoon suite was fucking luxurious, the kind of place I could have only dreamt of staying in before my change of career. The room was gigantic, with a living room area with a sofa, TV and kitchenette/bar on one side and a huge bedroom with a four-poster bed and en suite bathroom on the other.
Ana strolled through to the bedroom area, opened up the big twin doors and stepped out onto the balcony. I left our cases either side of the bed then went out there to join her. I wrapped an arm around her waist, leaning in to kiss her neck as she looked out over the city.
"Not out here," she said, using an arm to fend me off.
We were so high up that no-one would have seen us, but Ana was worried about telephoto lenses. I stepped out from behind her and moved around so we were side by side, taking in the spectacular view.
"Beautiful, isn't it?" Ana said, a broad smile stretched across her face.
"It is," I said back, mostly just looking at her smile, which was much, much prettier than any cityscape.
"I'm gonna take a shower," Ana declared, turning around and heading back in.
"Cool," I said, still looking out over the city as I waited for my invite.
"Are you coming?"
Right on cue.
"Sure," I said as I went back in, leaving the balcony doors open but drawing the curtain in front of them.
I watched as Ana pulled her t-shirt off and pushed her yoga pants down her legs, kicking them off along with her sneakers. I pulled my t-shirt up over my head, still watching closely as Ana lowered her lycra thong and opened the door to the bathroom. I unbuckled my belt and pulled my jeans down as Ana stepped into the bathroom, hearing the shower start running as I removed my shoes and pants. Lowering my boxers, my cock was already half-hard just from seeing Ana's body and it stiffened up another few notches as I stepped into the bathroom.
Ana was already in the shower, her hair pulled back in a bun as she stood under the showerhead, letting the water rush over her body. I stepped into the shower and slid the door closed. Ana turned to face me as she heard me enter and that gorgeous smile returned to her lips as she wrapped her arms around my shoulders. I was quick to reciprocate, placing my hands in the small of her back as one of hers gripped the back of my head, pulling me in for a kiss.
I felt the water start soaking my skin as Ana's tongue pushed into my mouth, tangling with mine as our lips came together. My hands moved down to grab her ass and I felt one of hers grab hold of my cock, jerking it slowly as we passionately kissed.
As our lips came apart, Ana picked up a bottle of shower gel and squeezed some into her palm. Slapping her hand down onto my chest, the liquid quickly turned to foam as she smeared it all over my torso. Using both hands, Ana caressed my whole upper body, paying special attention to my pecs, abs and biceps. One of her hands moved around behind me and rubbed the suds up and down my back, while the other hand returned to my cock, continuing what was now a very soapy handjob. I felt my cock start throbbing in her hand as she slowly stroked it back and forth, using her free hand to smear the foam across my asscheeks.
Ana released her grip on my shaft and dropped to her knees in front of me. She ran her hands down over my hips and started to soap up the backs of my thighs. Now my cock was hanging right in her face so it didn't take long for her to get distracted. To her credit, Ana made it as far as my knees before temptation got the better of her, and my shins and feet were duly ignored in favour of something else. But of course, I wasn't complaining.
"Rinse that for me, please," Ana requested, as she grabbed my hips with her soapy hands.
I reached for the showerhead and detached it from its holder, aiming it down at my crotch and cleaning all the soap from my shaft with high-velocity water. I put the showerhead back in its place, watching out of the corner of my eye as Ana's tongue poked out of her mouth and she held it out just below my cockhead, catching stray drops of water as they dripped from the tip of my penis.
A grin formed on her full set of lips as she gave a slow lick across my swollen crown. She dragged her tongue across the slit, lapping up the moisture there that was probably 80% precum, 20% water. Ana's hands stayed clamped at my sides as she readily parted her full set of lips, moving her head forward and taking my cockhead between them. Wrapping them tightly around the top of my shaft, she tightened her grip on my soapy hips as she moved her head in further, sliding her lips down the first few inches.
Ana started bobbing her head, taking me deeper with every pass. Those gorgeous eyes stayed fixed on mine and appreciative 'mmm' sounds escaped her lips, letting me know how much she enjoyed it. She wasn't the only one and I could feel my cock start throbbing intensely as she worked her lips up and down my shaft, sucking with the perfect pressure. My arms reached out on either side, and I slapped one hand down on the wall beside the shower unit and the other on the sliding glass door.
Tipping my head back, a breathy moan sailed forth from my lips as I felt my tip move past her tonsils. My cock pushed into the back of her throat and by the time I'd looked back down again, her lips were wrapped around the base of my shaft, her face pressed against my sculpted torso. She kept it there for several seconds then sucked her cheeks in as she pulled back slowly, producing a very loud slurping sound that could even be heard over the falling water.
Popping the crown from between her lips, Ana looked up with that familiar grin as she spat all the water that she'd slurped off my cock down onto the floor of the shower. And let me tell you that Ana spitting after sucking a cock is an incredibly rare phenomenon. But just because she'd sucked off the water, that didn't mean my cock was dry, not by a long shot. It was literally dripping with Ana's spit and only got wetter when she took the head back into her mouth and repeated the process all over again, taking my cock straight down to the base and slowly pulling back up.
She sucked me like that several minutes, slowly kissing her way up my chest as she finally returned to a standing position, grabbing and stroking my spit-slicked cock as she pulled me in for another long kiss. Our lips came apart and she wrapped both arms around my shoulders, running her fingers through my now wet hair.
"OK, your turn now," Ana declared, flashing that smile that was hard to say 'no' to.
"What, to wash you or give you head?"
"Both," Ana giggled then grabbed ahold of the bottle of shower gel and thrust it into my hands.
She didn't have to tell me twice. I squeezed a palmful into one of my hands, rubbed them together 'til it turned to foam then moved them towards her body. I started at her hips, running my hands up over her stomach until I reached her tits. I rubbed my hands over both her mounds, making sure I covered every nook and cranny. You've gotta be thorough when it comes to hygiene.
Then I dropped to my knees, rubbing the soap over Ana's right foot then moving up her shin, past her kneecap and up to the top of her thigh. I slid my hand in between her legs and ran my fingers over the slit of her pussy, pleased to find out she was already wet, and not just from the water. Ana gave a gentle moan as I ran my fingers to the nub of her clit and repeated that process a half dozen times. Again, thorough.
I ran my hands over Ana's left leg, starting at her muscular thigh and moving down slowly 'til I reached her foot. Once I was finished, I pointed at the showerhead and asked Ana to pass it to me. She did and I pointed it at her perfect skin, rinsing the suds off both her legs. Once I'd reached the tops of her thighs, I pointed the head at Ana's pussy. Ana pawed at her soapy chest, purring softly once again as I sprayed her snatch with high-velocity water.
"Mmm, that feels good."
It was a good way to start her off, but I could tell from the way she was looking at me that she wanted something more. And I was happy to give it to her. I held the showerhead there for a few more seconds then handed it back to Ana. She gave a little grin of excitement as she hooked the showerhead back onto the wall, unleashing a very pent up moan as I poked my tongue from between my lips and pressed the tip to the slit of her pussy.
Grabbing her thighs, I gave a slow lick along the length of her slit, licking up the excess water and any other moisture that may have accumulated. Ana gave a breathy gasp and her hands reached out on either side, grabbing onto the sides of the shower, just like mine had earlier. I licked up and down her several times then moved my tongue up higher, finally settling on the nub of her clit.
Smothering it with my lips, my tongue began to swirl around Ana's stiff clit, starting off slowly but quickly gathering speed. Ana's hand came down off the wall and grabbed the top of my head, slicking back my dripping hair as she needlessly held me in between her legs.
"Mmm, yeah," Ana moaned out, those beautiful eyes staring straight into mine. "That's it, baby. Right there."
My tongue moved faster, whipping her into a frenzy as it spun around the nub of her clit, twisting and turning this way and that. I could feel her pussy getting steadily warmer and moisture started running down the length of my chin, dripping down onto the floor of the shower.
Her hand slid down to the back of my head and she gripped a fistful of dripping wet hair as she began to subtly grind her hips. I peeled my lips from around her clit and let my tongue roll out from between them, keeping it nice and flat for Ana as she started to grind her pussy against it. Both of us were loving it, with her clit rubbing against the flat of my tongue while the tip brushed against Ana's wet slit, tasting the sweet juices as they oozed out thickly from between her lips.
I let her do that for several minutes then started to move my tongue, sliding it slowly from the slit of her pussy and right back up to her clit. Ana moaned louder as her hips kept moving, my tongue brushing against her clit with greater force and exertion.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah! I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!"
I tightened my grip on her hips, stopping her from moving as my tongue went back to her clit, lapping at it sharply with a series of quick, hard flicks. A few more of those and Ana made good on her promise. She gripped my hair with greater force, nearly pulling it out at the roots as her muscles clenched, abs rippling and glutes flexing as I reached around to grab her ass.
My tongue kept moving forward and back, dragging across the nub of her clit as Ana gave into the growing sensation, rewarding my efforts with a hot rush of fluid that soaked me even more than the shower. My tongue slowed down and I slid it down to the lips of her pussy, tasting the juices as they trickled out of her, her grip slowly loosening as her climax petered out.
I gave a few licks up and down her slit, listening to her heavy breaths as she started to recover. I slid my tongue back over her clit and planted a kiss just above her pussy, standing up slowly as I kissed up her flat, toned stomach. I kissed right up to her sternum then slid my tongue across one of her tits, wrapping my arms around the small of her back.
I left several kisses across her neck then Ana moaned as our mouths came together, tasting her pussy off my lips and tongue as my hands slid over the curve of her ass and down to the tops of her thighs. Ana knew what was coming next and she wrapped her arms around my shoulders, using my neck to pull herself up as I lifted her up off the ground.
Our lips stayed together and we continued to kiss as I released my grip on one of her thighs and grabbed my cock at the base of the shaft, pointing it up at her pussy. My cockhead pressed against Ana's wet slit and I felt it twitch as I slipped inside her. I returned my hand to the back of her thigh, gripping her tightly as our lips came apart and she stared at me with those gorgeous eyes.



I returned her gaze as I held her there then began to slide her down the length of my shaft. Inch by inch, my cock was engulfed with tightness and warmth until I felt her ass touch down on my thighs, my helmet twitching something fierce as I sheathed myself to the hilt. Ana moaned as I filled her up, kissing me again as I pulled back slowly, drawing right back to the ridge of my crown then slamming my cock back into her.
Ana peeled her lips from mine, tipping her head back and getting hit with a faceful of water as I started to thrust with immediate vigour. Her grip on me tightened and I could feel her fingers digging into my neck as I held her up by the backs of her thighs, going in hard on her tight pink pussy. Ana lifted her head up, staring at me with her usual intensity as she egged me on, begging me to fuck her harder.
"Ayyyy, yes! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
I gave a few more thrusts then walked us backwards, pushing Ana up against the foggy glass wall. Removing her arms from around my neck, Ana reached up with both her hands and grabbed the top of the glass, now essentially hanging there as I kept her pinned up against the wall, ramming into her pussy with deep, hard thrusts.
I felt her legs wrap around my ass then suddenly her muscles tightened, pulling me in until my cock bottomed out inside her. At first I simply kept it in there, feeling my tip press against her cervix, her pussy tightening around my shaft as she tensed every muscle she had. Then I started to push my ass back, forcing it back against the grip of her legs as she tried to keep me inside her. Her grip was strong but I was stronger, and I kept pushing back until Ana gave in, uncurling her legs from around my ass and letting them dangle as I started to pound her even harder than before.
I pumped into her pussy a dozen or so times then lifted her body up off of my cock and set her back down on the floor. Moving quickly, I placed my hands on Ana's shoulders and spun her around, moving my hands to the top of her back and pushing her against the wall. Ana gave an excited yelp, placing both hands on the wall in front of her. Keeping her ass pushed out behind her, she turned her head to the side and rested it against the glass as I took my cock in a tightly clenched fist and shoved it back into her pussy.
"Oh, YES!" Ana yelled out, peeling her face from the glass as she tipped her head back, pushing her ass back further.
Grabbing onto her hips, I started pounding hard and fast, watching her ass cheeks ripple as I drilled my cock into her deepest parts. Ana kept her hands on the glass, shoving her ass back as I pumped into her pussy, ensuring each thrust went as deep as possible. I gave a few more thrusts into Ana's tight pussy then released my grip on her hips, letting her do all the work for a minute as I let my hands fall down to my sides.
Ana was happy to do so, backing her ass back harder and harder as she worked her pussy from the tip of my shaft all the way down to the base. For a while I simply stood there, giving her ass an occasional slap, but mainly just watching as she threw her ass at me, making it clap and bounce and jiggle as it smacked against my pelvis.
But soon my body was itching for more and I returned my hands to Ana's hips, gripping them tightly as I held her in place and promptly resumed thrusting. Ana started moaning loudly and I could feel her pussy getting tighter and wetter each time I pushed inside her. She was getting close now and I knew what to do to finish her off. Keeping a hand on one of her hips, I moved the other around in front of her and slipped it in between her legs, finding her clit with two of my fingers and thrumming it as hard as I could.
"Yes. Yes! YES!" Ana moaned out, each word louder than the one that preceded it.
The action had the desired effect and Ana came almost instantaneously, promptly unleashing a wordless scream as I sheathed my cock to the base inside her, feeling her muscles gripping and squeezing as I rubbed her throbbing clit. My other hand came free from her hip and I moved it up her perfect body as the feeling started coursing through her, grabbing onto one of her tits as I pulled her back from the wall of the shower and pinned her body against me. She started to shake from head to toe and I kept on rubbing at the nub of her clit until her screams gave out and her body went limp in my arms.
My hand moved up to her tight, toned stomach as I kept her held against me, enjoying her contented purrs as I left several kisses on her shoulders and neck. Ana turned to face me and we kissed a little awkwardly from over her shoulder. Ana stepped forward and I felt my cock slip out of her pussy as she moved to my right and dropped to her knees in front me.
I turned to face her and she gripped my dick with both her hands, taking my cockhead in between her lips and sucking at the tip as she jerked it up and down. I felt her tongue start lapping at the slit and precum started dribbling out as she tightened her grip on the shaft, stroking with the perfect pressure. She popped the crown from between her lips, looking up with a knowing smirk.
"You gonna cum for me?" she asked.
"Uh huh," I nodded back, unable to say a whole lot else as she stroked my dick six ways from Sunday.
"Do it on my face," she said as she quickened her strokes, her hands little more than a manicured blur as she moved them swiftly up and down my shaft.
I waited for her to stop so I could take over, but Ana kept at it, pumping and jerking as fast as she could. A few more strokes and my cockhead erupted, shooting a rope of thick, warm spunk onto Ana's lips and cheek. Her hand stopped moving as the first blast hit her, then she promptly resumed her violent jerking in hope of getting some more. She succeeded, and a second load of piping hot jism quickly burst forth from the tip of my prick, spraying across her forehead as she aimed my cock up higher. Opening her mouth, she jerked the last drops out onto her tongue then wrapped her lips around the tip to suck out whatever was left. She licked up the cum from around her lips then rose to her feet and stepped under the showerhead, allowing the water to rinse off my load.
We finished washing ourselves then turned off the showerhead, grabbing a couple of hotel towels as we headed back into the bedroom. Drying ourselves quickly, we were right back at it in a matter of seconds, with me going down on Ana again then fucking her hard in the missionary position. I flipped us both over so Ana could ride me, then Ana took a break to suck my cock, reverse cowgirling me before I fucked her from behind and left a big load in her pussy.
After that we were both pretty beat so we settled in for an early night, which was fine by me as I didn't get much sleep in either London or Paris. I woke up the next morning to the always pleasant sensation of Ana sucking my cock. I must have rolled over in the middle of the night and fallen back to sleep on my back, 'cause that's how I was lying when the feeling of Ana's perfect lips roused me from my slumber. How long she'd been at it before I woke up, I honestly couldn't say, but once I'd regained my senses a little Ana hopped on and rode my cock in the cowgirl position, before I rolled us over and finished us both off in missionary.
After that we took another shower (didn't fuck this time), then Ana took me out for a tour of the city. As well as the main attractions, she showed me some places that were important to her: her first apartment, the studio where she got her first job and the coffee shop that she used to read scripts in. We stopped for food at her favourite tapas bar, and once Ana had posed for a picture with every employee and patron (and told everyone who'd listen that I was her assistant), we headed back to our hotel.
By this point the novelty of a famous guest had worn off slightly on the hotel staff, so we made it to our room without many interruptions. I closed the door behind me as I entered the room, and barely had a chance to lock it before Ana took my hand in hers and led me towards the bedroom. She turned to face me as we reached the bed, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling me in for a kiss.
I placed my hands on her hips and moved them around to grab her ass, squeezing it through her yoga pants as Ana's soft lips pressed against my own. I felt her tongue slide into my mouth and her arms came free from around my neck, hands moving down 'til they touched my chest. The kiss was nice but incredibly brief and Ana peeled her lips from mine just when I was getting into it. I felt her hands push against my chest and I toppled backwards onto the bed, landing in a heap on the mattress.
Ana gave a cute little giggle then shooed me back with a wave of her hand. I kicked off my shoes then did as instructed, pulling my legs up onto the bed then shifting back towards the headboard as I laid my frame across the mattress. Ana pulled her shoes off too then climbed up onto the bed, planting her knees either side of my hips.
Ana leaned forward and kissed me again, and of course my hands went back to her ass, even sliding underneath her pants and grabbing onto both her cheeks as she pushed her tongue into my mouth. This time we made out for longer and I could hear her moaning just the slightest amount as she rubbed her pussy up against my cock, my hands still groping at her perfect ass.
Ana peeled her lips from mine and moved across to kiss my neck, past my shoulders and down to the top of my chest. Her hands moved down my sculpted torso, grabbing at the hem of the shirt and pulling it up to my ribcage.
"Take this off," she whispered softly, and of course I was quick to do so, lifting my back off the mattress as I pulled my t-shirt up over my head and tossed it down onto the floor.
I laid back down on the king size bed as Ana's lips pressed against my chest, kissing both pecs then leaving a trail in between my abs as she shifted down towards the foot of the bed. Ana kissed right down to my waistband then started to unbuckle my belt. She unclasped my pants and pulled down the zipper, tugging them down to the tops of my thighs.
I was already half-hard by the time she'd done that and my boxers were sporting a noticeable bulge which only got bigger as Ana leaned in and pressed her lips against the top of it. Ana pulled her t-shirt off, freeing her perky tits before she hooked her fingers under the waistband of my boxers and pulled them down to my knees. I kicked off my boxers the rest of the way and parted my legs a little as Ana knelt in between them.
Placing her hands on each of my thighs, she poked her tongue from between her lips and licked from the tip of my cock, right the way down to the base. Gripping me tightly at the base of the shaft, she wrapped her lips around my cockhead, sinking them down until they touched her fingers. Then she worked them back up to the tip, hand and mouth both working in sync as she jerked and sucked from top to bottom, using her spit as lube. A few of those and I was hard as a rock.
Ana released her grip on the base, latching onto both my hips as she slid her lips down the length of my shaft, taking me inch by inch. My head fell back into the pillows and I moaned towards the ceiling above me as my crown pushed past her tonsils, her grip on me tightening as it slid down her throat. She sunk her lips right down to the base, keeping them there for a couple of seconds then pulling her lips back to the tip, releasing the crown with an audible *POP*.
Ana grinned as she gripped my cock, and her head dipped down in between my thighs, wrapping her lips around one of my balls. She jerked me slowly, sucking on my balls one after the other and feeling them swell inside her mouth. A nut spilled out from between her lips and she gripped my cock just below the head as she moved her tongue to the base of my shaft and licked along the underside. She worked her tongue right up to the tip then licked several times at my open slit, lapping up the precum that had formed in my urethra.
She took my cock down a few more times, making sure my shaft was wet with spit before she left her head up, sitting back on the mattress as she pulled her yoga pants down her legs and peeled off the thong that she'd worn underneath them. Tossing them down onto the bedroom floor, Ana turned and stuck out her ass, reaching back to grip my cock as she backed it up towards me. Leaning forward, I got a good look at both her holes as she rubbed my cockhead against her pussy, her lips slick with arousal. My cock was throbbing as it slid across the slit of her pussy, desperate to be let inside.
"Actually...no," said Ana, releasing my cock from her grasp as she crawled towards the edge of the bed.
I could almost feel my dick going soft, but it quickly perked up again when I realised what she was doing. Unzipping my suitcase, she rummaged around inside until she found what she was looking for, quickly retrieving a bottle of lube. Ana returned to her previous spot, but now she was facing me as she flicked the cap off the bottle and squeezed some lube onto the tip of my penis.
Smearing the lube up and down my shaft, she gripped me at the base as she lowered herself down, my cockhead twitching as it pressed against her asshole. She dropped down further, emitting a little satisfied whine as my cockhead split her asshole open and began to slip inside. Releasing her grip on the base of the shaft, she placed her hands just above her knees as she steered her ass down towards my stomach, taking my cock down an inch at a time.
All I could do was sit back and watch, admiring the shape of her perfect ass as it swallowed my cock with consummate ease. Ana started moaning when she reached the home stretch, the volume getting louder and louder as she worked her ass down the last few inches, taking me down to the base. My head fell back and a low-pitched moan spilled forth from my lips as Ana's thick ass touched down my stomach, gripping every inch of my shaft.
She stayed like that for close to a minute, feeling me throb in her deepest parts as she gently ground up against my cock. My hands reached out and went for her ass but Ana beat me to it, gripping onto both her cheeks as she slowly worked it back up to the tip, then dropped it straight back down again. She quickly fell into a steady rhythm, the speed increasing slowly as she started to ride my dick.
Ana let go of her ass, moving her hands up to her head and piling her hair on top of it, showing off her sculpted back as she started moving faster. Ana's ass beat down on my abs, smack sounds bouncing off the bedroom walls with every bodily collision.
"Oh! Fuck! Yes! That! Fucking! DICK!" Ana moaned out, emphasising each word she said with another loud * SMACK* that made her asscheeks jiggle.
She kept that up for several minutes, steadily riding me faster and faster and until out of the blue she stopped altogether, sinking to the base and staying there as she peered back over her shoulder.
"Fuck me," she said, and of course I was keen to oblige her.
I reached out quickly and grabbed her ass, fingers sinking into both her cheeks as I pushed her halfway up my shaft. My hands moved up and found her hips, gripping them tightly as I started thrusting. I went at her hard from the very first second, drilling my cock into her ass with a series of short but very quick thrusts. Ana's hands moved down to her thighs, letting her hair spill down her back as she stared at the bedroom ceiling, moaning loudly in her native tongue.
I was a few thrusts in when I felt her tighten and at first I wasn't sure why. But as a noticeable squelching sound started filling the room, joining the chorus of smacks and moans, it soon became clear that she was rubbing her pussy. I thrusted harder, pushing my cock through the tightening grip.
"Ohhhh, YESSSSS!!!" Ana cried out, holding each word for a couple seconds as the force of each thrust reverberated through her.
She was getting close now and I was ready to deliver the decisive thrusts when an idea hit me: the perfect way to finish her off. I tightened my grip on Ana's thick hips and pulled her down sharply, right the way down to the base of my shaft. Ana yelped as I moved my hands up and wrapped my arms around her tight, toned stomach, pulling her back until she was laying down on top of me.
My hands moved down to the backs of her thighs and I pulled them back as far as I could, pointing her feet at opposing walls as I spread her legs apart, gripping them tightly with both my hands. Then, when I had her exactly how I wanted, I started thrusting hard and fast, my balls bouncing and flopping up and down as I drilled up into her ass.
"Oh my God! Ahhh!" Ana screamed out, then I felt her asshole tighten once more as she put two fingers to the nub of her clit and started rubbing at a furious pace.
I couldn't see her do that, of course, but her pussy was so wet that I could hear every motion, even over Ana's screams, which seemed to get louder with every thrust that I put inside her.
Now, don't get me wrong, fucking Ana in the ass was great and all, but part of me wishes that I'd been watching someone else do it, so I could have seen what happened next. Once I'd got her in this position, she was basically putty in my hands. Ana was practically screaming the place down, rubbing her pussy with so much force that I'm surprised she didn't sprain her wrist. Her asshole gripped me tighter and tighter, then her screams nearly blew my eardrums as a sharp burst of clear, warm fluid sprayed from Ana's pussy.
I've fucked Ana more times than I can count and she's never been much of a squirter, but when she relayed it to me after we'd finished, it sounded like her pussy exploded. Her cum went everywhere: all over my legs, all over the bedsheets, some of it even went on the floor. And that was just the first time. By the time I'd finished thrusting, Ana had squirted three more times, only stopping when she ran out of fluid.
I gave her a moment to regain her composure then moved my arms back up to her stomach, curling them around her as I lifted my back off the mattress, sitting us both back up. Ana stayed perched in my lap for a second as I pressed my lips against her shoulder, brushing her sweaty hair aside as I kissed across it and up to her neck. She turned her head to kiss me once then pushed up onto her knees, working her ass up the length of my shaft until the crown popped free from her sphincter.
Ana turned and knelt in front of me, dipping her head down into my lap and wrapping her lips around my cockhead. I watched from above as her head went lower, feeling her lips slide down my shaft and my crown press up against the back of her throat as they sunk right down to the bottom. Ana's mouth formed a vacuum seal, coaxing out precum from the tip of my prick as she pulled her lips back slowly, sucking up the juices that her ass had left behind.
She plucked the crown from between her lips and turned back around to her previous position, getting down on her hands and knees with her ass stuck out behind her.
"Fuck me like this," Ana said as she looked at me from over her shoulder, lust burning in those pretty green eyes.
I moved quickly, kneeling behind her and grabbing my cock. Latching onto one of her hips, I pressed my cock against her sphincter and gently pushed it forward, watching her asshole stretch around it as I guided it into her slowly. Ana gave a breathy moan and I saw her hands clamp down on the bed sheets as I worked my crown into her asshole then began to feed her the first few inches.
I uncurled my fingers from the base of my shaft and grabbed onto her other hip, holding her tightly as I started thrusting. I started slowly, drawing my cock right back to the tip then pushing it back inside her, going a little deeper each time. Ana's moans started getting louder and I could feel her asshole gripping me tighter each time I pushed inside. Within a few thrusts I was going balls deep and I moved my hands down to grab her ass as I went a little harder, sheathing my cock to the base inside her with increasing force and speed.



"Ohhh, yes! Fuck my ass!" Ana moaned out as she turned her head to face me, an intense look of pleasure now etched across her face.
For a while her moans were all I could hear, mixed with a series of loud, wet smacking sounds as my balls swung back and forth, slapping against her pussy.
"Ohhh, fuck!" Ana cried out then dropped her head down, turning it to the side and laying it on the mattress as she pushed her ass up higher.
I moved my hands back up to her hips, pulling my cock back out to the tip as I pushed myself up to a standing position, squatting down slightly as I strengthened my grip and thrusted down hard into Ana's tight asshole.
"Ayyyy! Si, si, si, si!" Ana exclaimed, then reached a hand back in between her legs, putting two fingers to the nub of her clit.
Once she started rubbing her pussy, Ana got there incredibly quickly. Her eyes clamped shut, her features contorting in all sorts of ways as her orgasm hit her with the force of a truck, engulfing her entire body and shaking her down to the core. I sunk my cock in one last time as I felt her asshole tighten, gripping my shaft with considerable force and squeezing it for all it was worth. I could feel my cockhead twitching and throbbing, my balls churning as they pressed her slit, begging to be emptied inside her.
I tipped my head back, a deafening roar flying forth from my lips as I gave into the growing sensation. The first few ropes went into her ass, and with the angle I was fucking her in and how far I was inside her, Lord only knows how deep they went. After that, I pulled back quickly, gripping my cock at the base of the shaft as I pried the tip from her asshole. A few light jerks and the rest of my load shot out from the tip, spraying over Ana's cheeks and onto her puckered asshole.
Ana grinned then lifted her head up, turning around on her hands and knees as she poked her tongue out from between her lips, licking up the last of my cum as she dragged it across the tip.
"So," she said as she licked her lips, "what do you think of Spain?"
I breathed out deeply and gave a little chuckle, feeling my member twitch all over as Ana's fingers curled around my shaft, lightly stroking from base to tip.
"Best country in the world," I said with a grin.
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OK, so where to start with Kristen Bell? She's been a regular of mine for about a year now and I think it would be fair to say that we've experimented a lot over the past twelve months. A natural submissive with a very open mind, Kristen has always been eager to try new things and further explore her subservient fantasies.
A kink she particularly enjoys is cuckolding her husband. I'm not sure what their dynamic is at home and he hasn't been involved in any of our sessions (either remotely or in person), but his name pops up a lot in our various roleplays with plenty of reference to his supposed bedroom deficiencies. 'Fuck, you're so much bigger than my husband'. 'My husband hasn't made me cum like that in years'. So on and so forth.
Honestly, I haven't even met the guy yet and I feel like he plays as big a role in his wife and my sessions as Kristen and I do. So it didn't exactly come as a surprise when Kristen called me up one day, expressing an interest in expanding on her cuckold fantasies and taking them to the next level.
Now, anyone who's read my story with Alexandra Daddario will know that I have experience in this area, and despite my initial reluctance, it turned out to be something that I quite enjoyed. I mean, I'd probably enjoy fucking Alexandra Daddario if my family had just been slaughtered but that's beside the point.
I wasn't sure if I was ready for him to be physically present yet, but if Kristen wished to engage in another video call situation then I was more than happy to do that. And as it turned out, I needn't have worried 'cause Kristen didn't want her husband to be present. In fact, she didn't want him involved at all. Needless to say, I was a little confused and in need of some clarification.
"I don't want you to cuck my husband," Kristen explained. "I want you to cuck me."
"Erm...OK," I replied, still confused. "And how do you want me to do that exactly?"
Kristen laughed. "Well, how do you think, silly? You tie me up, like you always do, but instead of me, you fuck one of my friends."
"In front of you?"
"Well, of course in front of me," Kristen replied. I could almost hear her rolling her eyes. I'll admit I was a little slow on the uptake but this whole dynamic was entirely new to me.
"So you're not involved in any...physical capacity?"
"Well, maybe," Kristen said. "I'll see how I feel on the day."
"Right, so this friend of yours..."
"Mila Kunis or Jameela Jamil," Kristen interrupted, answering the question before I'd asked it. Clearly she'd been thinking about this for a while.
She gave me her two friends' contact info, telling me to pick one and get in touch. Once I'd made the initial contact and gauged the ladies' interest, I'd reconvene with Kristen and we'd iron out the details. So that was the easy bit out of the way, now came the tough part: picking one of her friends. I've long been a fan of both so choosing just one was not gonna be easy. But after several hours of hemming and hawing, I finally landed on the perfect solution: I'd get in touch with both of them. I mean, why pick one when you can have the set?
I messaged them both individually, introducing myself and explaining the situation without going into specifics. Turns out the introductions weren't necessary as both of them knew I was; clearly Kristen had been talking about me. Once both women had shown some interest, I explained the situation in greater detail and arranged a video call so the three of us could meet and hash it all out.
The call was set up for the following day. After the usual meet and greet (the girls had actually met before but only a couple of times), we each took turns to take the floor and explain our relationships with Kristen. Mila went first. Turns out she'd known Kristen the longest, having met her way back in the Forgetting Sarah Marshall days. The two had hit it off on set and their relationship strengthened during the making of the Bad Moms movies, with the pair becoming very good friends. Jameela was a more recent friend, having first met Kristen on the set of The Good Place. Both were aware of her submissive tendencies, having been involved with her in sexual roleplays, both on their own and with another guy. When it came to my turn, there wasn't really a lot to tell, 'cause again, Kristen had told them most of it already.
So all that was left was to plan things out. We made a rough layout of our plans for the day and what Kristen's role in it would be. That bit was pretty easy; the difficult part was setting a date. I gave them the dates that Kristen had booked and the girls picked one that suited the pair of them. Problem was, the date they picked out was in three months time. At first I was disappointed, 'cause truth be told, I wasn't sure I could wait that long. And I wasn't sure that Kristen could wait that long either. But then it got me thinking, the longer Kristen had to wait, the more surprised she'd be. And so I'd have to be patient.
Luckily for me, I had lots of guests to pass the time with, including Kristen herself. She came by five times in that three month spell and the first few times she did so expectantly, looking around the living room each time she arrived for signs of one of her friends. But by the fourth time that had stopped and it almost seemed like she'd forgotten about it. So in spite of the painfully long wait, it was all coming together nicely.
Then as the date drew nearer, the plot thickened considerably. Kristen texted me a few days prior. I won't relay the whole conversation but the pertinent part was thus:
Kristen: I shot a scene in a sex store today.
Me: Oh yeah?
Kristen: Mmhmm. Seriously I was SURROUNDED by bondage gear.
Me: Not for the first time [wink emoji]. Did it give you any ideas?
Kristen: Did it?! I couldn't STOP thinking of new ideas. I kept forgetting my lines cos everytime I saw something new I kept imagining you using it on me.
Me: How unprofessional.
Kristen: Right? And I never forget lines normally so I was starting to worry that the crew would catch on.
Kristen: Anyway I have a list of things I'd like you to get.
She did, and it was a long one. Some of the things I already had, some of them were a huge surprise and some of them I'd never heard of. But after hours of Googling and online shopping, I amassed all the items that Kristen requested. I wasn't sure if it would affect my plans in any way, but since Kristen had booked a three night stay, there'd be plenty of time to use them.
Kristen arrived the following Friday, wearing a sleeveless black top and a tight pair of jeans that hugged her ass very nicely. She greeted me with a hug and a kiss, and once she'd freshened up from the road, we started things off like we always did. I took her to a room upstairs, one I knew that sound wouldn't travel to when her friends arrived, which was set to happen in an hour's time. I'd taken her up there every time since she'd come up with the idea, so it wouldn't arouse suspicion.
Once we were there I stripped her naked, put a blindfold over her eyes and a ball gag in her mouth. I tied her to the bed, ate her pussy to the brink of climax then stopped just before she came, getting up off the bed and leaving her to stew in her juices. Orgasm denial has always been one of Kristen's kinks, but this time around, she might get a little more than she bargained for.
The girls were arriving as I went downstairs and I opened the front door to let them both in. Both were dressed casually, Mila in a white shirt and jean shorts and Jameela in a blue summer dress and a pair of white boots. We said our hellos, I offered them a drink and we took to the couch for a catchup chat, going over the plan once more before we put it into action.
Once the girls were settled in, I showed them to their rooms so they could drop off their things and take a shower. While the girls were getting ready, I went back upstairs to check in on Kristen and get her ready for the second phase. I took her up a glass of water, untied her from the bed and removed her gag and blindfold. Kristen took a few sips of her drink and I asked her if she needed the bathroom, warning her that it might be her last chance for a while but giving no indication as to why that was.
Kristen went into the en suite bathroom and when she came back out again, the gag and blindfold went straight back on. I put her on her knees on the floor, cuffed her hands behind her back and tied her ankles together. Once she was in position, I went downstairs to fetch my laptop. I returned to her room and powered it up, logging into Zoom and hooking it up to the big TV.
I removed Kristen's blindfold and she found herself staring at my as yet windowless Zoom account, blown up on the huge TV. It took a few moments for the penny to drop, but once it did an excited smile crept across her face. I leaned down to kiss her forehead then strolled across the room, stopping in the doorway as I turned to face her.
"Enjoy the show," I said with a grin, then closed the door behind me.
I went downstairs and back to my room, fishing my phone out of my pocket and opening up Zoom. I set up a convo with my dummy account (it's not my first time doing something like this, so I have multiple accounts for my various devices), put the phone on a tripod and connected it to the TV. An image of Kristen filled the screen, handcuffed and gagged as she took in the scene now stretched across hers. At the moment it was just me, alone in my bedroom. Then there was a knock at the door.
"Come in," I said.
The door swung open, and Kristen's friends came sauntering in, hand in hand and both kitted out in designer stilettos and sexy lingerie. Mila wore a strapless black bra and panties, with a dark set of thigh-high stockings, while Jameela had gone for a lacy white set with sheer white stockings, held up by a matching suspender belt.
"Mmm," said Kristen as she saw them enter. It was the only sound she was capable of making but it sounded like she approved.
Her girlfriends smirked when they saw her kneeling there.
"Ready, Krissy?" Mila asked her.
Kristen responded by nodding her head.
"Good," said Mila, reaching out towards me as I approached both girls.
She placed a hand at the back of my head and was about to pull me in for a kiss when Jameela suddenly stopped her.
"Wait. Maybe we should start with just us," she suggested as she looked at Mila. "To tease our little friend a bit more."
"Good idea," Mila replied, then moved her hand to Jameela's head and pulled her in instead.
Their lips pressed together and I went to fetch my phone from the tripod as they broke into a fiery kiss. By the time I got back, the ladies had their hands on each other, Jameela's squeezing at Mila's ass while Mila grabbed onto Jameela's big tits. I moved the camera in nice and close, and took a pan of their bodies. Starting at their faces as they passionately kissed, I moved it down to Jameela's chest, her tits under siege by Mila's hands, grabbing and squeezing and jiggling them lightly. Panning down past their flat, toned stomachs, I moved the camera to Mila's ass as Jameela's fingers dug into it deeply, gripping onto both her cheeks.
Their lips came apart and the girls clasped hands, grinning at the camera as they crossed the room. Of course I followed closely behind, pointing the camera at their asses as they wrapped their arms around each other, reaching down for a grope and squeeze as they moved towards the bed.
"Madame," said Mila as she took Jameela's hand and helped her onto the bed.
"Merci," said Jameela, kicking off her shoes and climbing on, laying on her back across the mattress.
Mila climbed up after her, kneeling between Jameela's legs as she laid her body on top of her, leaning in for another long kiss. Jameela's hands went down to her ass and I followed them with the camera as she slid them up to Mila's back, wrapping them around her shoulders. Their lips came apart and their tongues took over, wriggling and writhing as I moved the camera as close as I could, capturing every moment.
Jameela turned as they broke from the kiss, facing the camera as Mila kissed her cheek. "You like watching us snog, Kristen?" That's 'make out' in British, by the way.
Kristen nodded.
"Looks like your friend here likes it too," Jameela declared.
I pointed the camera down as Jameela reached out, grabbing at the bulge in my pants.
"Uhh," Kristen moaned, sounding excited at the hint of my cock but disappointed that she couldn't get at it herself.
I pointed the camera at Mila as she started to kiss down Jameela's neck, past her collarbone and down to her chest. She left a few kisses in Jameela's cleavage as she slid her arms underneath her back, feeling around in search of her bra strap. Jameela raised her back up to help, using her elbows to prop herself up as Mila unhooked her lacy bra and lifted it off of her chest.
Jameela laid back on the mattress, lifting her arms up so Mila could remove her bra. Her heavy tits came into view as Mila dropped her bra to the floor, taking a breast in each of her hands and pushing them both together. I moved the camera in closer, practically shoving it into Mila's face as she dipped her head down, burying it in Jameela's cleavage.
"Mmm, yes!" she exclaimed as she pulled her head up, vigorously groping those beautiful tits and jiggling them in the palms of her hands. "Oh my God, Krissy, your friend's got such big tits."
"Mmm!" Kristen moaned, looking incredibly jealous as Mila poked her tongue out and licked across Jameela's nipple.
Moving to the other, she licked that one as well then wrapped her lips around it, suckling upon it like a babe in arms. Cupping and squeezing Jameela's large tits, she switched back and forth from one to the other, sucking them both in turn. She did that several times then returned her face to Jameela's cleavage, groping and jiggling those lovely big titties as she slapped them against her cheeks.
"Fuuuck, I could play with these all day," Mila declared as she prised herself free from Jameela's rack.
"Feel free," Jameela replied as Mila moved her head down lower, continuing to grope her tits as she placed a kiss just below her sternum.
Mila giggled, finally letting go of Jameela's tits as she started to shift towards the foot of the bed, kissing her tummy in several places. She moved right down in between her legs, wrapping her arms around them as she kissed the inside of Jameela's thighs. She left a kiss on the crotch of her panties as she hooked her fingers underneath the waistband and began to pull them down.
I moved the camera in nice and close, capturing the moment that Jameela's pussy came into view, the lips of which were already wet as Mila pulled her panties down her mile-long legs and peeled them off her entirely. She dropped her panties down onto the floor and licked along the inside of her leg, skipping straight past Jameela's pussy and kissing back down the opposing thigh.
"Ohhh, fuck, Kristen," Jameela whined, looking at the camera as I panned back up to her face. "Your girlfriend's a tease, huh?"
I pointed the camera back down at her crotch as Mila licked to the top of her thigh then moved her tongue to Jameela's pussy. She started by licking up and down her slit, cleaning up the moisture as she dragged her tongue across it. She moved her tongue to Jameela's clit then wrapped her lips around it. I kept the camera pointed at her face as she started to lap at Jameela's clit. Her lips were smothering it almost entirely, so I couldn't really see what she was doing, but the sight of her head between another woman's legs made for quite the alluring image. It reminded me of that scene in Black Swan where she eats out Natalie Portman; a scenario that, now that I've met them both, I'm very keen to recreate.
I panned the camera up Jameela's body, moving past her flat, toned stomach and up to her tits which were cupped in the palms of her hands, thumbs rubbing at her stiff brown nipples. I moved the camera right up to her face, eyes closed and lips apart as moans spilled out from between them. Her eyes came open and a little grin stretched across her face when she saw where I was pointing the camera, giving me somewhere else to point it as she moved a hand from one of her tits and placed it in my crotch. I aimed the camera down POV-style as Jameela started rubbing my cock, hearing a little moan from Kristen when she saw how much it had grown. Watching a hot woman going down on another tends to have that effect.
"I think she wants to see it," Jameela said, her grin growing wider as she lowered my fly and reached her hand inside it. "Shall we show her?"
I said nothing, simply reaching down as I held the camera and tried to remove my belt. It wasn't easy with a single hand so Jameela helped me out, unbuckling it quickly, then opening my pants and starting to pull them down. She left them bunched around the tops of my thighs as she grabbed my boxers and pulled them down as well, freeing my cock entirely. Kristen uttered a louder moan as my dick flopped out and into the shot, already rock hard as Jameela grabbed it and began to stroke the shaft.
Turning her head to the side, she rolled her tongue out from between her lips and dragged it across the tip, lapping up the precum that was already pooling there. I tipped my head back, moaning from behind the camera as those big, full lips wrapped around my helmet and started to move down the length of my shaft. The position she was in was a little bit awkward so she couldn't quite take me all the way down, but she made a valiant effort, sucking down half on the very first pass.
I pointed the camera back down at Mila who was watching intently from between Jameela's thighs. She peeled her lips from Jameela's pussy, both of them shining with the fruits of her labour as she ran her tongue around them slowly, cleaning the mess that Jameela had left there.
"Mmm, Krissy," she smirked at the camera. "Your friend tastes good."
She returned her tongue to Jameela's pussy, this time keeping her lips apart so we could see what she was doing. She started to tongue at Jameela's clit, lapping at it sharply with quick, hard flicks of her tongue. Jameela started moaning louder as she pumped her lips up and down my shaft, going down deeper with every pass. I moved the camera to and fro, switching back and forth from one thing to another. One minute it was pointed at my cock as Jameela sucked it down, the next it was pointed in between her legs as Mila lapped at her clit, making her moan as she blew me.
She kept it going for quite some time, but as Mila's tongue started licking faster, Jameela began to lose her focus. She slid her lips back off of my cock and reached up to grab it with one of her hands as she held Mila's head with the other, gripping it tightly as she licked her into ecstasy. She jerked my cock a half dozen times then simply gripped it at the base of the shaft, closing her eyes as a chorus of moans fluttered out from between her lips.
"Ohh, yes! That's it, love. Right there!"
Jameela's moans increased in volume, building to a loud crescendo as she tightened her grip on the base of my shaft, holding it so firmly that it was starting to hurt. I gripped my cock just below the tip and pried it free from Jameela's grasp, keeping the camera pointed down at her face as pleasure started coursing through her, her lips wide open in a perfect O as moans poured out from between them.
"Yes! Yes! YESSS!!!"
Her hand flew forward, joining the other on Mila's head and gripping two fistfuls of nut-brown hair as Mila kept tonguing at the nub of her clit, licking her through the throes of climax. Jameela lifted her head off the pillows, muscles straining all over her body as she let out a final orgasmic cry then collapsed back down to the mattress, looking like her body had turned to jelly.



I pointed the camera back down at her crotch as Mila emerged from between her legs, looking mightily pleased with herself as she licked up the juices from around her lips. I returned the camera to Jameela's face, pointing it at her as she lay there panting.
"How was that?" I asked her.
"Wow," she said simply, then opened her eyes as she gripped my cock, grinning as she stroked it lightly. "Sorry, did I hurt you?"
"A little."
Jameela laughed and pointed at Mila. "You can blame her for that."
I pointed the camera at Mila who giggled sweetly and bit her lip. "Maybe I can make it up to you. What do you think, Kristen?"
Kristen gave a little moan through the camera.
"I think she agrees," Mila smirked, then beckoned me forward with a solitary finger.
As Mila turned on her hands and knees, I hurriedly removed the rest of my clothes, moving around to the foot of the bed. I held the camera up high, providing Kristen with the classic POV shot as I pointed it down at Mila. Mila looked up and smirked at the camera, curling her fingers around my shaft as she started to jerk it slowly.
"Mmm, this is such a nice cock, isn't it, Kristen?" Mila asked her.
Kristen nodded and mumbled a response. "Mmhmm."
"I bet you want me to suck it, don't you?" Mila said, poking her tongue out and dragging it across my helmet.
"Mmhmm."
With that, Mila parted her lips, moving her hand to the base of the shaft as she steered my cock in between them. She closed her lips around halfway down then pulled them slowly back up to the tip, releasing the crown with an exaggerated * POP *.
"Mmm, tastes nice too," Mila declared, grinning at the camera as she took me back in between her lips.
This time she went down deeper, uncurling her fingers from the base of the shaft and placing both hands on the mattress as she started to bob her head. I could feel myself throbbing as she worked me over, feeling the warmth washing over my shaft as she bathed me in her drool. Her lips slid back to the ridge of my crown, showing how wet she'd made my cock, before she steered them back down the length of my shaft, going a little deeper each time she did so.
A couple minutes in, and Mila started moaning, eyes rolling upward as she sucked my cock. I moved the camera forward, panning slowly across her back and pointed it at her peach-shaped ass as Jameela's face buried itself snugly in between her plump cheeks. Jameela grinned as she saw the camera, winking at Kristen as she dragged her tongue across Mila's pussy and all the way up to her asshole.
I kept the camera pointed there as Jameela focused on Mila's asshole, gripping her cheeks and spreading them apart as she pushed her tongue inside it. Mila's moans got steadily louder and she started to suck with greater force as Jameela started bobbing her head, fucking her asshole with her outstretched tongue.
I felt her lips start sinking deeper then pointed the camera back down at my crotch as she wrapped them tightly around the base of my shaft, making my dick disappear. I could feel her warm breath against my abs as she breathed out through her nose, my cockhead twitching as it cleared her tonsils and pushed its way into Mila's throat. All I could really see was the top of her head so I moved the camera down lower, giving Kristen a side on view as Mila held me in between her lips.
Kristen made a little noise through the camera, clearly impressed by what she was seeing. And so she should have been. Mila had taken my cock like a champ and didn't look like giving it up, even as Jameela's tongue plunged into her anal cavity, puckering her juicy lips as she kissed her ring repeatedly.
I moved my free hand to the back of her head, gripping it tightly as I drew my hips back. I pulled my cock right back to the tip, gripping a handful of nut-brown hair as I pushed it back inside her, feeding my cock into Mila's throat until it could go no further. A steady string of sloppy, wet noises started to pour into the phone's small mic as I fucked her mouth with slow, deep thrusts, blocking her moans as Jameela tongued her asshole.
Sinking my cock into her one last time, I pulled back back out to the ridge of my crown then popped it free from between her lips. She'd left my member soaking wet, with long, thick drops of spittle trickling down the length of my shaft. I gripped it just below the tip, angling it upwards as I pushed my nutsack into Mila's face. She wrapped her lips around one of my balls, sucking it greedily and soaking it in spittle as I rested my cock against her face.
I returned the camera to its previous position, pointing it down at Mila's face as my shaft bisected it perfectly, covering her nose and filling the gap in between her eyes. My ball slipped out from between her lips as Mila switched to the other, making sure both were dripping with spit. My cock was throbbing against her face, precum leaking from the open tip and frickling down the length of my shaft. I could hear Kristen moaning at the sight of it. She wanted it; but if she couldn't have it herself, I was sure that Mila would be a very good surrogate.
I made a spin motion with my finger and Mila grinned as she turned around on her hands and knees, sticking her ass out behind her. I pointed the camera forward as she kissed Jameela, then moved it back down as I gripped my cock and pressed it against her pussy. I rubbed the head against Mila's slit so Kristen could see how wet she was, the answer to which was 'very'. Her lips were coated with so much moisture that I could hear her wetness as my tip rubbed it against it, feeling her warmth as it radiated out from inside her pussy.
My cockhead twitched, itching to be let inside. I didn't make it wait any longer. I gripped my cock at around mid-shaft and slipped into Mila's pussy, getting a great shot of her lips spreading open as I pushed the tip inside her. Kristen moaned again and so did Mila as I uncurled my fingers from around my shaft and latched onto one her hips, gripping it firmly as I fed her the first few inches.
"Looks good, huh?" I asked into the camera as I pushed my cock about halfway in then drew it back out to the ridge of my crown, showing Kristen how wet it was.
It was already slick with Mila's saliva, but now the second half was glistening wet with a thick coat of creamy arousal.
"Mmhmm," Kristen mumbled, and I grinned to myself as I watched her body awkwardly squirming on my phone display.
"Feels good too," Mila moaned out, and I pointed the camera up again as she turned her head, flashing a wink at Kristen.
I kept the camera pointed forward as Jameela changed positions, laying on her back and spreading her legs as she put her brown pussy right in front of Mila's face. Jameela reached out and motioned for the camera. I handed it over and the next angle Kristen saw was Jameela's POV as Mila poked her tongue out and pressed it against her taint, licking along the slit of her pussy and all the way up to her clit. My now free hand went to Mila's hip and I clutched it tightly as I started thrusting. I started gently, pushing my cock into her with slow but very deep thrusts.
Jameela kept the camera pointed down as Mila's tongue slid along her tight, wet pussy, licking up and down it several times before finally settling on the nub of her clit. She started by flicking her tongue against it, doing that a half dozen times before she wrapped her lips around it, smothering it with her mouth. Now, I couldn't see what she was doing after that, even later whilst watching it back (yeah, I recorded it), but thankfully for me, Jameela gave a play by play. I think it was mostly for Kristen's benefit, but hey, I got a kick out of it too.
"Oh my God, Kristen," Jameela cooed, flipping the camera around onto her face as a look of satisfaction started spreading across it. "Fuck, your friend is good at eating pussy."
She flipped the camera back around to Mila as she reached down with her unoccupied hand, combing her fingers through Mila's hair.
"Oh, fuck, her tongue! It's swirling right around my clit."
Kristen gave another agonised noise, sounding like her head was about to explode as she wiggled and squirmed in her constricted position.
"Fuck, she's so wet," Mila declared as she peeled her lips from Jameela's clit, moaning all the while as I worked my cock into her tight pink pussy, gaining momentum with each new thrust.
Mila brought her hand to her mouth, slipping two fingers in between her lips and lubing them both with spit. She rubbed them against Jameela's slit, looking up and into the camera as she pushed her fingers inside her.
"Oh my God, so tight," Mila exclaimed, returning her mouth to Jameela's clit.
"Ohhh, fuck! Yeah, she's found it," Jameela narrated, and though she didn't tell us what Mila had found, I think we could give it a pretty good guess.
Jameela kept the camera on Mila, panning upwards every so often to show how hard I was thrusting, which by this point was pretty freakin' hard. I gestured for the camera and Jameela passed it over, moving her hand to Mila's head and gripping it firmly as she ate her tight, wet pussy. I pointed the camera at Mila's ass, showing Kristen how her rippling cheeks as I rammed my cock into her pussy, bottoming out with every stroke. Mila's moans increased in volume, but stayed thoroughly muffled as she tongued Jameela's clit.
"Oof, you're getting it good, huh?" Jameela asked her, looking down at Mila as she took my cock.
"Mmhmm," Mila responded, nodding her head as best she could as Jameela held it with both her hands, ensuring her tongue stayed right where it was as I drilled into her pussy with deep, hard thrusts.
"Oh, fuck, yeah!" Jameela moaned, gripping two handfuls of Mila's brown hair. "Yeah, keep going. Fuck, I'm gonna cum on your face!"
I kept the camera trained on Jameela as she lifted her head from the pillows. A look of ecstasy spread across her face as Mila kept tonguing at the nub of her clit, spinning around it in concentric circles as she used her fingers to massage Jameela's g-spot. I could tell that Jameela was getting close so I slowed my thrusts into Mila's pussy so she wouldn't be too distracted.
A few more swirls of Mila's tongue and Jameela made good on her promise. Her eyes clamped shut, features contorting as the feeling started coursing through her. She tightened her grip on Mila's hair, looking like she was about to pull it straight out of her head as a final scream flew forth from her lips and she slumped back down into the pillows.
"Oh my God!" Jameela exclaimed, talking to the ceiling as she lay there panting, waving her hands in my general direction.
I wasn't sure why at first, but then I realised that she wanted the camera. She took it from me as I handed it over, pointing it at Mila as she lifted her head up from between her thighs.
"You're good at that, love," Jameela said. "Fuck, I came so hard!"
"I know you did," Mila laughed, lifting her hand up to the camera to show how wet her fingers were.
"Oh, wow!" Jameela exclaimed. "Look at that, Kristen. I made a mess, huh?"
Jameela grabbed onto Mila's wrist and pulled it towards her mouth.
"Let me clean those up for you," said the Brit, holding the camera selfie-style as she gaped apart her thick set of lips, steering Mila's fingers between them.
She closed her lips around Mila's knuckles and dragged them back towards her painted tips, sucking her fingers clean. Seeing her do that triggered something in me and I tightened my grip on Mila's hips almost as an impulse, pulling her back as I threw myself forward and started to thrust into her pussy as hard as I possibly could.
"OH!" she yelped as her eyes went wide and a look of amusement stretched across Jameela's face as she pointed the camera at Mila's, capturing her reaction.
"Oh my God, Kristen, look at her take that dick," Jameela said as she crawled around to the side of the bed and moved in for a close up, getting an incredible side on view of my cock railing into Mila's pussy.
I couldn't see it at the time, of course, but as I watched the footage back later, I quickly learned how great that shot was. She'd framed it perfectly, getting the camera in as close as possible to capture every detail. How deep my cock was going. How wet Mila's pussy was. You could even see how hard my dick was throbbing each time I pulled it back. Needless to say, Kristen enjoyed it and I could hear the agonised moans she was making, even over Mila's screams and the sound of my pelvis smacking against her ass.
But she didn't get to enjoy it for long. Mila was already on the verge of climax when I started thrusting, and it didn't take many to finish her off. I sheathed my cock to the base inside her, and Jameela pointed the camera at her face to show Kristen how hard she was cumming. Her eyes fell shut and an intense look of pleasure engulfed her face as her orgasm started pulsing through her. Her pussy gripped me extra tight, making sure my cock stayed nice and deep as a wave of fluid gushed from inside her, soaking me from base to tip. Her arms started shaking and her lips parted into a big, wide grin as she reached her peak then slowly began to descend.
I waited for her grip to loosen then drew my cock back out of her pussy. Jameela returned to her previous position, showing Kristen how wet my cock was as I prised it free from Mila's snatch.
"Holy shit, you drenched it, love!" Jameela laughed, gripping my cock with one of her hands as she held my phone with the other.
I motioned for the camera and she handed it over, holding it up and pointing it down as Jameela parted her thick DSLs and steered my cock in between them. She went down deep and it was only the hand at the base of the shaft that stopped her from taking it all. She pulled back slowly, sucking hard as she dragged her lips back up to the tip and popped it free from between them.
"Mmm," she purred as she looked at the camera, running her tongue over those big, pouty lips. "Her pussy tastes good off this cock."
She'd pretty much sucked it clean already, but she took my cock down a couple more times, just for sheer enjoyment. She plucked it free and grabbed my shaft, stroking it gently as she looked back up at both me and the camera.
"My turn?" she asked.
I nodded my head and Jameela got into position, laying on her back across the king size bed.
"Here, let me take that," Mila said, gesturing for the camera which I promptly handed over.
She knelt beside Jameela, pointing the camera at her as she spread her long legs, beckoning me in between them. I moved with haste, kneeling between Jameela's thighs and leaning forward, planting a hand beside her right shoulder as I grabbed my cock with the other. I pushed my cock against Jameela's pussy and slid the tip inside her. Jameela gasped as she felt me enter, gaping apart that full set of lips as a gentle moan fluttered out from between them. She was still soaking wet from her previous climax and the slightest push was all it took to sheath my cock to the base.
I stayed like that for several seconds, feeling how warm and tight she was, before I pulled back out to the tip. I balled my hands into fists, pushing them down either side of her body as I started to pump into Jameela's pussy, going in deep from the very first thrust. Jameela looked up at me, placing her hands on my arms and moaning lightly as she took the first few.
Then she turned towards Mila, looking into the camera and asking her softly, "you're gonna sit on my face, right?"
"But of course," Mila replied, then threw a leg over Jameela's head and dropped her ass down on top of it.
"Mmm, yes," Jameela moaned, her words slightly muffled as Mila's pussy touched down on her face.
Jameela released her grip on my arms, wrapping her own around Mila's thighs as she started to lick her pussy. Mila's tits were now right in front of me, so I wrapped my lips around one of her nipples and started to suck it as I thrusted down into Jameela's snatch. Mila placed a finger underneath her chin, pointing the camera at both our faces as she pulled me in for a kiss, moaning into my mouth as Jameela ate her pussy.
Our lips came apart and I gave Jameela a few more thrusts before I lifted my head up and straightened my back. I grabbed the backs of Jameela's thighs, pulling her up until my cock and her pussy were at the same level. Jameela yelped, her head sliding out from underneath Mila as I pulled her towards me, grabbing her hips to hold her up as I began to ram into her tight, wet pussy. I heard Kristen moan when I started thrusting and I knew immediately why: this is one of her favourite positions.
Mila gave a little faux-shocked gasp then shifted forward on the mattress, returning her pussy to Jameela's face. Mila remained on camera duties, changing angles regularly to capture all the action. First she pointed it at Jameela's pussy, moving the camera as close as she could and framing it tightly as I drilled my cock into it, going balls deep with each new thrust. Panning up Jameela's body, she pointed the camera at those lovely big tits, showing Kristen how much they were moving as I slammed into her pussy, her entire body shifting with every pelvic slam.
"Oh my God, these tits," Mila exclaimed, reaching down with her unoccupied hand and jiggling one of Jameela's breasts.
Then, she pointed the camera downwards, getting a hot first person angle of Jameela eating her pussy. And finally, she flipped the camera onto herself, pointing it at her face and showing Kristen how much she was enjoying it.
"Mmm, yes," she moaned, staring into the lens as her face lit up in the throes of pleasure. "I love feeling that tongue on my pussy."
She slipped two fingers in between her lips, wetting them saliva as she flipped the camera around and pointed it between Jameela's legs. Mila reached in between her thighs and I felt her pussy immediately contract as she started to rub her clit. I took the camera off Mila and pointed it down as I drilled into Jameela's pussy, thrusting a little harder to push through my cock through the tightening grip. It was a great shot, showing Kristen how hard I was thrusting, how wet Jameela was making my cock and how hard Mila was rubbing her clit.
Mila grinned as I panned the camera up and pointed it at her face. Placing a finger underneath her chin, I held the camera selfie-style as I leaned in closer and pulled her in for a kiss. Our lips came apart and I moved the camera down a bit, focusing on Jameela's tits. They were slightly obscured by Mila's arm but you could see them flopping and forth as I rammed my pelvis into hers, putting thrust after thrust into Jameela's perfect pussy.
By the time I returned to the POV shot, Mila's fingers were almost a blur as she strummed them hard on Jameela's clit. I continued to thrust as hard as I could, hearing my balls swing back and forth and slap against Jameela's asshole. My cock was throbbing harder and harder, and I could feel my cockhead twitch and spasm as it hit Jameela's cervix. Jameela's pussy felt fucking amazing and it was pulling me to the edge incredibly quickly. I needed something to slow me down.
Without a word, I grabbed the back of Mila's head, pulling her down and into the shot. She ended up in a 69 with her mouth above Jameela's pussy. Keeping the camera pointed downwards, I pulled my cock from Jameela's pussy, and as Mila gaped her lips apart, I shoved it into the open slot. She locked her lips around halfway down, and I placed a hand at the back of her head as I pushed my cock in the rest of the way.
Her lips touched the base of my shaft, and I pointed the camera forward as she kept my cock in her mouth and throat, getting a shot of Mila's ass as Jameela slapped her hands down on it and, unless I'm much mistaken, used a finger to tease her butthole. Mila started moaning as she sucked my cock, and in spite of all my efforts, the force with which she was doing it did little to slow me down.



I pointed the camera back down at her head, watching my cock come back into view as I retrieved it slowly from between her lips, the thick coat of Jameela's pussy now replaced by a layer of spit. I returned my dick to Jameela's pussy, admitting defeat as I thrusted into her several times then buried my cock to the hilt.
"Uhh, I'm gonna cum!" I hurriedly said, moaning from behind the camera.
"Mmm!" came a muffled voice, which at first I thought was just Jameela, but it turned out to be Kristen as well. I guess she really wanted to see it.
A few moments later she got her wish. Mila lifted her head up, returning to fingers to Jameela's clit as my cockhead twitched against her cervix. I quit holding back and came inside her, dumping an impossibly thick load straight into Jameela's womb. Mila kept rubbing at the nub of her clit and as a wave of spunk flooded her pussy, Jameela came too in a matter of seconds. Her moans got louder from underneath Mila and I felt her muscles clamp me tight as her orgasm hit her with potent force, squeezing more cum from the tip of my prick.
I pulled my cock back about four inches, keeping half of it buried inside her as another wave passed through her body. You could see my member visibly throbbing as Jameela's pussy kept gripping it tight, pulling spunk from my bloated nuts until my sack was entirely empty. I stayed inside her once I'd finally finished, using my dick like a cork to keep my cum in her pussy.
I pointed the camera at Mila as a grin spread across her face, clearly reading my intentions. She went to climb down from Jameela's face, but managed little more than lifting her ass before she was pulled back down on top of her. Mila gasped then her eyes bulged almost comically as Jameela went back to eating her pussy, lapping at the nub of her clit with renewed and relentless vigour.
Mila reached down and grabbed Jameela's tits, groping and squeezing them as the Brit went down on her pussy. Her initial shock gave way to pleasure and her eyes fell shut as moans began to pour from her lips. I kept the camera pointed forward, capturing the entire thing as Jameela's arms wrapped around her thighs and she licked out Mila's pussy like she hadn't eaten in days.
Mila came incredibly fast, eyes glued shut as a wordless scream flew forth from her lips and her body shook on top of Jameela. Jameela didn't let up for a second, licking and tonguing at her throbbing pink clit as Mila rewarded her with what I can only assume was a hefty mouthful of cum. A shudder passed through Mila's body as Jameela released her grip on her thighs, finally letting her down.
Mila climbed down from on top of her face and crawled to the foot of the bed, squeezing in beside Jameela's left thigh. Once she was in position, I finally pulled out from Jameela's pussy, making sure the camera was pointed down as a thick drop of cum slipped out after me, dripping towards her asshole.
Mila moved her head in and I moved to the side for a better angle as she poked her tongue out from between her lips and pressed it to Jameela's taint. Gathering the spunk on her outstretched tongue, Mila dragged it back to her pussy and pushed it back to where it just came from. She pushed her tongue into Jameela's pussy, licking my cum out a drop at a time. Retrieving her tongue, Mila closed her lips and swallowed, slipping two fingers into Jameela's pussy to scoop out whatever was left.
"OK, I think we've made her wait long enough now," Mila declared, pausing for a second as she sucked the cum from her fingers. "I think we should pay her a visit."
I heard Kristen moan through the camera and her friends both laughed as they climbed down from the bed.
"Sounds like she's ready," Jameela quipped as she grabbed Mila's hand and led her towards the bedroom door.
I followed behind them, pointing the camera at both their asses as they stepped through the threshold and out into the hallway. We stopped for a minute at the bottom of the stairs for a quick double blowjob. Then we stopped again halfway up the stairs so I could fuck Jameela while the she leant over the handrail. The one final time at the top of stairs so Mila could ride my cock while I sat on the landing floor.
By the time we got to Kristen's room, about 45 minutes had passed since the time we left my bedroom. Kristen sounded incredibly relieved and gave as excited a sound as she was capable of making as we filed through the bedroom doorway.
"There she iiiis!" Mila exclaimed as she headed straight towards Kristen, running her fingers through her long blonde hair. "You've been waiting a while, huh?"
"Uh huh," Kristen moaned back, sounding like that 'while' had been an entire lifetime.
As Jameel's arms went around my shoulders, I ended the video call and stashed my phone in my pocket. Mila stepped around behind Kristen, dropping to her knees as Jameela gripped the back of my head and pulled me in for a kiss.
"Hmm, what are these two doing?" Mila asked as I placed my hands on Jameela's hips, reaching behind her and grabbing her ass. "Doesn't look like they're done yet, huh?"
"Uh uh," said Kristen, shaking her head.
"Would you like me to take this off?" asked Mila as she ran her fingers over the straps on Kristen's ball gag.
"Mmm!" Kristen moaned impatiently.
"Say please."
Kristen tried to say it but it came out as little more than an unintelligible grunt.
"Well, close enough," Mila giggled then fiddled with the buckle at the back of Kristen's head until the straps came loose at the side of her face.
Mila leaned over Kristen's shoulder and plucked the gag from between her teeth. Putting her hands to Kristen's face, she turned her around to face her then leaned in for a kiss, licking up the drool that was smeared around her mouth.
"There. Better?" Mila asked her and Kristen responded by nodding her head.
"Good," said Mila, then turned her head towards me and Jameela.
Jameela's hand slid over my stomach, gripping my cock and jerking it slowly.
"So what do you want to do now your mouth is free?" Mila asked Kristen, reaching down in between her legs to rub her dripping pussy. "Lick her pussy or suck his cock?"
"Both," said Kristen.
Mila tipped her head back and laughed. "You can't do both! Not at the same time. You have to pick one. Pussy or dick?"
"I think she can do both," Jameela chimed in, prying her lips from mine as she peered back over her shoulder. "What do you think, Tyler?"
"I think so too," I said in response as I moved across to Jameela's shoulder, kissing it in several places.
I took Jameela's hand in mine and led her across the bedroom, closing in on an excited Kristen. Jameela stopped in front of her, standing slightly to her right so I could stand beside her. I took a step forward to do just that when suddenly I had an idea. I shifted to the left and stepped behind Jameela, moving her to the side a little so she was right in front of Kristen.
"Wait, what are you doing?" she asked me, sounding a little confused.
"Well, she said she wanted both, right?" I said as I pushed my hips forward, slotting my cock in between her thighs. Jameela was the perfect height for this; so tall and statuesque that I barely had to squat.
She and Mila both burst out laughing as three inches of rockhard cock poked out from between her legs.
"Oh, wow!" Mila exclaimed. "Jameela, I had no idea you were so thick."
"And white apparently," Jameela replied, reaching down in between her legs and stroking the tip of my prick.
Mila started laughing again as I brushed Jameela's hair aside and leaned in closer to kiss her neck. I wrapped my arms around her stomach, running my hands from her tight, toned abs, over her ribcage and up to her perfect tits. As I started to squeeze and grope her breasts, Jameela released her grip on my cock, placing her hands on top of my own. She turned to face me and as I leaned in to kiss her from over her shoulder, I felt Kristen's tongue slide over my crown. She worked her tongue across the top of my shaft then I heard a little moan from Jameela as her sprightly tongue wrapped around my own, lips still fused together.
"Did she do both?" I asked Jameela, prising my lips from hers.
"Oh, yeah," Jameela responded. "She did both, alright."
Kristen's tongue went back to my cock and this time I watched over Jameela's shoulder as she dragged it over my swollen crown, running it over the top of my shaft and up to Jameela's pussy. Kristen did that about five or six times then wrapped her lips around my cockhead, lapping at the slit with the tip of her tongue and moaning all the while as Mila rubbed her pussy. I continued to grope Jameela's titties, kissing her neck as I did so.
"Grab her head," I whispered softly.
Jameela reacted quickly, reaching down with both her hands and grasping the back of Kristen's head. Once she had it in a tight enough grip, I started to pump my hips back and forth, slicing my cock through Jameela's legs as I pushed the tip into Kristen's mouth. Jameela laughed, pushing her legs together nice and tight and squeezing my cock with her impressive quads. It felt amazing, as did the warmth of her pussy as it rubbed against the top of the shaft, smearing it with sticky arousal. Kristen peeled her lips from the tip, sticking her tongue out as far as she could and licking my cockhead each time it poked out.
I let her do that several times then pulled my cock back from Jameela's thighs, stepping out from behind her and standing to her right. Kristen's mouth went straight to her pussy, looking up with those big blue eyes as she dragged her tongue across Jameela's slit.
"Yeah, come on. Eat that pussy," Mila egged her on as she pushed against the back of her head. "You wanna stroke his cock too?"
"Mmhmm," Kristen responded, mumbling through a mouthful of pussy.
"OK, let's get these cuffs off you."
Mila removed the cuffs from her wrists and Kristen's hands shot out in an instant, one of them gripping onto Jameela's left hip while she grabbed my cock with the other. She gripped it tightly at around mid-shaft and started to stroke it as she tongued Jameela's pussy. Her fist roamed up and down my shaft, jerking it slowly with optimum pressure.
"You like feeling that cock in your hand?" Mila asked her.
Kristen nodded.
"You like the way it throbs while you jerk it off?"
She nodded again.
"You want it in your mouth now too?"
Kristen nodded one last time then suddenly yelped as Mila gripped a handful of hair and pulled her face from Jameela's pussy.
"Keep your mouth open," Mila said as she turned Kristen's head to the side and pointed her in my direction.
Moisture was smeared all around her lips as she kept them open, presenting me with the perfect slot to push my throbbing cock into. Kristen let go as I gripped the shaft and proceeded to do just that, slotting it neatly in between her gaping lips. I steered my cock about halfway in, but Kristen didn't have time to even wrap her lips around it before Mila pushed against the back of her head and shoved her right down to the hilt. The last thing I saw was her eyes bulge in shock before her face pressed against my abs and my swollen crown went into her gullet.
"Yeah, that's it," Mila encouraged. "Take it down your throat."
She kept her there for several seconds, then wrapped her hair around her knuckles, tugging it sharply as she pulled her back to the tip.
"Gimme this hand," Mila said, grabbing onto Kristen's wrist and pulling it towards her mouth.
She took two fingers in between her lips, wetting them both with spittle then steering them towards Jameela.
"Put them in her pussy."
Kristen did as instructed, slipping her fingers into Jameela's pussy and pushing them deep inside her.
"Good girl," said Mila. "Now, you want some more cock?"
Kristen responded with a frantic nod. Mila pushed her back dpwn to the base then repeated the process several more times, pulling her mouth back up to the head then shoving her straight back down again. Dragging her lips up one last time, Kristen's spit dripped down from my shaft as the tip of my cock slipped out from between them.
But Mila wasn't done with her yet. In fact, she'd just gotten started, and Kristen barely had a chance to breathe before Mila turned her head to the right and shoved her into Jameela's pussy.
"Yeah, come on, baby. You get in there good," Mila smirked, then looked up at Jameela as she held the blonde in between her thighs. "Grind your pussy on her. Rub it all over her face."
Jameela grinned then did as directed, gently moving her hips back and forth as she ground against Kristen's face, smearing wetness all over her mouth.
"Stroke his cock," Mila instructed, and Kristen was quick to do so.
Reaching up with her remaining hand, she gripped my cock at the base of the shaft, smearing in the spit she'd left there as she jerked it up and down.
This continued for the next few minutes, with Mila in control of Kristen, pushing her back and forth between myself and Jameela. Once she'd decided she'd had her fill, Mila yanked on Kristen's hair, pulling her back from Jameela's pussy. Kristen looked hungry for more and her lips were soaking wet, both with spit from sucking my cock and with Jameela's cum from eating her pussy.
"So, we're going to fuck her now, right?" Jameela asked.
I saw Kristen's face light up then quickly morph to a look of disappointment when Mila answered the question.
"No," she said simply. "Not yet."
And with that she reached around from behind her and grabbed onto Kristen's wrists, pulling one hand from my cock and the other from Jameela's pussy as she wrenched them back behind her. The next thing I heard were two loud clicks as Mila cuffed her wrists again then rose to her feet behind Kristen, grabbing Jameela's hand as she marched towards the bed.
Of course I followed behind them and laid on the bed under Mila's direction. Jameela climbed up next, throwing a leg over my supine frame and planting her knees either side of me. Reaching back to grab my shaft, Jameela slowly sunk herself down until I felt her wet pussy touch the tip of my cock. My eyes went up to Jameela's face, giving me that familiar pouty-lipped expression as she rubbed my cock against the slit of her pussy, then a wide-eyed, open-mouthed gasp as she fed the tip inside her.
Jameela released her grip on the base, placing her hands on her thighs as she worked her way down slowly, taking my cock an inch at a time. Jameela had been wet to begin with, but Kristen eating her pussy out had only made her wetter, so my cock slid through her with consummate ease. Her ass touched down on the tops of my thighs and the pouty expression returned to her face as she sat on top of me, my member throbbing inside her.
"Oh, wow," said Mila, looking back at Kristen. "Fuck, your girl really likes that cock."
Jameela started riding me hard, keeping her hands just above her knees as she used her thighs to push herself up, guiding her pussy to the tip of my cock then dropping it straight back down. I felt her ass clap down on my pelvis, generating a series of * SMACKS * that echoed around the bedroom.
"Mmm, yeah!" Mila exclaimed. "Look at how her titties bounce."
Again, she was talking to Kristen but that's where my eyes went as well, watching as they bounced and jiggled with every pass she took on my cock. It was a hell of a sight, but sadly I couldn't enjoy it for long. Moments later, Mila joined us on the bed, planting her knees either side of my head and obscuring my view completely. Any disappointment I might have felt quickly dispersed as Mila dropped her ass down slowly and parked it on top of my face. I wrapped my arms around the tops of her thighs, holding her in place as I put my tongue to the nub of her clit and started to flick it against it.
Now of course I couldn't see what happened after that, but luckily for me, Kristen was all too happy to tell me about it later. Mila's first reaction was to grab her tits, tipping her head slightly as a breathy moan escaped her lips. After that, Mila reached forward and grabbed onto Jameela's, doing her best to contain them as they flopped all around her chest. Jameela leaned in and the two of them kissed, moaning into each other's mouths as they straddled my face and cock.
Once their mouths had prised apart, Mila moved her head down lower, bringing her face to Jameela's tits. The first thing she did was shove it in between them, allowing them to slap her cheeks as they bounced and jiggled every which way. The next thing I felt was her hands on my arms as she gripped them firmly and lifted them up, moving them towards Jameela.
She didn't give me any form of instruction, but I knew what she wanted me to do. I grabbed onto Jameela's hips, holding her steady as I lifted her up, dragging her pussy to the tip of my cock. Once I had her in place, I started to pump into Jameela's tight pussy, bouncing my ass off the mattress beneath me as I threw myself into her with a flurry of quick, hard thrusts.
"Ohhh! Yes, yes, yes, yes! Fuck me!" Jameela yelled out, her eyes clamping shut as her head shot backwards and she screamed towards the bedroom ceiling.
Now that Jameela's body was still, it allowed Mila to get at her tits, something she did with considerable aplomb. She grabbed them tightly, pushing them together and putting her tongue to Jameela's nipples, licking from the right to the left, then back to the right again. Next, she wrapped her lips around them, making loud * POPS * as she switched back and forth, releasing each one with a smack of her lips.
Then, she slid her lips back and forth, slithering them smoothly across both her nipples as she played her tits like a harmonica. This descended into full on motorboating, the sounds of which I could vividly hear, even over Jameela's moans. By the time she was done, Mila had performed her full repertoire, and when she buried her face back between her tits, Jameela's worship had come full circle. It was a shame I couldn't see any of it, but Kristen filled me in with so much detail that I felt like I pretty much did. And besides, I had one gorgeous woman sitting on my face while I drilled my cock into another, so I guess I can't have any complaints.
By the time that Mila was finally finished I was railing hard into Jameela's pussy, my tongue still flicking at Mila's clit as I made them moan in unison. I had both women right where I wanted them: teetering on the brink of climax. The only question was: which one would finish first?
I found out the answer a few seconds later when I felt Jameela's pussy contract around my shaft, the volume of her moans getting suddenly louder as I drove my cock into her with harder, more vigorous thrusts. I couldn't see what she was doing, of course, but I had my suspicions which Kirsten confirmed; Jameela was rubbing her clit. And from the way that Kristen described it to me, I didn't sound like she was holding back.
Once she started doing that, Jameela came in a matter of moments. I drilled into her pussy with one last thrust, then dropped my ass back down to the mattress, tightening my grip on Jameela's hips as I pulled her down on top of me.
"Ohhh, FUCK! YES!" I heard her scream, throwing her head back with so much force that Kristen thought she'd broken her neck.
Her pussy clamped around the base of my shaft and the next thing I felt was a shower of warmth as she practically exploded all over my cock, drenching it in sticky fluid. While Jameela rode the waves of climax, I focused my attention on Mila, lapping my tongue at the nub of her clit with a series of quick, hard flicks. A couple of those and she came too, gripping my arms as they wrapped around her thighs, pinning her against my face.
"Mmm, YES!" Mila moaned out.
Her climax was definitely more subdued, but as I felt her buttocks clench against my face, the burst of fluid she promptly unleashed was just as forceful as Jameela's. I felt it pour down the length of my tongue, still licking hard at the nub of her clit as I felt her body tremble, her grip on me loosening as she gave a heavy sigh.



I felt Jameela climb down from my cock and finally I could see again as Mila leaned forward. She slid her arms underneath my thighs then she swirled her tongue around the tip of my cock, giving a little appreciative moan as she tasted Jameela's pussy. I felt her lips spread around my head then begin to slide down the length of my shaft, sucking up Jameela's juices as she slowly took it down.
Then I felt a second pair of lips, wrapping tightly around one of my balls as Mila continued to swallow my cock, siphoning precum as she turned her mouth into a vacuum seal. Jameela switched to the other teste, leaving both gonads drenched in her spittle as she pulled her head back, making room for Mila as her lips drew closer to the base. But she didn't abandon my balls entirely and I felt her take them in the palm of her hand, fondling them gently as Mila sucked up the last few inches, making my dick disappear. My crown was lodged inside her throat, causing her mouth to water instinctively and a wave of spit to pour down my shaft. My cockhead gave a violent spasm and I felt my testes suddenly swell as Jameela groped and squeezed them.
I think that Mila felt it too 'cause she lifted her head up almost immediately, almost as if she was taking pity on me as she plucked it free from between her lips. Jameela reached out and grabbed my cock, stroking it up and down as she beckoned Mila towards her. Or more accurately, towards my cock. Jameela clamped her hand around the base, holding it for Mila as she straddled my hips and lowered herself down onto it.
My cockhead twitched as it slipped it inside her, still not fully recovered from the previous blowjob. Jameela watched with a satisfied grin as Mila's wet pussy started sliding down my shaft, keeping her grip until the very last second. She uncurled her fingers from the base of the shaft, sitting back and rubbing her clit as Mila's ass touched down on my abs, my entire cock embedded inside her.
She stayed like that for close to a minute, peering back with a teasing smirk, obviously testing me to see if I could handle it. I could. Just about. Then she lifted her ass back up, and I watched as my member slowly revealed itself, now thickly coated in a layer of juice.
"Oh my God!" Jameela exclaimed, almost gasping when she saw how wet my cock was. "Fuck, I've gotta taste that."
Jameela reached out and gripped my cock again, practically prying it from Mila's tight pussy. Keeping her grip on the base of the shaft, she parted her lips and sunk down onto it, taking it down to the top of her hand. She quickly moved it out of the way then pushed her head down lower, swallowing the last few inches. I felt her brow press against my thigh then felt her spit run down my shaft as she kept it there for several seconds, testing both me and herself. It was Jameela who ended up blinking first, pulling her lips back up to the tip and leaving behind a coat of saliva for Mila to use as lube.
Mila did exactly that, reaching back to grip my cock then feeding it back inside her, sinking back down to the base even quicker than she did the first time. This time around she started to ride me, working her pussy back up to the tip then dropping it straight back down, little ripples passing through her buttcocks as they crashed down against my stomach.
Jameela moved around in front of her, taking Mila's face in her hands as she leaned in to kiss her, egging her on as their lips came apart.
"Yeah, that's it, girl. Use that cock. I wanna see you cum all over it."
Frankly, I wanted to see that too, and without even a moment's pause, I reached out swiftly with both my hands and grabbed onto Mila's hips, holding her in place as I started to ram up into her. She wasn't using my cock anymore; *I* was using her pussy. The sudden move caught Mila off guard and she threw her head back as hard as she could, promptly launching a deafening scream that ricocheted off the bedroom ceiling.
"OH, FUCK! YEAH, YEAH, YEAH, YEAH!"
Now again, I couldn't see exactly what was happening here, but once again Kristen had my back. According to her, as soon as Mila started screaming, Jameela reached down and started rubbing her clit. And once she started doing that, Mila's pussy immediately tightened, gipping my cock for all its worth as I drove it deep inside her. Jameela lifted her remaining hand, clasping it gently around Mila's throat as she leaned in close, speaking straight into her ear.
"You gonna cum for me, baby? You gonna cum all over that cock?"
Mila nodded slowly, seemingly unable to do much else as I drilled my cock in hard and fast, hitting her cervix repeatedly.
"*I* know," said Jameela. "I know what will make you cum."
And with that, she placed her hands on Mila's back, pushing her forward with so much force that she almost slipped off my cock. Mila yelped at the sudden move, bracing herself with her hands on the mattress as she ended up in doggy but with me still on my back. I didn't move a single inch, just continued to thrust my cock into her pussy as Jameela leaned down and stuck out her tongue, guiding it to Mila's asshole.
Jameela's prediction was definitely correct, as when she started licking her asshole, Mila climaxed almost immediately. Lifting her head up, Mila screamed at the wall in front of her as I rammed my cock in as hard as I could, pulling her down into me to ensure each thrust was as deep as possible.
"OHHH!!! YEEESSS!!!"
Her arms started shaking beneath her, and I could see her butthole tensing and winking as Jameela licked it swiftly. Cum gushed forth from Mila's pussy, soaking every inch of my shaft as her pussy gripped it as tight as can be. I thrusted into her one last time then held it there for a couple of seconds as Mila's arms gave out from beneath her and she landed in a heap on the mattress.
"Good?" asked Jameela, grinning.
Mila simply nodded her head, unable even to summon up words.
I moved my hands to Mila's hips, pushing her up and off my cock, noting how wet she'd left my shaft as the crown popped free from her pussy.
"Fucking hell!" said Jameela as she saw it. "Shall I clean that up for you?"
"I think she should do it," I replied, pointing a thumb at Kristen.
She'd been waiting patiently for sometime now, staying mostly quiet even now that her gag had been removed.
"Good idea," said Jameela, then two of us stepped down off the bed, Jameela using my cock like a leash as she led me towards her friend.
I stepped in front of Kristen, cock pointing right at her face as Jameela moved behind her. Mila joined us a few seconds later and both girls knelt behind Kristen. Mila kissed her neck while Jameela leaned over shoulder, speaking straight into her ear.
"You wanna suck that cock, Kristen?"
Kristen nodded. I could already see her nostrils flaring as the smell of Mila's pussy wafted into her nose.
"Open your mouth," Jameela ordered and Kristen quickly did so, parting her lips as wide as they'd go. "Stick out your tongue."
Again, Kristen did as she told her, poking her tongue from between her lips and stretching it out as far as she could.
"Lick the tip."
The tip of her tongue pressed against my slit and she dragged it across it slowly.
"Can you taste his precum?" said Jameela.
"Mmhmm," said Kristen.
"How about my pussy?" Mila asked her, reaching around from behind her to play with Kristen's tits.
Kristen nodded her head.
"You want some more?" asked Jameela.
Kristen nodded again.
"Press your tongue underneath the tip, then swirl it around his cockhead slowly," Jameela instructed. She made a little spin motion with her finger, demonstrating for Kristen what she wanted her to do.
Kristen did as instructed, pressing her tongue underneath my crown then spinning around it in a perfect circle, licking up more of Mila's juices.
"Good girl," said Jameela. "Now take the tip in between your lips and brush your tongue against the underside."
Kristen peeled her tongue from the tip, keeping it out above her bottom lip as I slowly steered forward and pushed my crown into her mouth. I felt the underside touch her tongue, then felt her tongue start lapping against it as she wrapped her lips around the tip of my cock.
"You want it deeper?" Jameela asked her.
"Mmhmm."
Jameela looked up at me, using her hand to beckon me closer. I took a step forward, pushing my cock across Kristen's tongue as I fed her the first two inches.
"Move your head forward," Jameela instructed, reaching up with one of her hands and gripping my cock at the base. "Just a little."
Kristen's head pushed forward slowly, those blue eyes staring up into mine as she took another inch in her mouth.
"Stop," said Jameela and Kristen promptly did so, freezing on the spot with her lips locked tightly around my girthy shaft. "Now back to the tip."
Kristen dragged her lips back, sucking her cheeks in and forming a seal so tight that it almost kept her from doing so. But she managed and it felt amazing. A gentle groan spilled forth from my lips and I felt my cockhead twitch and spasm as she pulled her lips right back to the tip, lapping at it with her tongue.
"Forward," said Jameela, and Kristen loosened her seal just a little as she moved her head back towards my abs, taking me one inch deeper.
This continued for quite some time, with Kristen's lips sliding smoothly up and down my shaft, taking another inch of my cock once Jameela had allowed her to do so. The very next pass took me past her tonsils, then the one after that took me into her throat, each one followed by a pull back up to the tip, which seemed to get harder each time she did it. One last push and Kristen's lips went down to the base, my swollen balls squished against her chin as she pressed her face up against my stomach, vanishing my cock without even flinching.
"Uhhh!" I moaned as I tipped my head back, closing my eyes as a jolt of pleasure shot through the length of my shaft.
I moved my hands down almost instinctively and grabbed onto the back of her head, keeping her there for a couple of seconds then gripping her hair and pulling her back. My cock revealed itself inch by inch until Kristen's lips slid over the tip and she popped it out from between them, my entire length now dripping with spit.
"OK, not bad," said Jameela, trying not to sound impressed as she turned and looked at Mila. "What do you think? Shall we take her to the bed now? Do you think she's earned it?"
"Hmm, I'd say so," Mila replied, then reached a hand between Kristen's legs and rubbed it against her crotch. "She's definitely warm enough."
Kristen gave a contented moan; I can only begin to imagine how wet she must have been. The girls uncuffed her wrists and ankles then rose to their feet either side of Kristen, helping her up off the floor. They clasped their hands in a naked chain and started to walk towards the bed. I went to follow but Jameela stopped me, pressing a hand against my chest.
"Uh uh. Not you," she said, then pointed to a chair at the far side of the room. "You sit there. We'll tell you when we need you."
I was a little disappointed (OK, I was very disappointed) but I did as Jameela told me, taking a seat on the chair as the girls climbed onto the bed. Kristen's friends remained in charge and continued to order her around as they arranged themselves into various positions. It started with Kristen eating out Mila while Jameela sat on her face, then Jameela sat on Kristen's face while leaning forward to eat out Mila. Mila and Jameela 69'd with Jameela on top so Kristen could lick her ass. Then Kristen moved around to the other side and fingered Mila while Jameela licked her clit.
I was starting to know how Kristen felt earlier, watching this super hot threesome unveil in front of me and not being allowed to join. But at least I was able to touch myself, which was something I made sure to do sparingly, just enough to keep me hard for when I re-entered the fray. Though the longer the girls kept at it, the more I wondered if they'd forgotten all about me.
But as they continued to move from position to position, a pattern began to emerge: Kristen was on the giving end, never the receiving. Which could have meant one of two things. One) Mila and Jameela were incredibly selfish (which, given the way our threesome had gone, I didn't believe to be true), or two) they were saving her for something. I hoped it was the latter. And I really hoped that something was me.
A couple more positions and I got my answer. Mila and Jameela had finished taking turns riding Kristen's face when they finally decided that they'd reached their limit.
"OK, OK," Jameela panted, waving her hand like a white flag as she climbed down from Kristen's face and slumped down onto the mattress. "I can't cum anymore."
"Yeah, OK," Mila grinned back. "I give you about five minutes."
"No, no," Jameela protested, putting a hand in front of her pussy as if to guard it from further stimulation. "I'm done. I'm done."
"Wow. OK." Mila raised her eyebrows as she looked at Kristen. "I think she really means it."
"I do, I do," Jameel confirmed. "I'm gonna need an hour. At least."
"Looks like it's your turn then," Mila told Kristen. "Who do you want to get you off? Me, her or him?"
Kristen looked at all three of us in turn then took a moment to weigh up her options. "All of you?"
Mila tipped her head back and laughed. "God, such a fucking slut, I love it. OK, all of us. I think I better start. She doesn't look up to the job just yet," Mila concluded, pointing to Jameela who looked half-conscious on the other side of the bed.
Mila beckoned me over and of course I leapt up as quick as a flash, scurrying over to join them on the bed. I started out on Kristen's left, leaning over to kiss her and getting a taste of two different pussies as her tongue pushed into my mouth. The kiss was aggressive yet kind of needy, telling me she'd been missing me, even with all the sex she'd had.
By the time our lips came apart, Mila was down in between her legs, kissing the insides of her thighs while Jameela had recovered just enough vitality to position herself to Kristen's right. Kristen turned to kiss her next, and I latched onto one of her breasts as Mila's tongue poked out from her lips and pressed against her pussy. I watched her slide her tongue up slowly, then felt a shockwave pass through Kristen as she dragged it over her clit. With the amount of sex she'd either watched or participated in without getting any release, her clit must have been a bundle of nerves. I'm surprised she didn't cum from that touch alone.
Kristen peeled her lips from Jameela's, unleashing an incredibly charged up moan as Mila licked to the bottom of her slit then right back up to the top again, teasing her clit with a flick of her tongue. Jameela moved to Kristen's right breast and the two of us looked and grinned at each other as we felt her body start squirming beneath us, her nipple getting harder as I suckled upon it, feasting like a famished babe.
Mila rubbed two fingers against the slit of Kristen's pussy, teasing her with them before she slipped them both inside her.
"Oh my God!" she gasped. "You're so fucking wet."
She wasn't wrong. Kristen was so wet I could hear it. A squelching sound had filled the room, which only got louder the deeper Mila's fingers went.
"Fuck, Kristen!" Mila exclaimed as she sunk her fingers right down to the knuckle, plucking them back out again to show us how wet they were.
Honestly, I'd never seen anything like it. Her fingers were glistening, like she'd just dipped them in a bottle of lube. Mila slipped them in between her lips, giving an 'mmm' as she sucked them clean; she clearly liked the taste. She slid them back into Kristen's pussy then wrapped her lips around her clit. The squelching sounds continued in earnest, accompanied by a chorus of moans as Mila started licking her clit.
According to Kristen, Mila started slowly, dragging her tongue across her clit with a series of firm, hard strokes. Then her tongue started swirling around it, ringing it in concentric circles. Kristen's moans increased in volume, the squelching sounds getting louder and louder as Mila kept licking her pussy.
"Don't make her cum yet," Jameela said and Mila heeded the warning, peeling her lips from Kristen's pussy but continuing to finger her.
Kristen's moans softened a little but the squelches stayed as loud as ever as Mila's fingers slid back and forth, curling up inside her and touching Kristen's g-spot. This continued for the next few minutes. Mila returned her tongue to her clit, licking her to the brink of climax then taking it away again, leaving her fingers inside her. It was the perfect tease, helped by myself and Jameela sucking on her bullet-stiff nipples, only stopping to make out with Kristen or kiss her shoulders and neck.
"OK, my turn," said Jameela, and she and Mila switched positions.
Jameela crawled between Kristen's legs, hooking her arms around the tops of her thighs and resting her hands on her stomach. She stuck her tongue out from between her lips and guided it to Kristen's clit, licking it with speed and vigour. As Mila leaned down to make out with Kristen, Kristen's hand slid between her legs and started to rub her pussy. Their lips came apart and Mila moaned as she raised her head up, straightening her back as Kristen turned her head to the side and put her tongue to her clit.
Kristen reached out with her remaining hand and I peeled my lips from around her nipple as I felt her fingers grip my cock. I lifted my head up, kneeling opposite Mila as Kristen started stroking my cock, her clenched fist wrapped tightly around it as she jerked from base to tip. I placed a finger under Mila's chin and pulled her in for a kiss, moans merging inside our mouths as Kristen worked us over.
Mila and I were still making out when I felt Kristen's mouth slide onto my cock. Her fist slid down to the base of my shaft and she kept it there as she worked her lips down, taking as much as she could. As Kristen started bobbing her head, her hand stopped rubbing at Mila's pussy, putting two fingers to her drippy wet slit and pushing them up inside her. She'd proved that she could multitask already this evening, and as she pumped her mouth along the length of my shaft while fingering Mila's pussy, it was clear she hadn't lost her touch.
She kept that up for several minutes, switching back and forth between Mila and I with increasing regularity. Turning to her right, she'd used the spit she'd left on my cock to jerk it up and down, fingerfucking Mila while she tongued at her clit. Then when she turned back to me, she'd keep her fingers in Mila's pussy, tightly clenching the base of the shaft as she worked her lips up and down it. And if that wasn't impressive enough, Jameela was eating her the whole way through, tonguing her clit with speed and precision.
Like Mila before her, Jameela was teasing her something fierce, regularly bringing her right to the edge but neglecting to finish her off. It seemed like they wanted me to do that, and if indeed that was the case then I was more than happy to oblige them. I got my chance a few minutes later. Leaving her on the brink once more, Jameela emerged from between her legs, wearing a particularly menacing grin, her lips wet with Kristen's arousal.
"OK, big boy, you're up," Jameela declared, vacating the spot between Kristen's legs and allowing me to fill it.
I knelt between them and spread them wide, gripping my cock at the base. I briefly considered going down on her first but figured there wasn't much need. Kristen had left my cock soaking wet and I could tell from only the briefest glance that the girls had done the same to her pussy. Both of us were ready, no doubt about that.



I pressed my cock against her pussy and gently pushed it forward, entering her with the merest of thrusts. Her pussy was so wet and her muscles so tense that she practically pulled me in herself. Kristen moaned as I slid inside her, letting her head fall back into the pillows as Jameela took the spot to her left, leaning down to kiss her as moans spilled forth from her lips.
I pushed myself forward with minimal force and already I was sheathed to the base, Kristen emitting a particularly loud moan as my swollen cockhead touched her cervix. It sounded like she almost came from that and it made me realise how close she really was. I'd finished some women off quickly before but this could be a new record.
I withdrew my cock back out to the tip and took a quick look to see how wet it was. Answer? It was soaking. I'd been inside her less than a minute and my cock was dripping with so much juice that it looked like I'd been in there for hours. I figured the girls would want to see it so I popped it out the rest of the way and laid it on Kristen's stomach, showing everyone how deep it had been.
"Who wants a taste?" I asked the room.
"Oh my God!" Jameela laughed, putting a hand to her mouth as she gasped in shock. "Fucking hell, Kristen! Have you got a bottle of K-Y shoved up your fanny?"
Kristen blushed as Mila practically burst out laughing. Mila and Jameela both leaned forward, cleaning my cock off as they sucked it down one after the other. I steered it back into Kristen's pussy, lifting her legs up and holding them against my chest as I started thrusting slowly. I was still a little stunned by how wet she was, and the ease with which my cock slid through her really had to be seen to be believed. Kristen moaned as she took each thrust, some of them blocked by Mila and Jameela as they each took turns to kiss her, hands pawing at her perky tits.
"Do you want me to choke you?" Jameela asked her; clearly she knew what she likes.
Kristen didn't answer with words. She simply grabbed onto Jameela's wrist and pulled it towards her throat.
"Woah, OK. So that's a 'yes', then?" Jameela laughed as she gripped her fingers over Kristen's throat and started to squeeze at the sides of her neck.
I felt her tighten instantaneously, and her pussy seemed to get even wetter as I drilled my cock into her with harder, quicker thrusts. Mila reached down and rubbed her clit, and Kristen's muscles contracted once more, though my thrusts came easy thanks to the insane amount of juice that was dripping from her pussy.
"Harder," Kristen moaned. She was looking at Jameela but I had a sneaking suspicion that she was talking to me as well. And possibly Mila too.
Whoever she was talking to, all three of us answered the call. Jameela choked her with greater exertion, slightly muffling Kristen's moans as they continued to pour from her lips. Mila rubbed harder at the nub of her clit, tightening her pussy like she was turning a lever. And I tightened my grip on her legs, pinning them firmly against my chest as I went in hard on her dripping wet pussy, pounding with little restraint.
"You gonna cum? Huh?" Jameela asked her, clenching her throat with so much force that Kristen could barely answer.
Honestly, I wasn't sure how she hadn't already, and if she didn't cum soon, I was gonna beat her to it. My cock was throbbing intensely, my balls growing and swelling and churning as they slapped against her taint.
Kristen's eyes rolled into her head, her face turning red as Jameela's grip deprived her brain of oxygen.
"Yes! Cum for us," Jameela exclaimed. "Cum on that fucking cock."
One more thrust and Kristen obliged her. Her pussy gripped me extra tight as a rush of fluid surged from within her, dousing my cock as I sheathed it inside her. That was more than enough to set me off and I fired back at her twice as hard, unleashing a tidal wave of piping hot semen that flooded into Kristen's womb. Her features skewed as she took my load, contorting in all manner of ways as I filled her pussy to the brim. She tried to moan but the sound was blocked by Jameela's hand, Mila's fingers still rubbing her clit as the feeling gripped her and didn't let go. Her pussy was clenching and gripping my shaft, squeezing every inch of it and forcing out more of my cum.
I must have cum for close to a minute, another warm spurt shooting out from the tip with every clench of Kristen's muscles. Finally she reached her peak and her grip on me began to subside, allowing me to slowly withdraw as Mila and Jameela both crawled towards me. With the girls now flanking me from either side, I prised my tip from Kristen's pussy, stepping down from the bed as they both moved in.
Cum dripped out from Kristen's pussy which was quickly gathered by Jameela's tongue. She pulled my cum back into her mouth, sharing it with Mila as the two of them kissed then moved back up towards the headboard. Kristen parted her lips, catching all the cum in her mouth as they fed it to her one by one, wrapping things up with a threeway kiss.
"Phew! I think she needed that," Jameela declared, grinning as she licked her lips.
"How can you tell?" Mila laughed back.
"Just an inkling," Jameela replied, and the two of them shared a giggle.
Of course we didn't leave it there, and things started up again shortly after that. First I put Kristen back down on the floor, reaffixing her cuffs and blindfold. Jameela and Mila started out on the bed while I used Kristen's mouth to warm myself up. I left Kristen there as I joined her friends, and once I'd fucked the pair of them twice, we invited her to join us.
The girls passed out as soon as I came, so I went to my bedroom to get some sleep. Our guests were gone by the time I woke up, and Kristen and I took a shower together then went to fix some breakfast. Once we'd eaten, Kristen went upstairs to get herself ready, while I went to my room to gather my things. It was time to go down to the basement.
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I took a shower when I got to my room and picked out something to wear, opting for a plain white button down, a black pair of suit pants and a brown pair of brogues. I packed a few items into a gym bag and switched on the TV to kill some time. Kristen texted me when she was ready and I went to her room to fetch her. I knocked on the door and Kristen answered it, wearing an outfit that, if I had only had one word to describe it, I would say was minimalist. And if I had two words, I'd say it was almost non-existent.
She was wearing a faux-leather open cup body harness with matching cuffs that clipped to her hips, leaving her tits and pussy completely exposed. If not for the latex stockings and black stiletto heels she was wearing, her outfit would have covered about five percent of her skin. Blonde hair dangled over her shoulders and she wore dark mascara, black nail varnish and a black coat of lipstick, perfectly complimenting her choice of attire.
"This is what you're wearing for me, huh?" I asked, approaching Kristen as she stood by the bed.
"Yes, Daddy," Kristen said. "I hope you like it."
"I do," I said as I slid a hand in between her thighs, touching her pussy which was already wet. "Very...easy access."
Kristen grinned as I set my bag down on the bedroom floor. I placed a finger underneath her chin and left a little peck on her lips. I cuffed her wrists to the sides of her harness then opened my bag, removing a collar and leash. I fastened the collar around Kristen's neck, attaching the leash to a ring at the front.
I picked up my bag and started walking, telling her to follow as I led her across the room and out into the hallway. Kristen followed closely behind as I wandered slowly to the end of the hall, opening the door that led to the basement. I led her down the stairs and stopped, fetching a blindfold from inside my bag and putting it over her eyes. I'd installed some new units since Kristen's last visit and I wanted them to be a surprise.
I opened the basement door and switched on the lights, leading Kristen inside. I walked us in a few feet then stopped, telling Kristen to get down on her knees. Kristen did so without hesitation, planting her knees on the cold stone floor and awaiting further instructions. At first I simply stood in front, the rapidly growing bulge in my pants just a matter of inches from Kristen's face. I tightened my grip on Kristen's leash, wrapping it around my fist then tugging it sharply, pulling her into my crotch. Kristen gave a tiny gasp then her face lit up with excitement as she felt my cock press against her face.
"You want that?" I asked her.
"Mmhmm," Kristen moaned, rubbing her cheek up against my cock, like a cat that wanted affection.
I moved my hand back behind her head, spinning the collar around until the leash was at the back of her neck. Then I pulled it hard, the collar digging into Kristen's throat as I pulled her head back a couple of inches.
"Beg for it," I said, pulling the leash back gently as I tightened my grip on her throat. "Show me how bad you want it."
"Please, Daddy," Kristen begged. "Please can I suck your cock?"
I span the collar back around to its previous position, giving the leash another sharp yank as I pulled her face back against my cock.
"Stick your tongue out."
Kristen did so, pressing her tongue against my cockhead.
"Lick. Slowly."
Keeping my grip on the leash, I pulled Kristen's head up slowly, feeling her tongue brush over my pants as she ran it up the length of my shaft. I kept her there for several seconds, her nose pressed against my belt as she left a few kisses on the base of my shaft. I was ready to whip my cock out and have her blow me right there, when a brand new piece of equipment caught my eye from across the room.
"Come with me," I said, loosening my grip on her leash as I pulled my cock back from Kristen's face.
I unhooked the cuffs from Kristen's hips and she followed behind on her hands and knees as I walked her across to the new installation. My newest unit was pretty no frills: a simple metal frame, just over waist height, with two bars either side, another going across the top, and two more on the ground to keep it sturdy. It looked kind of like a hockey goal but without the netting behind it. Affixed to the bars in various positions were metal rings for attaching things to, and there was black rug on the floor underneath it, giving Kristen something soft to kneel on.
I walked around behind the new unit and put her in position, in between the two side bars and underneath the top one. I squatted behind her, lifting an arm and cuffing her wrist with a thick steel handcuff that was hooked to the left bar. I did the same with Kristen's right arm then fetched two thin chains from a nearby cabinet, attaching them to hooks on the bottom bars and then to the clips at the sides of her harness.
"That OK?" I asked her.
"Yes, Daddy," Kristen replied.
I fetched two more chains from the cabinet and moved around in front of her. Attached to each one was a small metal clamp, and I affixed the first to one of her nipples. Her dark lips parted and a gentle hissed spilled out from between them as the clamp pinched tight around Kristen's nipple. I affixed the other to her remaining breast then stood up slowly. I wrapped the chains around the top bar then slowly pulled them down, watching as they lost their slack. The chains pulled taut and Kristen uttered a louder hiss as the clamps began to tug at her nipples, pulling them up just a little as the clamps pinched at the sensitive nubs, turning them a deep shade of red. I waited a few seconds to see if she used her safeword, but when she didn't, I clipped the chains around the top bar, securing them both in place.
I took a step back, admiring my handiwork as I began to remove my belt. Kristen gave an excited moan as she heard it unbuckle, which only got louder as I unzipped my pants. I kicked my shoes off and let my pants fall down to my ankles, pulling them off along with my socks, a shudder passing through me as my bare feet touched down on the ground. Basement floors are always cold, even in California. I removed my shirt then piled my clothes up and left them on top of the cabinet.
My cock was already rock hard as I stepped in front of Kristen, pointing the tip at her jet black lips.
"Open your mouth," I curtly instructed, and as per usual, Kristen obeyed me, parting her lips as wide as she could. "Tongue out."
Kristen's tongue came slithering out, flicking up and down with ardent enthusiasm, searching for something to lick. I took a step forward, gripping my cock at the base as I closed the gap between us. Kristen found what she was looking for, lapping at the slit with the tip of her tongue, a little 'mmm' escaping her lips as she scooped up the precum that was already pooling there.
I gripped the bar above Kristen's head, pushing myself forward and into her mouth. Kristen kept her tongue poked out, gently lapping at the underside as I pushed my cock in further, feeding her the first few inches. Her top lip closed around my shaft and she started to suck me as I thrusted slowly, drawing my dick back out to the tip then pushing it back inside. Kristen kept sucking me harder and harder, her moans getting louder with every inch that I pushed inside her.
I felt my tip slide past her tonsils and I thrusted harder as I reached her throat, pushing my cock inside it. Kristen started gagging slightly and I looked to her hands to check for signals, an indication that she wanted to stop. There weren't any; Kristen was clutching the bars either side, knuckles turning white as I thrusted hard into her open mouth, sinking deeper with every pass.
As my cock slid down to the base, I removed a hand from the metal bar and grabbed the back of her head, pressing her against my abs. I kept her there for several seconds, feeling her tongue brush against my balls as she held me in her mouth and throat. I released my grip on the back of her head and my cock made a hasty retreat, popping free from between her lips.
Kristen gasped for air, little black tears trickling out from underneath her blindfold and running down her flushed red cheeks. Most of her lipstick had been rubbed off and as I looked at my cock, a dark ring had been left at the base, along with a layer of spit that coated every inch of it.
I gripped my cock and started stroking it, angling it up as I moved back in, steering my balls towards Kristen's mouth. I rested my cock against Kristen's face as I pushed a ball in between her lips, letting her suck it 'til I popped it free and replaced it with the other. By the time she was done, both my nuts were as wet as my dick.
Pulling back slowly, I dragged my cockhead over Kristen's face; over her blindfold, past her nose and down towards her lips. She kept them parted as I reached her mouth, slotting my cock in between her lips and sinking it inside her slow and deep. I pushed my dick in 'til it vanished from sight then slowly started fucking her mouth, drawing my cock back out to the tip then pushing it back in with deep yet gentle thrusts.
I kept that up for quite some time, pumping back and forth inside Kristen's mouth until my dick started throbbing, begging for something more.
"You want me to fuck you now?" I asked her, plucking my cock from between her lips so Kristen could respond.
"Yes, Daddy," Kristen purred. "Please can you fuck me with your perfect cock?"
I loosened the chains from around the top bar, removing the clamps from Kristen's nipples. I uncuffed her wrists then unhooked the chains from Kristen's harness, taking her leash in my hand as I led her out from under the unit.
I knew exactly where to take her next, and Kristen crawled obediently behind me as I led her across the room. The next unit was one of her favourites. Compared to some others, the design was simple: a basic wooden chest with rings on the sides for rope or cuffs, but it had undergone some recent changes. A long oak beam had been attached to the edge, extending out on either side, equipped with rings for more intricate tying. And to top things off, I'd surrounded the chest with six wax candles, standing on holders of various heights.
I led Kristen across to the chest and ordered her onto her feet. Kristen stood and I moved her into position, guiding her down onto the unit. Her ass touched down on the padded surface and I laid her back across the chest. A groove had been cut into the wooden beam and that part of it was padded so whoever was using it could rest their head. Kristen's head nestled into the groove as I went to fetch the ropes, hanging from hooks on a nearby wall. The sequence I had planned was quite complex so it would require several lengths.
I took ahold of Kristen's wrist and pulled her arm out to her side. I threaded a rope through a ring at the end of the beam, wrapping it around it several times then tying it to Kristen's wrist. I did the same with her other arm then fetched another rope, telling Kristen to spread her legs. She did so, lifting her feet off the floor and stretching her legs out as wide as she could. I tied two ropes around her ankles then another around each of her knees. The final rope went around her neck, threaded through holes drilled into the beam and tied in a knot at the back of it. I didn't tie as tight as the others, but enough for her to feel it.
By the time I was done, Kristen could barely move. Her legs were spread as wide as can be, with her asshole and pussy hanging over the edge and her stilettos pointing at opposing walls. Her back was flush against the padded surface, with her head propped up by the beam underneath it, her torso nice and flat.
With Kristen in place, I fetched a lighter from a nearby cabinet and started to light the candles. Kristen's face lit up as she smelt them; she'd requested them specifically. Once they were lit, I crossed the room and turned the lights off. Though they had a practical use, the candles had really heightened the mood, giving the scene an almost gothic atmosphere, something akin to a seance or some kind of cultic ritual. Kristen's outfit only and her trussed up position only served to strengthen this vibe.
I returned to the unit and fetched two clothespins from the cabinet to add the finishing touch. I knelt behind Kristen, leaning over her as I opened a pin and affixed it to one of her breasts.
"Ahhh!" Kristen hissed, sucking air through her teeth as the pin closed tight around her nipple.
I did the same to her other breast then moved around in front of her, kneeling on the basement floor with my head in between her legs. I placed my hands on her tight, toned ass, gripping both cheeks as I spread them apart, pressing my tongue against Kristen's pussy. I dragged it slowly across her slit, licking up the juices that had coated both her lips. I moved my tongue to Kristen's clit and started to lap at it slowly, licking around it in a circular motion. Her clit was throbbing and moans started pouring from between her lips as my tongue spun around it, twisting this way and that.
"Mmm, yes, Daddy. Lick my pussy."
I peeled my tongue from Kristen's clit, slipping two fingers in between my lips and wetting them both with spittle. I rubbed the tips against Kristen's slit then pushed them both inside her, feeling how wet she was as I curled them up inside her pussy and tried to find her g-spot. I did so quickly, massaging it deftly with the tips of my fingers as I returned my tongue to the nub of her clit, swirling around it in concentric circles.
I looked up at Kristen as I ate her pussy, mouth hanging open as her moans got louder, echoing through the basement. Kristen tightened her grip on the ropes, to the point that I could hear them creaking, looking like they could snap in two. I could feel her muscles tightening, squeezing my fingers as I kept them inside her, stimulating her deepest parts. Kristen was teetering right at the edge and a few more licks would have tipped her over. But if she thought I was gonna let her have it that easy, Kristen had another thing coming.
I swirled my tongue around a few more times then abruptly peeled it from the nub of her clit, plucking my fingers from inside her pussy. Her head shot up in an instant and Kristen's blindfold wasn't enough to hide the pained expression that had stretched across her face.
"Oh, fuck! No! No, keep going! Please!" she begged, sounding increasingly desperate.
This was typical of Kristen. She'd beg and plead for me to make her cum, but the longer I teased her and made her wait, the more she loved it when I finally caved.
I stood up quickly and grabbed my cock, pressing the tip against Kristen's pussy. Any further begs were quickly cut off as I gripped a strap on Kristen's harness and shoved my cock into her pussy.
"OHHH, YES!" Kristen moaned and her head fell back onto the padded beam as I pushed my cock in the rest of the way, feeling my balls press against her asshole as I sheathed myself inside her.
Keeping my cock inside her pussy, I reached across for the nearest candle and held it over Kristen's torso. I tipped the candle down slowly, watching as drops of melted wax poured down onto Kristen's stomach.
"AHHH!" she yelped, startled by the sudden pain.
Muscles flexed all over her body and I felt her pussy immediately tighten as the wax dripped down towards the sides of her body, starting to solidify and leaving red patterns over Kristen's skin. I pulled my cock back slowly, feeling her muscles grip every inch like her pussy was trying to trap me. I kept it there for a couple of seconds, partly teasing Kristen and partly 'cause I was stunned by how wet she'd left my cock. Kristen had been wet already but the introduction of wax into proceedings had added a whole new level of moisture, to the point that my cock was literally shining.
I took a few moments to take it all in then pushed it back inside her, dripping more wax onto Kristen's body as soon as I hit her cervix.
"MMM!" Kristen moaned, a little more subdued this time, now that the shock had begun to wear off.
This one was a little bit higher; an inch or so above her navel, and again it ran down the sides of her body, leaving red marks on Kristen's ribcage. The spot on her body may have been different but Kristen's reaction was exactly the same. Her muscles tensed, her pussy gripping me and not letting go as I pulled my cock back out the tip, driving back in as I dripped more wax onto Kristen's skin.
I kept that up for the next few minutes, fucking her pussy at an agonising pace as I continued to douse her body with wax, sinking to the base each time I did so. I left a few more drops on Kristen's stomach then moved across to the insides of her legs, dropping wax just above each knee which dripped from the top of her stockings and down towards her pussy. Then I moved up to her chest. I used my free hand to remove the clothespins, drawing the loudest moan so far as I dripped some wax onto Kristen's tits, stinging her already sore nipples.
After that, use of the wax became much more sporadic as I started to fuck her faster, dripping it down every five or six thrusts. Kristen's moans grew louder and shriller, and she gripped onto the ropes once more as I pounded her pussy with rough, hard thrusts. I gave a few more then suddenly stopped, prompting an agonised groan from Kristen as I pried my cock from the grip of her pussy. I put the candle back into its holder then rifled through the nearby cabinet, swiftly retrieving a cordless Hitachi. I returned to Kristen and pushed back inside her, drawing an excited moan as I switched the toy onto its lowest setting, a faint hum now filling the basement.
I pushed my cock back into her pussy and pressed the toy against Kristen's clit. Gentle moans spilled forth from her lips and I felt her muscles start tightening around me as I started to pump into Kristen's pussy. I started slowly but gathered momentum, matching my speed to the force of the toy as I turned the power up notch by notch. The rhythmic hum got steadily louder and Kristen's moans increased as well, like she was trying to be heard over the sounds of the toy.
By the time I'd turned it halfway up, Kristen's pussy was gripping me tight, soaking my cock in waves of fluid each time I thrust inside her. Another two notches and her toes started curling, her legs shaking as much as they could as the ropes held them in place. Her abs were rippling underneath the coat of wax and I could see her biceps flex and stiffen as she gripped her ropes as hard as she could.
By the time the toy hit maximum power, I wasn't holding back in the slightest, railing into Kristen's pussy with very little self-control. Kristen's moans had turned into screams, drowning out the sounds of the toy as it buzzed against her pussy, doing so with so much force that I could feel the vibrations inside her. My cock was throbbing incessantly, balls swelling as they swung back and forth, begging to be emptied inside her.
But tempting though that might have been, I wasn't ready to make her cum yet. And dumping a massive load in her pussy would definitely have done that. Instead, I pulled the toy from her clit, setting it down beside her as I plucked my cock from Kristen's pussy.
"FUUUCCCKKK!!! NOOOOOO!!!" Kristen screamed. "PUT IT BACK IN! PUT IT BACK IN!"
I ignored her, gripping my cock and stroking it hard as I pointed the tip at Kristen's stomach. A couple of jerks and my cock exploded. I fired over Kristen's tummy, criss-crossing the strips of wax and coating her skin in another thick substance that was probably even hotter. She was still lamenting her stolen climax, but I could tell from the smile that formed on her lips that she loved the feeling of my cum on her stomach.



I took a couple of seconds to recover then started untying her legs. Kristen put her feet back down on the floor as I walked around to the top of the chest and untied her left arm. As I loosened the rope from around her throat, Kristen reached down and touched her stomach, smearing my cum across her skin. With four of her fingers now covered in spunk, Kristen reached down in between her legs. I watched as I untied her right arm, enjoying the sight of her rubbing her clit, using my cum as lube.
"Sit up," I said and Kristen did so, raising her back off the padded surface and perching on the edge of the chest.
I walked around from behind the chest and stood in front of Kristen.
"Open your mouth," I ordered sternly, and again she did as instructed, opening up those perfect lips. "Suck the tip."
She closed her lips around the ridge of my crown, moaning appreciatively as she sucked out the rest of my cum. I plucked my cock from between her lips and ordered her onto her knees. Kristen knelt on the basement floor as I went to turn the lights back on, blowing out the remaining candles. Grabbing her leash, Kristen crawled behind me as I led her towards the next unit: a simple pair of velcro cuffs that hung on chains from the ceiling.
I stopped by the unit and told her to stand. The unit was designed for someone taller so I fetched a block for Kristen to stand on. I took her hand and helped her onto it then told her to raise her arms. I affixed the cuffs to both her wrists, then went to a rack on the nearest wall and selected something from it. A black leather flogger, another of Kristen's requests.
I returned to the unit and stood in front of Kristen, the handle clasped in one of my hands as I held the tassels with the other. I pulled back the tassels as hard as I could, letting them go without any warning and flinging them at Kristen's stomach. The sound it made nearly burst my eardrums, a * CRACK * so loud that it echoed through the basement and probably found its way upstairs.
"AHHH!" Kristen yelped as the leather tassels struck her skin, knocking off a clump of wax.
I waited for the safeword and when it didn't come, I gave three more to Kristen's stomach, flogging off the remaining wax and leaving her midriff burning red. Then I moved up higher, drawing the tassels back like a slingshot and propelling them forward into Kristen's chest. Between the nipple clamps, the clothespins and the drops of wax, Kristen's tits had seen a lot of action. So when the tassels struck her chest, she practically screamed at the top of her lungs, filling the basement with a high-pitched sound that was two parts pleasure and one part pain. Or maybe it was the other way around.
I struck her chest a few more times then moved down to her thighs. By the time I was done with Kristen's front, all the wax had been flogged from her body. I moved around behind her, hitting the flogger against the backs of her thighs and then moving up to her ass, each hit drawing a very sharp * CRACK * and a throaty moan from Kristen.
I finished off with Kristen's back, setting the flogger aside as I moved back around in front of her. I put a finger underneath her chin and leaned in to kiss her. Kristen kissed back needily, letting me know that she wanted more.
"Did you like that?" I asked her, turning Kristen's face to the side so I could speak straight into her ear.
"Yes, Daddy," Krisen moaned.
"Do you want my cock now?"
"Yes, Daddy. I want to feel you inside me."
I didn't answer with words, simply moving my hands to the backs of her thighs and hoisting her into the air. I grabbed my cock and pointed it up, and was about to lower her onto it when I had a change of heart. I moved my hands to the small of her back and pushed her even higher, resting her thighs on top of my shoulders as I held her up six feet from the ground.
"OH!" Kristen yelped, gripping the chains to hold herself up.
She needn't have bothered. Usually this position would require assistance (read my Gemma Chan story and you'll see what I mean), but Kristen is so small and weighs so little that I could hold her up all by myself. I moved my hands in between her shoulders, taking the strain of Kristen's arms as I poked my tongue out from between my lips and steered it straight to her pussy.
I started by licking up and down her slit. Unsurprisingly, she was soaking wet. With the combination of Hitachi, flogger and, of course, my cock, that was pretty inevitable. I licked all the moisture from Kristen's pussy then moved up to her clit, licking at it sharply with swift, hard flicks of my tongue. Kristen tipped her head back, long blonde hair dangling down towards the floor as she started moaning loudly. I couldn't see her face, of course, but I could picture her expression: one of pure, unadulterated lust, her skin bright red as blood rushed to her head, even more than it already was.
I felt her thighs start flexing around me, the pointed heels of her black stilettos rubbing against my back. Her pussy started leaking profusely, and I could feel her wetness coating my chin as I licked her clit with force and precision. Kristen threw her head back up, doing so with so much force that I'm surprised she didn't give herself whiplash. I was right about her facial expression; she looked like she was about to explode. A few more licks and she probably would have. But I had other ideas.
Kristen released her grip on the chains, reaching down to grab my head as if she'd just read my mind. Flexing my neck muscles, I lifted my head from between her legs, even as she tried to push me back down. She pressed down hard on the top of my head, finally giving in with an exasperated groan.
"NOOO-HO-HOOOOOO!!!"
She sounded like she was going to cry.
I pushed one of her legs up over my head then let her down slowly, moving my hands to the backs of her thighs. Holding her up with a single hand, I let the chains do most of the work as I grabbed my cock and pointed it upwards. Slotting the tip into Kristen's pussy, I grabbed her hips and pulled her down sharply, impaling her pussy on my big, fat cock.
"Oh my GOD!" Kristen yelled, hair spilling down as she threw her head back, screaming towards the basement ceiling.
I lifted her back up then did it again, pulling her down with dominant force and burying myself inside her. Soon my arms were getting quite the workout as I lifted and dropped the pint-size blonde, dragging her up to the tip of my shaft then pulling her straight back down. Kristen moaned with every pass, gripping the chains as they jangled above her, going slack as I lifted her up then pulling tight as I dropped her back down.
"UH! UH! UH!" Kristen exclaimed, her moans broken up by deafening claps as her perky ass smacked into my pelvis, each sound louder than the one that preceded it.
I kept that up 'til my arms got tired, then moved my hands to the backs of her thighs, holding her in place as I started thrusting. Her head returned to its normal position and Kristen started moaning louder as I pumped my hips with little restraint, drilling my cock into her tight pink pussy.
"Ohhh, fuck! YES!" Kristen moaned. "Yes, yes, yes! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
Kristen tightened her grip on the chains, pulling at them sharply like she was trying to snap them off. She clearly wanted to use her hands and I gave a brief thought to unfastening her cuffs, just to see what she would do with them. Pull me in for a kiss? Drag them down my chest? Or just reach down and start rubbing her clit? I figured it was probably all three, but the question would remain unanswered as Kristen's hands stayed right where they were, clasping tight to the jangling chains as I drove my cock into her perfect pussy, as hard as I could in the awkward position.
I moved my hands up over her ass and wrapped my arms around the small of her back, pulling her closer and holding her against me as my thrusts turned short and sharp. Kristen's moans increased in volume, even though she was getting less dick, and I felt her pussy start tightening around me as muscles tensed all over her body.
She was getting close but once again I left her hanging. Literally, in fact, as I pulled out of her pussy and took a step back, leaving her dangling for a couple of seconds before she put her feet on the floor. She yelled in frustration, following it up with a yelp of pain as I picked up the flogger, hitting it hard against Kristen's stomach. I flogged her again across the tops of her thighs, then once more across the chest.
I put the flogger back down and removed the cuffs from Kristen's wrists. Kristen's hands went straight for my cock, like she was trying to seize it and shove it back inside her. She didn't get a chance to, 'cause the second her fingers curled around my shaft, I grabbed her wrists and pulled them sharply, holding them down by her sides.
"Get down on your knees," I ordered sternly.
I circled behind her as she knelt on the floor, fetching a silk tie and binding her wrists together. I walked back around in front of her, lifting my cock up as I moved in closer, resting it against her face. My balls were pressed against Kristen's mouth, and she immediately took one in between her lips, sucking on it for a fraction of a second before I took it away from her.
"Hey!" I snapped, loudly enough to make her flinch. "Did I say you could do that?"
"No, sir," she responded meekly.
"No, I didn't, did I? You don't do anything unless I tell you. Do you understand me?"
"Yes, sir," Kristen said. She tried to keep a straight face, but a subtle smile played across her lips, telling me how much this was turning her on.
"Good," I said, then placed my cock back against her face.
My shaft was pressed right against her nose, and I could see her nostrils flaring as the smell of my cock flooded directly into them.
"You like that smell?" I asked her.
"Yes, Daddy."
"What does it smell like?"
"It smells like my pussy."
"Oh, yeah? And why's that?"
"'Cause you just fucked me really fucking hard."
"Yeah, you like it like that, don't you? You like getting fucked really hard."
Kristen nodded.
"You're a little slut, aren't you?"
She nodded again. I reached back behind and gripped her hair, pulling her head back sharply.
"Tell me," I snapped. "Tell me whose slut you are."
"I'm your slut, Daddy. I'm your little fucking slut."
"Yes, you are. And what happens to little sluts like you when they don't do what they're told?"
"They get punished," Kristen said.
"That's correct," I said with a grin. "Now come with me."
And with that I grabbed onto Kristen's leash, turning on my heels as I led her across to the final unit. A new installation, this one had been designed for a very specific purpose: spanking. It consisted of a bench, four feet long, with a foot high bump somewhere in the middle that raised the woman's ass up. It had leather cuffs attached to one end and a pair on the legs at the opposite side.
I stood Kristen up and helped her onto the bench. Laying on her stomach, the bump served its intended purpose, raising her ass to the perfect height. The bench ended at just below her shoulders with her arms and head hanging over the edge. I attached the cuffs to Kristen's ankles, which held her lower legs a shoulders' width apart. Then I moved to the opposite end, cuffing her wrists to the table legs. Finally, to wrap things up, I turned the collar around her neck so the ring was at the back of it, then clipped it to a chain that hung from the ceiling, keeping her head raised and choking her ever so slightly.
Once I had her locked in position, I moved around to the side of the bench. There was a rack on a nearby wall, holding various implements. Floggers, paddles, canes etc. I stood before it as I scanned the items, considering each one in turn. Finally I landed on a faux leather riding crop, one of Kristen's favourites. I took it from the rack and turned back towards her, clasping the handle in a tightly clenched fist as I rested the shaft against Kristen's ass.
"Mmm," she moaned, giving her butt an excited wiggle when she realised what was pressing against it.
I lifted it slowly, holding it steady for a couple of seconds then whipping it straight back down. There was an audible swish as the narrow shaft cut the through the air, followed by a deafening * CRACK * as it struck both of Kristen's buttocks.
"AHHH!!!" she yelped as I pulled it back up, revealing the thin but dark red line that the crop had left on her ass.
I moved the riding crop six inches over, bringing it down sharply and striking her again, this time on the tops of her thighs. She shrieked again, louder this time as the crop left a second red mark that matched the first one perfectly. I left another just above her knees, then completed the sequence again, striking Kristen once on the ass then twice on the backs of her thighs. By the time I was done, the skin between knees and hips was patterned with red and white stripes.
I moved around to the front of the bench, taking the riding crop with me as I stepped in front of Kristen. Squatting down, I gripped the chain above her head and pulled it sharply upwards, tightening the collar around Kristen's throat. I didn't do it particularly hard, but it was definitely enough for her to feel it.
"Do you want to suck my cock?" I asked her.
Kristen nodded.
"Tell me."
"Yes, Daddy," Kristen said, her voice a little croaky. "I want to suck your cock."
"Good girl," I said, releasing the chain as I rose to my feet, gripping my cock at the base. "Now open that mouth up for me."
Kristen did so, parting her lips in anticipation.
"Show me your tongue."
Once again she did as I told her, poking her tongue out as far as she could.
"Lick," I said as I pushed myself forward, pressing my slit against the tip of her tongue.
Kristen lapped at the tip of my prick, tasting the juices that coated every inch of my shaft.
"You like how that tastes?" I asked her.
"Mmhmm," she said as she kept on licking, scooping up the precum that had formed inside my slit.
I moved my hand to the top of my shaft and pulled it out of Kristen's reach.
"Tell me how much you like it."
"I love it, Daddy. I love how my pussy tastes off your cock."
I pulled my cock right back to my stomach and held the tip with one of the fingers. I held it there for several seconds then finally released it, flinging it forward into Kristen's face.
"Mmm," she purred, smiling excitedly as she felt its weight slap against her delicate features.
"Tongue out," I said as I pushed in closer, pressing my balls against Kristen's mouth.
Kristen's tongue poked out from her lips and she guided it straight to my balls, licking them with immediate vigour. I placed a hand at the back of her head and moved my cock down slowly, Kristen's tongue pressing against the underside as I dragged it across her face. I dragged it down to Kristen's mouth then pushed the tip inside it, placing a hand at the back of her head as I fed it to her inch by inch. She gagged a little as I went in deeper, a fresh pair of inky black tears trickling out from beneath her blindfold as I pushed my cockhead past her tonsils, closing in on the back of her throat.
Another two inches and Kristen choked, her face turning red as my cockhead sat in the entrance to her gullet, blocking off her airways and forcing her to breathe through her nose.
With her hands cuffed to the table, a blindfold over her eyes and speech obviously out of the question, she could give no signal that she wanted me to stop, so I had to check for signs of resistance. I could feel a little in Kristen's throat but it could've just been her gag reflex. She was pretty well trained when it came to deepthroating but it did still kick in every once and while.
I released my grip on the back of her head to see if she tried to pull it back. But when she didn't, I gripped it even tighter than before as I pushed my cock in the rest of the way, feeling my balls press against her chin as my cock disappeared from view. Looking down, all I could see was Kristen's blonde hair as I pushed her face up against my stomach. I held her there for a close to a minute, keeping my grip on the back of her head as I picked up the riding crop, leaning forward as I lifted it high. I brought it back down with venomous force, drawing another ear-splitting * CRACK * as it smacked down hard onto Kristen's ass.
"UHHH!!!" Kristen shrieked, her voice almost entirely blocked as I lifted the crop once more.
A fresh red line had been left on her ass, bisecting the others that I'd left there earlier. I moved the crop to her other cheek, striking that one too before I pulled my cock back slowly, popping it free from between her lips. I gave her a moment to catch her breath then shoved it straight back in. I sunk back down to the base of the shaft, holding it there as I leaned forward, striking both her cheeks again.
I repeated the process two more times then retrieved my cock from Kristen's throat, my shaft rock hard and dripping with spit. I moved around to the back of the bench and climbed onto the padded surface, kneeling in between her legs. I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft, pressing the tip against her pussy. Kristen's slit was soaking wet, which along the saliva coating my shaft, made slipping inside her incredibly easy. One slight push and I was sheathed to the base.
"Mmmmmm, yes," she moaned out softly, her pussy immediately tightening around me as soon as I touched her cervix.
Grabbing onto Kristen's ass, I started to work my cock back slowly. The sudden grip of Kristen's pussy meant that pulling back out was a lot more taxing than putting it in. But nevertheless it felt amazing and the way her muscles clenched it tight had me throbbing in a matter of moments. I worked my cock back out the tip, noting that a layer of wetness had been added to the spit that was already covering it.
I moved my hands up to Kristen's hips, gripping them hard as I started thrusting. I went at her hard right out of the gate, pulling back out to the ridge of my crown then slamming back in with potent force, going balls deep each time. Kristen moaned as she took each thrust, her groans interspersed by a series of claps as my pelvis smacked against her peach-shaped ass.
Her cheeks were still red from her earlier spanking, and they only got redder as I released my grip on Kristen's hips, lifting my hands up into the air and smacking them down onto Kristen's ass.
"AHHH!!!" she yelped, still reeling from the previous smack as I lifted my hands up and did it again, leaving behind a pair of hand prints.
"Yeah, you like that, Kristen?" I asked her, already knowing the answer. The way she tightened each time I did it told me all I needed to know. "You like it when I spank you like that?"
"I love it, Daddy!" Kristen yelled back. "Spank me like the slut I am!"
I was happy to oblige her, smacking each of her cheeks individually then both of them together. I moved my hands back onto her hips and went in hard with a series of thrusts, feeling her body squirm underneath me as she took the rigorous pounding. Kristen threw her head back sharply, pulling at the chain hanging down from the ceiling as her moans got louder, reverberating off the basement walls.
"Ohhh, GOOODDD!!! I need it so bad!"
"What?" I asked her, smacking her ass. "Tell me what you need."
"I need to cum!" she screamed, her voice almost cracking. "I need to cum on your cock!"
"Beg," I said, stopping my thrusts as I pulled my cock back, leaving just the tip inside her.
"PLEASE!"
"More," I responded, drilling into her pussy with one hard thrust then pulling back out to the tip.
"PLEASE!!!" she repeated, louder this time.
"More!" I said again, making her asscheeks jiggle as I rammed back in with another hard thrust.



"PLEASE, DADDY! PLEASE! PLEASE CAN I CUM ON YOUR COCK!"
This time I didn't respond, simply grabbing the chain above Kristen's head and pulling it sharply as I railed into her pussy with a flurry of deep, hard thrusts. It didn't take many to finish her off.
"OHHH, FUUUCCCKKK!!! YEEESSSSSS!!!" Kristen screamed, her voice slightly muffled as I choked her with the collar.
Her muscles gripped me extra tight as juices gushed from Kristen's pussy, dousing my shaft as I rammed it in deep, burying it inside her one last time. My cockhead pressed against her cervix, throbbing against it as I let it all go, shooting my load into Kristen's pussy.
"MMM, YES!" Kristen moaned.
Feeling me cum reignited her climax, and her pussy squeezed my cock once more as a second wave shot through her body. Another thick load shot out from the tip, mixing with the first one as it flooded into Kristen's womb. I stayed inside her as her muscles relaxed, breathing heavily as I pulled my cock back out to the tip and plucked it free from Kristen's pussy. A wave of spunk came gushing out, dripping from Kristen's snatch and forming a puddle on the padded surface.
I climbed down from the bench and moved around behind it, removing the cuffs from Kristen's ankles. I moved around in front and grabbed my cock, stepping in front of Kristen and pushing it towards her mouth. A blob of cum had been left in the tip and Kristen gave an excited moan as she felt my head press against her lips. She poked her tongue out to try and taste it but I pulled my cock away before she could reach it, her tongue wagging sharply as she lapped at thin air.
"Uh uh," I teased. "Haven't you forgotten something?"
"Oh, I'm sorry, Daddy," Kristen said. "Thank you for making me cum."
"And...?"
"And thank you for cumming in me."
"Are you going to clean up your mess like a good little girl?"
"Yes, sir."
"Good," I said, then pressed my cock back against her lips.
Kristen's lips slid over my crown and she found the slit with the tip of her tongue, licking out the remaining cum. I plucked my cock from between her lips and unclipped her collar from the chain above her, grabbing a leash from a nearby cabinet. I fastened the leash to Kristen's collar then squatted down to uncuff her wrists. I pulled at the leash, Kristen turning under my direction as I strolled around the side of the bench.
Kristen poked her tongue out from between her lips, scooping up some of my cum as she dragged it slowly across the padded surface. Lifting her head up, she pulled her tongue back into her mouth, swallowing my cum in a single gulp then going back for seconds. A few more licks from Kristen's tongue and my load had disappeared, the surface so clean you could eat your dinner off it.
"Good girl," I said, placing a finger underneath her chin and angling her up to face me, a satisfied grin stretched across that gorgeous face.
I helped her off the bench, leaving her on the floor as I gathered my clothes then led her towards the basement door. I unclipped the leash from Kristen's collar and finally removed her blindfold, telling her to close her eyes so she wasn't blinded by the basement lights. We went back upstairs where I rewarded Kristen's obedience by eating her out in the shower. Then, after I'd fixed us something to eat, the two of us went back down to the basement where we made good use of the remaining units. We fucked once more when we went upstairs, finally passing out in the early hours.
Sunday was her final day and to mark the occasion, Kristen had invited another of her friends. She didn't tell me who it was or what we'd be doing, but I expected something similar to her first night here, only less planned out and more spontaneous. But as her friend was due to arrive and we went into the lounge to greet her, Kristen threw me a pretty big curveball.
"This time, I'm in charge."
Now, this was surprising to say the least. I never expected Kristen to want to take control of anything, and it made me wonder what it meant for me. Would it be a full on role-reversal, with Kristen tying me up? Sucking my dick to the brink of climax then leaving me with blue balls while she ate her friend's pussy for several hours straight? Wouldn't be the first time that's happened to me (see my Ana de Armas and Rosamund Pike story if you'd like to know the details), but something like that happening with Kristen was about the last thing I'd expected.
The doorbell rang moments later, so I didn't get clarification, but a million thoughts were racing through my mind as Kristen opened the front door, greeting her friend with a hug and a kiss. Kristen's friend was Justine Lupe, a tall, sexy blonde, who I immediately recognised from Mrs Maisel and Succession. Both were dressed similarly, in jeans and a light knit cardigan; Justine's was black and Kristen's was yellow. Kristen introduced us then I went to fix us all a coffee while the girls took a seat on the couch. Turns out they'd met on the set of Kristen's upcoming Netflix show, where Justine plays her sister, so there was a lot of discussion about the shoots and what they thought the show would be like.
But as we finished our coffees and I opened a pack of cookies that I had in the cupboard, the conversation took an interesting turn. Turns out their characters in the show co-host a podcast about sex and relationships, and the girls thought it right to share everything about their real life sex lives to help them get into the role. I'm no critic but I've gotta say, that's the kind of method acting that I can get behind.
So naturally, Justine was well aware of Kristen's fetishes and knew all about what went on here. She even knew what happened on Friday. I'd noticed that Kristen had been texting someone throughout the weekend (whenever she wasn't tied up) and assumed it was her husband. But, well...I guess not. Anyway, it didn't take long for that to come up and regarding our plans for the rest of the day, Justine had made the same assumption I had.
"So what are we doing today then?" she asked, taking a bite of her cookie. "More of the same?"
Kristen grinned and looked at me. "Do you want to tell her or should I?"
I looked at Justine as she hoisted an eyebrow, clearly intrigued by Kristen's words. "She's in charge this time."
"Oh, wow! Kristen!" said Justine. She sounded as surprised as I was. "Damn, girl. I didn't know you had it in you."
"I don't think she does have it in her," I said with a smirk.
"Me neither," said Justine and the two of us practically burst out laughing.
Kristen gasped, then scowled at us both. "Ohh, I'll show you. Come with me."
And with that Kristen rose from her chair, marching defiantly towards my bedroom. Justine looked at me, trying not to giggle as we both stood up and took off after Kristen. When we reached my room, Kristen was waiting in the doorway, looking very stern as she ushered us through. We both went through and Justine slipped off her cardigan, revealing the tight white top that she was wearing underneath. We stood there waiting as Kristen followed us in, ready our next instructions. After all, she was in charge.
There's an ottoman on the far side of the room and Kristen headed straight for that, crossing her legs as she leant back slightly and placed her hands on the leather. There was a momentary pause while we looked at Kristen, sitting there impatiently like she was expecting us to do something.
"Well?" she said, staring at us with her eyebrows raised. "You guys gonna fuck or what?"
Justine and I turned to look at one another, giving a little grin and a shrug as we moved in close and wrapped our arms around each other. Mine went around the small of her back while Justine's went around my shoulders, lightly gripping the back of my head as she pulled me in for a kiss. The kiss was slow but very intense, fraught with passion and heavy on the tongue. As my hands moved down to Justine's hips, one of her arms came free from my shoulders and a hand began to touch my chest.
"Yeah, that's it. Grab her ass," Kristen said, clearly aware of where my hands were going next.
I did just that and gripped it hard, squeezing both cheeks through her skin tight jeans. As Justine and I continued to kiss, her hand moved slowly across my abs, past the beltline and down my crotch.
"Mmm, yes! Rub his cock," Kristen encouraged. "Is he getting hard for you?"
"Mmhmm," Justine replied and I can confirm that I definitely was. In fact, I was almost fully erect as Justine started stroking up and down my shaft, moaning slightly as we kissed; she clearly liked the feel of it.
"Take off her shirt," Kristen said and again I did as instructed.
Peeling my lips away from Justine's, I grabbed the hem of her tight white top and pulled it up an inch at a time, revealing first her flat, toned midriff, then her perky tits. She lifted her arms up so I could remove it, then dropped it down onto the floor. I leaned back in and kissed her neck, feeling a hand return to my cock as I moved down slowly, kissing past her collarbone and down to her lovely chest. I wrapped my lips around one of her nipples, sucking it gently as my eager hands went back to her ass, groping and squeezing with greater exertion.
"Mmm, fuck yeah!" Kristen purred. "Suck on her titties."
I continued to do so with ardent enthusiasm, switching to her other breast as Kristen gave out further instructions.
"Open those pants up for me. I want to see his cock."
Swirling my tongue around one of her nipples, Justine began to unbuckle my belt, quickly undoing the clasp on my pants and lowering the zipper. She let my pants fall down to my knees then gripped the waistband of my boxer briefs, pulling those down as well. My cock was already hard and it got a little stiffer as Justine grabbed it and gave it a stroke, kissing me again as she did so.
"Mm-mm," said Kristen, "don't touch it yet. I want you to tease him a little."
Justine released her grip on my cock, peeling her lips from mine as she moved down lower, kissing my neck in several places. Her hands reached up and touched my chest, then started to slowly slide down my body as she left a kiss just below my collarbone. Justine began to drop down slowly, kissing across my chest as she moved her hand down over my abs, latching onto both my hips.
I could feel my cock growing steadily harder as her perfect lips pressed against my skin, blazing a trail that traversed my pecs and continued down to my stomach. By the time she reached the floor, my cock was fully erect, pointing at her gorgeous face as she dropped to her knees before me. Justine looked up with her big blue eyes, sticking her tongue out from between her lips and pressing the tip against mine.
"Uh uh," said Kristen. "Not yet. Keep teasing him."
Justine moved her head to the side, kissing my left hip, then moving across the top of my thigh and back towards my pelvis.
"OK, now you can touch it," Kristen permitted. "But only with your lips."
Turning to the side, Justine pressed her lips to the base of my shaft and began to kiss along the side of it. My cockhead twitched as she reached the tip, kissing it a couple of times then moving straight back down.
"Ooo, that's hot," Kristen purred, leaning forward in her seat a little and running her hands over the tops of her thighs. "Now use your tongue."
Justine poked her tongue out and pressed it against the underside, running it along the length of my shaft until she reached the tip. She dragged her tongue up over my helmet then moved around in front of me, lapping at my winking slit.
"Mmm, yeah, like that," Kristen said, spreading her legs a little as she moved her hands to the insides of her thighs and dragged them back towards her crotch. "Can you taste his precum?"
"Mmhmm," Justine said, wearing a smirk as she used her tongue to encircle my cockhead, swirling around it at an agonising pace.
"That feel good, Tyler?" Kristen asked me.
"Uh huh," I moaned back, fighting the urge to grab Justine's head and push her down onto my cock.
"You want to feel her mouth on you now?"
"Please," I said desperately, clenching both my fists.
A grin formed on Kristen's face; she could see the kind of pain I was in.
"Yeah?" she asked. "You wanna feel that pretty much on your cock?"
I nodded my head, clamping my eyes shut as an anguished look spread across my face.
"OK. Go ahead, Justine."
She didn't need to tell her twice. Grabbing my hips, Justine's lips parted swiftly as she wrapped them around the tip of my cock. Those gorgeous eyes stared up into mine as Justine started bobbing her head, taking my cock down inch by inch. She'd barely taken me halfway down when I felt my dick start throbbing, precum leaking from the slit as I felt it move past Justine's tonsils and towards the back of her throat. A few more passes and Justine had swallowed the last few inches, my crown pushing down into her gullet as she took me down to the base. I tipped my head back and moaned towards the ceiling, feeling her tongue lap against the underside as she held me in between her lips.
She kept me there for several seconds then pulled back to the tip, slowly revealing the thick coat of spittle that her mouth had left behind. She sucked at my helmet a couple of times, my cockhead twitching in between her lips as she flicked her tongue against the slit. Justine tightened her grip on my hips, ready to plunge back down to the hilt when Kristen stopped her, calling to her from across the room.
"OK, that's enough."
Justine gripped my cock at the base, popping it free from between her lips.
"Come to me," Kristen added.
I'd been looking at Justine instead of her (for obvious reasons), and not being able to see who Kristen was looking at, I naturally assumed she was talking to me. I moved away from in front of Justine and started to cross the room, managing only a couple of steps before Kristen quickly stopped me.
"Uh uh," she said, shaking her head back and forth. "Not you. Her."
I stopped in my tracks, stepping back towards the bed as Justine stood and moved towards Kristen. Using a finger to beckon her closer, Kristen stared her down as she crossed the room, reeling her in like a fish. Justine stopped and stood before her.
"Take off your pants," Kristen said.
I heard Justine unzip her fly, then arched her back as she pulled her jeans down. Her pert ass came into view, tightly hugged by a light blue pair of frilly French knickers. Kristen placed her hands on her hips, and as she reached around to grab her ass, I could hear her kissing some part of her body. I couldn't see which part it was, but from the level Kristen's head was at, I guessed it was Justine's stomach.
"Sit," said Kristen as she peeled her hands from Justine's ass and patted one of her thighs.
Justine climbed onto the ottoman, stradling Kristen as she wrapped her arms around her shoulders. Kristen's arms went around her back, sliding back down towards Justine's ass as they started making out. Now, I'd love to give you more info on that but unfortunately I couldn't see it. But I got a good view of Justine's ass as Kristen groped and squeezed it, so not too bad all things considered.
Justine lifted her ass up slightly and the next thing I heard was Kristen's lips pursing as she sucked on one of her nipples. Again, I couldn't see it, but it sounded hot, and if the images in my mind were anything to go by, then the visuals were just as good.
"Undress me," said Kristen.
Justine's hands moved down to her stomach as she freed the buttons on Kristen's cardigan and slid it down her arms, leaving it bunched on top of the ottoman. The two of them kissed a couple more times then Justine climbed down from Kristen's lap, kneeling on the floor at her feet. She opened the fly on Kristen's jeans, and Kristen kicked her shoes off as she started to pull them down. She pulled them down past Kristen's feet and moved them out of the way. Kristen looked at me with a teasing grin as Justine pushed her legs apart and kissed along the inside of her thigh.
"Take my panties off," Kristen instructed, and Justine promptly did so, peeling them down Kristen's legs and dropping them onto the floor.
Justine kissed along her other thigh, placing her hands on the floor beneath her as she buried her face in between them. Kristen tipped her head back and moaned, running her fingers through Justine's hair.
"Yeah, come on, baby. Eat that pussy," Kristen encouraged, looking at me and winking; she knew how badly I wanted to join them.
Though I couldn't see too much of the action, the image before me was seriously hot. Kristen's face was lit up with pleasure and moans poured out from between her lips as she gripped the back of Justine's head, holding her face in her pussy.
It wasn't the first time I'd watched two women have sex with each other without being permitted to join (it wasn't the first time this week, in fact), and I found myself doing what I always do in these situations, which is insert myself into it mentally. Justine's ass looked seriously inviting, and I couldn't help but picture myself kneeling down behind her, peeling her panties down and shoving my cock into her, making her scream into Kristen's pussy.
The urge to grab my cock and stroke it was almost overwhelming, and once I started picturing that, I could no longer resist it. But I didn't get to do it for long. In fact, I only managed a half-dozen strokes before Kristen put a stop to it, scolding me from across the room.
"Hey! Did I say you could touch your cock?"
I shook my head.
"No, I didn't, did I? You put those hands on the bed and keep them there. Unless you might want to tie you up for a change."
Might be fun, I thought to myself, and a little grin formed on Kristen's face that told me she was thinking the same. Anyway, I did as she told me, releasing the grip on the base of my shaft and placing my hands down beside me.
It was around this time that Justine lifted her hands off the floor and wrapped her arms around Kristen's thighs.
"Oh!" Kristen yelped, her eyes popping open. I still couldn't see what Justine was doing, but whatever it was, it looked to me like she was doing it harder.
"Phew! OK, she's going for it now," Kristen declared, looking at me with a grin as she scooped up Justine's hair, holding it out like a length of rope.
"Mmm, yeah. That's it," Kristen moaned, looking at Justine. "You want me to cum?"
"Mmhmm," Justine responded, mumbling through a mouthful of pussy.
"You want me to cum on that pretty face?"
Justine nodded as Kristen lifted her ass off her seat and started rubbing her pussy against her face. My lack of vision was a constant frustration, and my brain was working overtime trying to picture all the things that they might have been doing to each other. Right now, in my mind at least, Justine had her tongue stuck out and was keeping it nice and flat so Kristen could rub up against it.
"Oh, YES!" Kristen shrieked, grabbing the back of Justine's head. "Yes, yes, yes! Keep going! Keep going!"
Her eyes clamped shut, her features skewed as she pumped her hips with greater exertion, grinding her clit against Justine's tongue. Her screams got louder, building to a violent crescendo. A few more seconds and she hit her peak, her limbs giving out from beneath her as she collapsed down onto the ottoman. She released her grip on Justine's hair, gently combing her fingers through it as satisfied moans spilled forth from her lips, her perky chest heaving as she puffed out heavy breaths.
Justine emerged from between her legs and started to kiss up Kristen's stomach. Kristen sat up slowly, placing a finger under Justine's chin as she leaned in to kiss her, tasting her pussy off her lips and tongue.



"Mmm, good girl," Kristen purred, a contented smile pulling at the sides of her mouth. "You want to suck his cock now?"
Justine nodded.
Kristen grinned and kissed her again. "Go ahead."
Justine turned on her hands and knees, and Kristen gave her ass a little slap as she started crawling towards me.
"Lay back so I can see," Kristen said, looking at me from across the room.
I did as instructed, laying on my back across the mattress, my cock hanging limply over one of my thighs. Despite the show they'd been putting on for me, I'd gone a little soft once Kristen had stopped me from stroking it. Justine joined me moments later, climbing onto the bed and kneeling in between my legs.
"Hmm, looks like he's gone a bit soft there," Kristen observed. "Why don't you play with it a little and see if that wakes him up."
Justine gripped my cock at the base and spat out a string of saliva that dropped down onto the tip. She wrapped her other hand around the top of my shaft and started to jerk it, using her spit as lube. Five or six strokes and my dick was rock hard again, starting to throb in the palms of her hands as she pumped her fist up and down it.
"Mmm, it's definitely woken up," Justine grinned, looking at Kristen and then back at me.
Dipping her head down, her lips enveloped my swollen cockhead as she started to suck at the tip. Spit dripped out from between her lips, making sure my cock stayed nice and slick as she worked her hand along the length of my shaft, stroking with the perfect pressure. Justine gave a few more strokes then started to bob her head, her lips and hand both moving in sync. It felt incredible and I couldn't help but moan out loud as I let my head fall back into the pillows, relishing the feeling that was coursing through me.
"Hmm, he's enjoying that, huh?" Kristen declared; I could hear the smirk in her voice.
"Mmhmm," said Justine, speaking into my cock like a microphone.
"Why don't you take him a little deeper?" Kristen suggested. "I bet he'd really like that."
Justine kept her grip on the base as she removed her other hand from around my shaft, sinking her lips further down. I lifted my head up and watched, enjoying the way my cock disappeared as her head went lower, taking me down an inch at a time. I felt my crown push past her tonsils then a louder moan escaped my lips as my tip pressed against the back of her throat.
"Ooo, how deep are you now?" Kristen asked me.
"Throat," I said back, a noticeable strain in my voice as I felt my cockhead twitching, precum leaking into Justine's throat.
"Ohh, wow! Impressive," Kristen said. "Think you can go any deeper?"
"Uh huh," Justine responded, answering as best she could with her mouth so full of cock.
Justine removed her hand from the base and pushed her head down slowly, coaxing a louder moan from me as I felt my crown go into her throat.
"Hmm, he does like it, doesn't he?" Kristen said. Her tone was a mixture of arousal and amusement, like she was getting off on watching it, but also taking pleasure in watching me squirm.
Justine's lips went one inch lower and I felt a spasm shoot through my cock, like it could blow at any minute. I gripped the bedsheets, biting my lip to keep from moaning. The more I liked it, the more that Kristen would tease me, so I hid my enjoyment as best I could. Using my arms to prop myself up, I watched as Justine closed her eyes, forcing her head down lower and swallowing the final inch. I tilted my head back, unable to prevent the inevitable moan that shot straight up to the ceiling. I could feel her spit dripping down my shaft, her sprightly tongue lapping at the underside as she wrapped her lips around the base.
"Phew! Damn, girl!" Kristen exclaimed. "You don't fuck around, do you?"
"Mm-mm," mumbled Justine.
"Right, I think he's had enough now," Kristen declared. "Why don't you go ahead and pop him back out for me."
Justine pulled her lips back slowly, leaving behind a coat of spit as she dragged them back to the tip of my prick and plucked it out from between them. Kristen stood and walked towards the bed. She put her hands to Justine's face and pulled her in for a kiss, tasting my cock off her lips and tongue.
"OK, cutie, I think you're doing too much giving," Kristen said as she broke the kiss. "Let's lay you down on this bed here so I can return the favour."
She kissed her again then looked at me.
"And you, go sit over there."
She pointed across the room where she'd just been sitting. With a heavy heart and an even heavier nutsack, I got up from the bed and trudged across the room, taking a seat on the ottoman. Justine laid down where I'd just been and Kristen climbed on top of her. Justine's hands went around her waist, grabbing Kristen's ass as she leaned down and kissed her, winking at me as she did so. Their lips came apart and Justine ran her hands up Kristen's back as Kristen looked down at her, brushing blonde hair from her face.
"I'm gonna need you to be my eyes, OK?" Kristen said. "Tell me if he touches his cock."
"OK," Justine giggled as Kristen moved down to kiss her neck.
Kristen kissed past Justine's collarbone and down to her perky chest. Taking her tits in the palms of her hands, she swirled her tongue around one of her nipples then locked her lips around it. Justine gave a contented moan, brushing her fingers through Kristen's hair as she suckled like a babe in arms. It was quite a sight, as I'm sure you can imagine, and as Kristen switched to the other breast, Justine glanced across at me, making sure I wasn't enjoying it a little too much. Nothing to report; my hands were by my sides. But it was taking some effort and a hell of a lot of willpower to keep them there.
Kristen left her tits behind and began to kiss down Justine's stomach, shifting back to the foot of the bed. She wrapped her arms around those mile-long legs, kissing along the inside of her thigh and pressing her lips to the crotch of her panties. Kristen kissed her pussy in several places then put her tongue against it, dragging it up slowly as she licked her through the fabric. Kristen did that a couple more times then hooked her fingers under the waistband of Justine's panties and started to remove them. She pulled them down over Justine's feet then scrunched them into a ball, bringing them to her nose so she could smell her pussy.
"Mmm, these smell good," Kristen purred, looking across at me. "You want them?"
I nodded, picturing those panties wrapped around my cock, lubing it up with Justine's wetness.
"Too bad," said Kristen, leaving them in a ball beside her.
Justine giggled as Kristen moved her head back between her legs and pressed her tongue to the slit of her pussy. Licking slowly, Justine tipped her head back and moaned as Kristen's tongue moved up her clit and started brushing against it. I could see the kind of licks she was giving her; short, sharp flicks that hit her clit with force and speed. A few more of those and Kristen got her lips involved, smothering Justine's clit with them as she worked it with her tongue.
Now, I couldn't see what she was doing, of course, so I didn't know if she tried something new or continued with the same technique. But whatever she was doing, Justine was loving every second of it. Closing her eyes, Justine's head stayed tilted back as moans poured forth from between her lips, a hand on top of Kristen's head while she pawed at her tits with the other.
It was so fucking hot that I almost couldn't take it, and my cock was screaming out for me to grab it and jerk it as hard as I could. And with Justine's eyes still firmly shut and Kristen busy as she licked her out, I probably could've done so. But still I managed to fight the temptation, even as I pictured myself kneeling behind Kristen and ramming my cock into her pussy.
Kristen lifted her head up, glancing at me briefly as if she'd heard what I'd just been thinking. Slipping two fingers in between her lips, she wet them with spit before she brought them back down and eased them into Justine's pussy. Justine gave a contented sigh as Kristen's fingers pushed inside her and her mouth went back to the nub of her clit. I still couldn't see what she was doing, but if I had to guess, I'd say she'd curled her fingers inside her and had gone in search of her g-spot. And as Justine's head shot up swiftly and her eyes came flying open, I knew that I was probably right and that Kristen had already found it.
"Oh, yeah! Right there," Justine moaned. "Fuuuck, that's it."
"You gonna cum for me, baby?" Kristen asked her, prying her lips from around her pussy.
"Yeah. Yeah. I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!" Justine panted, frantically nodding her head.
Kristen poked her tongue out, keeping her mouth wide open as she put to Justine's clit. A few sharp flicks from Kristen's tongue and Justine made good on her promise. She closed her eyes, moans tumbling from between her lips as a look of pleasure spread across her face. Kristen peeled her tongue from Justine's pussy, licking her thumb and using it to rub her clit.
"Oh my God, I can feel her squeezing," Kristen said, looking at me with a teasing grin.
By this point I was itching so hard to get in on the action that I felt like my head was about to explode. My cock was throbbing, begging me to stuff into Kristen's mouth. Or Justine's pussy. Anywhere warm and wet. And if the sounds I could hear were anything to go by, Justine's pussy was exactly that. It was literally squelching as Kristen pumped her fingers into it, fucking her through the throes of climax.
A final shudder passed through her body, and her moans gave way to deep, heavy breaths as she hit her peak and began to come down, dropping her head into the pillows. Kristen peeled her thumb from her clit and eased her fingers from Justine's pussy, both of them drenched in cum.
"Oh, wow!" she said as she saw how wet they were, bringing them to her mouth and sucking them clean.
Crawling forward, Kristen laid on top of Justine, giving her a taste of her pussy as she leaned in and kissed her.
"Did that feel good, baby?" Kristen asked as Justine's hands slid down her back and grabbed onto her asscheeks.
"Mmhmm," Justine nodded, sporting a coquettish grin as she bit her lower lip.
"You want some cock now?"
"May I?" asked Justine, batting her lashes in a way that was hard to say 'no' to. I almost answered myself.
"Yes, you may," Kristen giggled.
She leaned down to kiss her again then climbed down from on top of her. Justine sat up then stepped down off the bed, staring me down as she crossed the room. Kristen sat at the edge of the bed and reached a hand in between her legs, rubbing her pussy as Justine straddled me. Planting her knees either side of me, Justine's arms went around my neck while I wrapped my own around the small of her back, grabbing her ass with both hands.
Justine pressed her lips against mine, pushing her tongue into my mouth as she reached back behind her, gripping my cock at the base. She rubbed the tip against the slit of her pussy, showing me how wet she was after Kristen warmed her up. The answer was 'very' and I felt my cockhead twitch as it slid her slick opening, begging to be let inside.
A few more rubs and Justine obliged me, sinking herself down and feeding me into her pussy. Justine gasped as our lips came apart, feeling herself stretch as I slipped inside her. Needless to say, she felt amazing. Not only was she super wet, but her pussy was incredibly tight, and I could feel my cock start throbbing already as she sunk down lower, taking me down to the hilt.
Her eyes bulged wide and her lips gaped open in a perfect O as she felt how deep I was inside her. She stayed like that for several seconds then started riding me, using all the muscle in her thighs to work her tight pussy up and down my dick. I used my arms to help her out, tightening my grip on her peach-shaped ass as I lifted her up to the tip of prick then dropped her straight back down, loud * SMACK * sounds filling the room as her buttcheeks slapped against the tops of my thighs.
"Mmm, yeah. That's it. Ride that dick, baby." Kristen encouraged.
I couldn't see what she was doing over there, but she moaned a little as she spoke, and I could hear a faint squelching sound that told me all I needed to know; Kristen was fingering her pussy. Clearly she was enjoying the show, and I can only begin to imagine how good it must have looked from where she was sitting. Justine's hair spilling down her back. That pert, toned ass clasped tight in my hands, rising and falling with rhythmic pace as she took my cock down again and again.
But Kristen didn't sit watching for long. Though so loud were sounds of sex that I didn't hear her get up from her seat and cross the room to join us. I didn't become aware of her presence until her hands pressed against my thighs, pushing them apart so she could crawl in between them. The next thing I felt was her perfect lips, wrapping firmly around one of my balls and suckling upon it with immediate vigour. She popped it free and switched to the other, bathing both nuts in her warm saliva.
She pressed her tongue to the base of my shaft and started to lick up the underside. Justine's eyes went suddenly wide and a breathy moan flew forth from between her lips, telling me where her tongue went next.
"Ohhh, yes, Kristen! Lick my asshole, baby."
I immediately tightened my grip on her ass, spreading her cheeks for Kristen as I lifted her up to the tip of my shaft, and held her there as I started thrusting.
"Oh, fuck! YES!" Justine screamed, her eyes bulging even wider as I started to bounce my ass off the leather, drilling up into her pussy with a flurry of deep, hard thrusts.
Her muscles contracted, squeezing my cock for all its worth as Kristen kept licking her ass. I couldn't see what she was doing exactly but considering how hard I'd pulled her cheeks apart, I wouldn't have been at all surprised if she'd pushed her tongue right into her asshole. And even if she hadn't done that, that's what I was picturing.
Whatever she was doing, she was doing it well, 'cause it finished Justine off in a matter of seconds. I gave one last thrust in Justine's pussy then pulled her back to the base of my shaft, keeping her there as her orgasm hit. She threw her head back sharply, screaming towards the ceiling as the feeling started pulsing through her, shaking her down to the core.
"OH MY GOOODDD!!! YEEESSS!!!"
Her muscles clamped around the width of my shaft, threatening to snap it at the base as juices burst forth from deep inside her, soaking me from base to tip. Her head dropped back to its usual position and she had a dazed look on her face as her body gave out and slumped down onto my chest.
I peered down over Justine's shoulder, confirming my suspicions as I watched Kristen's tongue slide out of her asshole, a satisfied grin now etched across her face. Kristen's mouth went back to my balls and I knew exactly where she wanted it next. I lifted Justine off of my cock and it popped from her pussy with considerable force, nearly hitting Kristen in the face as it flopped back and forth in front of her. Again, she pressed her tongue to the base, licking up Justine's wetness as she dragged it all the way to the tip, cleaning up the precum that had pooled in my urethra.
"Mmm, you taste so good," Kristen said. I wasn't sure if she was talking to me, Justine or both of us, but my money's on the latter.
Kristen gripped my cock at the shaft and started to stroke it as she lifted her head up, sliding her tongue along Justine's pussy and licking up more of her cum. Then she sunk her head back down again, taking my cock about halfway down before she plucked it free from between her lips and returned her mouth to Justine's pussy.
Kristen did that several times, switching back and forth between cock and pussy until Justine climbed down from on top of me. Kristen stood and turned on her heels, peering over her shoulder and sticking her ass out as she slowly squatted down. Justine gripped my cock at the base and pointed it up at Kristen's pussy. Kristen's slit pressed against my helmet and the next thing I felt was the tightness of her pussy as her lips spread around the swollen tip.
"Mmm, fuck! That's so hot," said Justine, watching intently as Kristen's pussy slowly stretched around my cockhead.
She wasn't wrong. The view of Kristen's pussy devouring my cock was always nice to see, but when it was combined with the perfect shape of her pert little ass, it really was a sight for sore eyes. I laid back and watched as she went down lower, elbows propping me up as my cock slowly vanished from sight, sinking into the depths of Kristen's slick, warm pussy. Justine released her grip on the shaft and Kristen swallowed the last few inches, her perky ass cheeks touching my pelvis as she sunk right down to the base.
"Mmm, yes!" Kristen moaned, staying there a moment so she could feel how deep I was.
Then she placed her hands on my knees, essentially using them to push herself up as she lifted her ass up slowly, working her pussy back up to the tip. She stayed like that for several seconds, showing me how wet she'd left my cock. In fact, Kristen held the pose so long that Justine had time to move her head in, press her tongue against the base of my shaft and lick right up to Kristen's ass.
"Ooo!" Kristen purred, and I felt her pussy squeeze my tip as Justine's tongue dragged across her asshole. "That felt nice. Do you want to sit on his face?"
"May I?" asked Justine.
"Go right ahead," Kristen said as she slowly sunk back down.
I watched her pussy slide down my shaft, only catching about half of the show before Justine pressed her hand to my chest and pushed me down onto the leather. It was such an incredible sight that it seemed a shame to block it out. But I've never complained about a gorgeous woman sitting on my face before, and I'm not about to start now.
Justine threw a leg over my head, planting her knees either side of it. Dropping her ass down slowly, my eyes gazed up at her tight pink pussy as she lowered it towards me, setting it down on top of my face. Wrapping my arms around the tops of her thighs, I held her in place as I poked my tongue out, steering it straight to her clit. It was still rock hard from her previous pounding, and it only got harder as I dragged my tongue across five or six times, feeling her moisture on my lips and chin. Justine reached back and gripped my hair, moaning loudly as I licked her faster, lapping at her clit with quick, hard flicks of my tongue.
Kristen's moans got louder too and soon their voices were merging as one, providing a pleasing backing track to the lively chorus of deafening * SMACKS * that filled the expanse of the room, steadily growing in speed and tempo as she rode me faster and harder. Kristen's pussy felt fucking amazing, gripping and squeezing every inch of me as she worked it swiftly up and down my shaft, using my cock like a toy.
I let her do that a few more times then unwrapped my arms from Justine's thighs and reached them down towards Kristen. The first thing I did was grab her hips, prompting a yelp to escape her lips as I pulled her down to the base of my shaft. Then I moved a hand to the small of her back and started to push her forward. Kristen took the hint, leaning further forward under my direction. I couldn't see how she ended up, but from the amount that I felt her back go down, it seemed like she had doubled over, leaning so far forward that she could have touched her toes.
I left a hand on her hip to keep her in place as I moved the other to Justine's back and did the same to her. Justine took the hint as well, leaning right forward until her torso pressed against mine, her face sinking into Kristen's ass. Then, when I had them how I wanted, I moved both hands to Justine's ass, gripping it tightly as I pumped my hips off the leather beneath me, ramming my cock into Kristen's pussy.



"Ohhh, FUCK!" Kristen screamed, and I could tell that, in this position, my cock was hitting her particularly deeply.
I returned my tongue to Justine's clit and started licking her harder than ever. Her moans got louder, but I could tell from how muffled they'd become that she was licking Kristen's asshole. The sudden contractions of Kristen's muscles as I drilled up into her pussy provided further proof.
Needless to say, it didn't take long to finish them off. Justine screamed into Kristen's ass, then Kristen screamed too a few moments later, like Justine's voice had gone into her asshole, passed through her body and then came out of her mouth. I felt Kristen tighten around me and I kept on thrusting up into her pussy, even as my cock was doused with fluid, my mouth getting much the same treatment as I continued to tongue at Justine's clit, licking up every last drop.
I didn't stop thrusting or flicking my tongue until their screams gave out, Kristen's muscles beginning to relax. She took a moment to compose herself then climbed down off my dick, leaving behind, what I can only assume, was a very thick layer of cum. Though with Justine in such close proximity, I didn't expect it would be there for long.
And I was right. In fact, my tip had barely slipped out of Kristen's pussy when I felt her tongue press against the base and lick its way to the top of my shaft, cleaning up my precum as she ran it across the slit. Staying in the 69, she slid her lips down over my helmet and worked them slowly down the length of my shaft, sucking up every drop of moisture that she found along the way. Her lips sunk down to the base and I gave a little moan of my own as I dragged my tongue along the slit of her pussy, licking up all her cum. After all, that's what she was doing to me, so it only felt fair that I return the favour. I felt her lips slide up to the tip, releasing it with a * POP * before she lifted her head up and finally climbed down from top of me.
"Hmm, that was fun, huh?" Kristen said, panting a little as she spoke.
"Mmhmm," said Justine, a grin stretched across her face as she stepped back down onto the bedroom floor.
I swung my legs down onto the carpet, perching on the edge of the ottoman as Justine and Kristen approached each other, wrapping their arms around each other's bodies as they shared a lingering kiss.
"You want to eat my pussy some more?" Kristen asked, running her hands up Justine's back as they pried their lips apart.
"Yes, ma'am," Justine said, nodding her head with enthusiasm.
"Come with me," Kristen said, and with that she took her friend by the hand and led her across the room.
"Stay there," she added as she raised her free hand up, not even turning to look at me.
But I did what she told me regardless, even refraining from stroking my cock (for now, at least) as Kristen climbed up onto the bed and laid across the mattress. Justine climbed up after her and crawled in between her legs, wrapping her arms around Kristen's thighs and placing her hands on her stomach. Justine got to it without hesitation, poking her tongue out from between her lips and guiding it straight to her clit.
Kristen's head fell into the pillows and a moan spilled forth from between her lips as she placed a hand on Justine's head, raking her hair back as she ate her pussy. Her eyes fell shut, free hand pawing at her tits as her moans increased in volume, echoing off the bedroom walls.
"Mmm, yes! Right there, baby. Fuck, I love that tongue."
Then she turned towards me, opening up those bright blue eyes as she gazed at me from across the room.
"That cock still nice and hard for me?" she asked, a cat-like purr in her voice.
I nodded. Of course it was.
"Bring it over here," she casually said then turned her eyes back towards Justine, fingers still combing through that long blonde hair.
I stood from the ottoman and walked across the room, my cock leading the way like it was drawn to the bed by magnetic force. I moved towards Kristen and stood beside her, my cock pointing at the side of her face.
"Mm-mm," she said without even looking, then pointed a finger at Justine's ass, looking oh so inviting as it thrust up into the air.
I moved towards the foot of the bed and climbed onto the mattress, kneeling behind Justine. I placed a hand on one of her hips and gripped my cock with the other, pressing the tip to her still wet pussy. With a gentle thrust, I pushed inside her, drawing a muffled moan as she licked Kristen's pussy. Kristen raised her head up, using her arms to hold herself up as I uncurled my fingers from the base of my shaft, gripping both of Justine's hips as I pushed my cock in deeper.
"You like feeling that cock in you, baby?" Kristen asked her.
"Mmhmm," Justine replied, moaning deeply into Kristen's snatch.
"Oh, yeah? He in there nice and deep?"
Justine nodded, and I can confirm that I certainly was. In fact, her pussy was so fucking wet that I'd sunk to the base in the blink of an eye, feeling my tip press against her cervix as I sheathed myself inside her.
"I bet he is," Kristen chuckled and then looked up at me. "How's that pussy feel, huh? She nice and wet for you?"
"Oh, yeah," I said with a grin, pulling my cock back out to the tip, to see just how wet it was.
Spoiler alert: it was absolutely sodden, and my cock was glistening with so much moisture that it looked like I'd doused it in lube. I considered taking it out and showing it to Kristen, but decided against it; Justine's pussy felt way too good. Instead, I tightened my grip on her hips, holding her steady as I threw myself forward and rammed back into her pussy.
"OH MY GOD!" Justine moaned, lifting her head from Kristen's pussy.
"Ooo-hoo-hoo!" Kristen chuckled. "That was a hard one, huh?"
"Uh huh," Justine gasped, still reeling from the force of my thrust.
"Do you want it hard like that or do you want him to fuck you slowly?" Kristen asked her.
I drew my cock back out to the tip, keeping it there as I waited for an answer.
"I want it hard," Justine said, her voice a little shaky. I could hear how much she wanted it.
"Of course you do." Kristen grinned at her and then looked up at me. "Well you heard her. Give it to her nice and..."
"OH!" Justine yelped.
Kristen didn't even get a chance to finish her instruction before I drilled back into Justine's pussy, going in deep with another rough thrust that hit her just as hard as the first one. From that point on I didn't hold back, maintaining my previous force and depth, even as I upped the tempo, railing into her tight, wet pussy with fast, unfettered thrusts. Justine screamed as she took each one, drowning out the chorus of * SMACKS * as my pelvis crashed into her ass.
She gave a few licks to Kristen's pussy but after a while the force of my thrusts began to overwhelm her and soon she was ignoring it completely. Not that Kristen seemed to mind too much. In fact, she looked completely content, simply watching her friend get dicked into a coma. And anyway, just 'cause Justine was ignoring her pussy, didn't mean that Kristen was. I couldn't see what she was doing exactly, but from the speed her arm was moving, I'd say she was rubbing it pretty freakin' hard. And since she seemed happy to sit back and watch, I'd made sure to give her a hell of a show.
I gave a few thrusts into Justine's pussy then gripped a handful of that lovely blonde hair, yanking it so hard that I pulled her off the mattress.
"AHHH!!!" she screamed as I pulled her upright, wrapping my arms around her tight, toned body as I went in hard with a flurry of thrusts, pounding as fast as I could.
One of my hands went up to her throat, choking her lightly as the other moved down, sliding past her abs and down towards her pussy. But I was too slow; Kristen had beaten me to it. As I took a look down over Justine's shoulder, Kristen was on her knees, tongue extended as she guided it to Justine's clit.
She started licking and Justine came in five seconds flat. I kept on thrusting as her orgasm hit, feeling her body tremble in my arms as pleasure started coursing through her. I could feel her pussy gripping my cock, dousing it in fluid each time I sunk to the base. She tried to scream, but the hand on her throat almost cut it out completely, reducing her voice to a faint little murmur that I could barely hear over the sounds of each thrust.
I kept on thrusting 'til she reached her peak then buried myself to the hilt, letting her ride out the rest of her climax with me throbbing deep inside her. I released my grip around Justine's neck, listening to her pant and moan as her muscles began to relax. I eased my cock from Justine's pussy, peering down from over her shoulder as Kristen peeled her lips from her clit and began to kiss up her stomach.
She made a brief stop at Justine's tits, licking and sucking on each of her nipples before she continued upwards, kissing her way across Justine's neck. Their lips pressed together and Kristen's arms wrapped around her body, grabbing onto Justine's ass as she slumped back down onto the mattress, taking her friend down with her. I watched as they continued to kiss, Kristen clawing at Justine's ass as she pried her cheeks apart, showing me the pussy that I'd just been inside of.
"Mmm, come here, gorgeous. Sit on my face," Kristen instructed, lifting a hand up into the air and slapping Justine on the ass.
Justine began to scoot up the bed, planting her knees either side of her head and stradling Kristen's face.
"Mm-mm. Other way, baby," Kristen said, spinning her finger in a circle.
Justine turned as per her instructions, setting her pussy back down on her face. Kristen's arms went around her thighs, and within a few seconds, Justine's moans were filling the room as Kristen started eating her pussy. I moved with haste, filling the gap between Kristen's legs and pushing my cock inside her. I shoved it in deep, drawing a heavy moan from Kristen which was promptly absorbed by Justine's pussy.
I lifted Kristen's legs off the mattress and held them against my chest as I started thrusting, using them for leverage as I pulled myself into her pussy. My eyes gazed down at Kristen's pussy as she gracefully took my cock, leaving behind a coat of wetness with a thicker, creamier ring at the base. Then I looked up at Justine's face, her features lit up almost majestically as she perched on Kristen's face, grinding her clit against her outstretched tongue. I placed a finger underneath her chin and pulled her in for a kiss, feeling her moans pour into my mouth as Kristen licked her pussy.
"Rub her pussy," I said as our lips came apart, keeping my finger underneath her chin, my eyes staring straight into hers.
Justine brought a hand to her mouth, wetting two of her fingers with spit then reaching them down between Kristen's legs. She put her fingers to the nub of her clit and started to rub them against it, moving them back and forth in a blur. Kristen started moaning louder and I felt the contractions pass through her pussy as I drilled my cock in with increased force, pushing through the tightening grip. She felt so good that I almost couldn't take it, her pussy gripping with so much force that I could feel my balls start swelling, my dick throbbing harder with each new thrust. I needed something to cool myself off.
Without a word, I grabbed the back of Justine's head and pulled her down towards Kristen's pussy. Justine yelped at the sudden move, ending up with her mouth in the perfect position. As I prised myself free from Kristen's pussy, Justine gaped her lips wide open, presenting me with the perfect slot to shove my throbbing cock into. I did just that, burying myself to the base inside her and feeling those lips close around my shaft. My cock was drenched in Kristen's juices, but Justine sucked up every last drop, even the ring of creamy wetness that she'd left at the base of the shaft.
I pried my cock from between her lips, finding the shaft now slick with spittle as I aimed it back at Kristen's pussy and stuffed it deep inside her. I kept my hands on Justine's head, keeping that mouth exactly where I wanted it, should I need to use it again. And with the way Kristen's pussy was squeezing me already, the chances of that were incredibly high. Keeping her mouth open, Justine poked her tongue out and guided it to Kristen's clit, licking up and down it and adding another notch of tightness to Kristen's gripping pussy. And I could tell by the grin on her face that she was fully aware of the effect it was having.
I could tell that Kristen was getting close and a few more thrusts into the depths of her pussy would likely have finished her off. But since she'd teased me so much earlier, I felt compelled to get my own back. I pumped into her pussy three more times then pulled my cock back out again, listening to her whine from under Justine as I pointed my dick up a few inches higher and shoved straight into her mouth.
Gripping two fistfuls of long blonde hair, I gave a few thrusts into Justine's mouth, effectively wiping the grin off her face as I pumped my cock into the back of her throat. Again my cock was dripping with spit as I wrenched it free from between her lips and stuffed it back into Kristen's pussy.
I kept that up for as long as I could, fucking Kristen to the brink of climax then leaving her frustrated as I pulled back out and fed my dick to her friend. I needed to cum really badly too, of course, but delaying my orgasm was a small price to pay for giving Kristen a taste of her medicine.
But soon enough, the urge to cum became too overwhelming. I shoved my cock into Kristen one last time, giving a handful of rampant thrusts before I buried myself to the balls inside her, allowing nature to take its course. I came hard- really hard- dumping an unfathomable load straight into Kristen's womb.
Feeling my eruption set her off, just as I knew that it would, and Kristen screamed into Justine's ass as a powerful climax tore through her body. Justine kept licking at the nub of her clit, making sure she came as hard as possible. And, boy, did she succeed. Muscles tightened all over her body, squeezing more cum from the tip of my penis as they gripped and squeezed every inch of my shaft, warmth washing over me as she bathed it in her juices.
I waited for Kristen to relinquish her grip (which took a while, I'm not gonna lie) then plucked my cock from inside her, following the familiar route from Kristen's pussy to Justine's mouth. Justine closed her lips around the head and used her tongue to lap at my slit, scooping out the remaining cum. Then she sunk her lips down lower, dragging them back up slowly so she could taste Kristen's pussy, mixed together with traces of cum. And if the 'mmm' sounds she made were anything to go by, it was a taste that she thoroughly enjoyed.
She popped me free with a smack of her lips then climbed back down from Kristen's face. By the time I moved out from between her legs, most of my cum had left her pussy and was already beginning to soak into the bedsheets. But Justine wanted to see for herself. She filled the spot between Kristen's legs and pushed her tongue into her pussy, just in case there was any still in there.
Retrieving her tongue from Kristen's pussy, Justine crawled back up the bed, laying on top of Kristen who pulled her in for a kiss.
"So," said Kristen as their lips came apart, "who's gonna take back what they said?"
Justine turned and looked at me, grinning as we both stayed silent.
"Anyone? No? Well, I guess we're not done then, are we?"
Kristen told me to sit back down while Justine ate her pussy for close to an hour, making her cum at least two or three times before she called me over. She told Justine to sit there and watch while I railed her hard in the missionary position, then rolled us both over so she could ride my cock in cowgirl. I shot another load into Kristen's pussy which she made Justine lick out of her. Then Kristen watched as I went down on Justine, directing us through another three or four positions before I shot another load on Justine's face.
By the time we were done, I was so exhausted I could barely move, my cock so sore that it hurt to touch it. Justine went home in the early hours, and Kristen and myself went straight back to bed where she rode my cock for another half hour, showing no sign of stopping. I came once more then finally gave in, pleading with her to show some mercy. Kristen climbed down without saying a word, a smug grin stretched across her face as she switched off the lamp on my bedside table and turned onto her side to get some sleep. She'd definitely proven me wrong.
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So one of the things I like most about my job is the variety it provides. Not just with the women I meet, but their approaches to sex and the kinds of things they like to do. Some like to be dominated. Some like to dominate me. Some like to watch me fuck other women. While others just like to get dicked into a coma. Everyone has their personal tastes and I love helping women explore them.
But my favourite thing about my job is introducing women to new experiences. Whether it's something they've been wanting to try but have been too nervous or haven't had the means to do so, or it's something I've thought of that I think they'll enjoy, taking a guest out of her comfort zone and encouraging her to try something new is always a personal highlight.
A noteworthy example of this is when Sarah Snook first came to visit. For those of you not familiar with Sarah, just imagine that someone made a clone of Bryce Dallas Howard and gave her an Australian accent.
I've always loved HBO's Succession, and Sarah caught my eye in the very first episode. In fact, towards the end of the series, I couldn't take my eyes off her, especially when her ass was in shot. Seriously, that ass was incredibly distracting, to the point that I'd find myself losing the plot 'cause all I could think about was Sarah's thick butt and just how much I'd like to shove my face in it.
So, naturally, when she called me up and said she'd like to book an appointment, those very same thoughts were at the forefront of my mind. And the tight pair of jeans she was wearing when she showed up at my place, ensured that those thoughts didn't stray too far. We did the usual first meeting stuff- hug, nice to meet you, lovely home etc- then went to the lounge for a cup of coffee and to get to know each other better. I was glad that Sarah was sitting for that otherwise that ass would have dominated my thoughts again and I wouldn't have listened to a word she was saying.
We ended up having a nice conversation, largely revolving around Succession, with Sarah fielding some fanboy questions and regaling me with stories of her time on set. All very pleasant and I had a lot of fun getting to know the woman behind the ass. I mean...behind Shiv Roy. But by the time we'd finished our second cups, Sarah had grown tired of talking and wanted to get down to business. It suited me down to the ground.
"So, how do these things work exactly?" Sarah asked me, placing her cup on the coffee table. "Justine didn't really tell me too much."
The 'Justine' she mentioned was Justine Lupe, Sarah's former co-star.
"Erm, well that depends really. Was there anything special you wanted to do?" I asked her back.
I crossed my fingers, hoping that a few key words would crop up in her answer. Ass, anal; anything along those lines.
"No, not really." I'm not gonna lie, my heart sank a little. "I'm just looking for a good time, I guess. My husband's not really...hitting the spot."
"I see," I said back, spotting an opening. "And what spots are you trying to hit exactly?"
Sarah looked at me, raising an eyebrow quizzically. "What are you getting at here?"
"Well...would these spots be in the front or the back?" I asked her, cringing a little as I said it. I was trying to be subtle, but...it wasn't really working.
Sarah threw her head back and laughed. "Wait a minute. Let me get this straight. Are you saying you want to fuck me in the arse?"
"Well, I was trying to dance around the subject, but since you've brought it up..."
She laughed again, louder this time. "You brought it up, mate, not me!"
"Well, whatever," I said, waving my hand dismissively. "But...you up for it? I mean, you've done it before, right?"
A little presumptuous of me, but I figured with an ass like that, she must have done anal at some point.
"Erm, no, I haven't, actually."
"Really?!" I asked her, maybe sounding a little more shocked than I should have.
"Yeah," Sarah laughed. "Why does that surprise you so much?"
"Well, I mean...you've seen your ass, right?"
"Wait, so because I've got a big arse that means I like to take dicks inside it?"
"Well, in my experience...yeah. That's usually how it works."
"Oh, is it?" she laughed again.
"Yep, pretty much. Why haven't you tried it, if you don't mind me asking?"
"I don't know really," Sarah replied. "I'm not against trying it, I just...I don't know. I've never been with a guy that wanted it."
I was glad I'd finished my coffee by this point, 'cause otherwise I'd have spat it all over my couch.
"Wait...really?! How long have you been married?"
"Four years."
"And he's never tried to stick it on your butt?!"
"Nope," she chuckled. "I don't think he's into it."
"Seriously?!" I was actually getting a little angry now. Genuinely couldn't believe what I was hearing. "I'm sorry, but you really are wasted on him."
Sarah practically burst out laughing, to the point that I thought she was going to fall off the sofa.
"Oh, am I now?"
"Yeah, you are," I said emphatically. "Being married to you if you don't like anal is like owning a Ferrari if you don't have a licence!"
"Right. OK," said Sarah, giggling. "That's a little hyperbolic but I'll take the compliment."
"So...how about it? You up for it?"
"Well...I've never really thought about it before," Sarah admitted. "But now that you've brought it up, I'm kinda curious."
My cock perked up at those words alone and I was about to do a mental fist pump when Sarah suddenly continued.
"But...shouldn't I try it with someone else first? I mean, from what I've heard about you, you don't exactly have a starter cock."
"We can work up to it," I said with a smirk.
Sarah thought for a moment then threw her hands up, like she was throwing caution to the wind.
"Fuck it. Why not? Let's do it. But go easy on me, OK?" Sarah pleaded, pointing at me with an accusatory finger.
"Don't worry," I told her. "You're in good hands. So I'm assuming if you've never done this before that you've never cleaned yourself out?"
"Erm...yeah, I haven't."
"OK, so let's take care of that first."
I got up from the couch and grabbed Sarah's bag, carrying it with me as I showed her to her room. I dropped her bag off and left her to settle in as I went to my room to fetch my things. I rooted through a dresser that was close to the bed, retrieving what can best be described as an anal starter kit, consisting of lubes, a douching kit and a number of different toys. I considered taking the whole kit, but I didn't want to overwhelm my guest. So I ended up taking just the douching kit, leaving the rest of it in my room.
I went back to Sarah's room, handed her the kit and told her to use it. She went into the bathroom to sort herself out and that's when I went back for the rest of my stuff. When Sarah came out of the bathroom, she was only wearing her underwear- a matching set of bra and panties. I was sitting on the edge of the bed, the remaining pieces of my anal starter kit neatly assembled on the bedside table.
"Wow!" said Sarah, spotting the kit as she entered the room. "You've come prepared."
"Mmhmm," I said with a grin. "Told you you were in good hands."
"Yeah, I can see what you mean," Sarah replied, going to the nightstand so she could give my kit a closer inspection. "So, how do we start?"
I didn't say a word, simply patting my thigh as I beckoned her over. Sarah took the hint, a grin pulling at the sides of her mouth as that amazing body sauntered towards me. She grabbed my shoulders to steady herself, wrapping her arms around the back of my neck as she climbed up onto the bed, planting her knees either side of me. Placing my hands on Sarah's hips, I slid them down to that big, thick ass, gripping her enormous cheeks as she set them down on top of me.
Sarah leaned in and we started kissing, my hands exploring her perfect ass; grabbing it and squeezing it and caressing every inch. It felt amazing in the palms of my hands, thick and juicy, yet soft and malleable; I couldn't wait to watch it jiggle. I pried my lips away from hers and moved my hands to the small of her back, gripping her tightly as I moved the rest of her body aside, giving me a view of that incredible ass.
"OH!" Sarah yelped, placing her hands on the mattress as her upper body went out to my right, her plump ass still perched on top of me.
"Oh my god," I said as I saw it, finally fulfilling a years' long dream as I leaned my head in, pressing my lips to her thick backside and kissing it in several places.
God, it was amazing. I was trying my best to show some decorum, but honestly I was like a kid in a candy store, unable to keep my eyes, my hands or indeed my mouth of that beautiful big, fat ass.
"You like that, huh?" Sarah chuckled, an understatement if ever there was one.
"Mmhmm," I mumbled back, giving her cheeks a few more kisses before I moved my hands back up to her torso and pulled her back on top of me.
Sarah's lips went straight back to mine, the passionate kissing resuming in earnest as she grabbed onto the hem of my t-shirt and started lifting it up. My hands came free from that perfect ass so Sarah could remove my shirt, going back to it in the blink of an eye, like both her cheeks were magnetized. We continued to kiss for a couple of minutes, my hands going wild on Sarah's ass until I couldn't hold back any longer. I needed to feel it somewhere else.
"Turn around," I instructed, peeling my hands from Sarah's ass and placing them down on the mattress.
Sarah grinned, climbing down from on top of me and stepping off the bed. Sarah turned and reached back behind her, leaning forward just a little as she placed her hands at the tops of her thighs.
"This what you wanted to see," Sarah asked me, running her hands up over her ass she stuck it out behind her.
"Mmhmm," I said back. "Bring it down here for me."
Sarah stepped back to the edge of the bed then squatted down slowly, dropping that ass down into my lap. It felt amazing as it pressed against me and I felt my cock get instantly hard as it rubbed against one of her cheeks.
"Oooh! Justine wasn't lying about you, was she?" Sarah said as she began to gently grind back and forth, rubbing that ass up against my cock. "You're really gonna have to go easy on me."
"Likewise," I said, staring in awe at that bountiful ass and the way that it smothered the bulge in my pants. I felt like my cock might have met its match.
I lifted my hands off the mattress and put them back onto Sarah's ass, pushing her up into a standing position. I kissed both asscheeks several times then hooked my fingers underneath her panties, ready to pull them down.
"May I?" I asked.
"Mmhmm," said Sarah, barely reaching the second syllable before I whipped down her panties in one fell swoop, leaving them wrapped around the tops of her thighs.
I wrapped my arms around Sarah's legs, throwing myself forward with further delay and shoving my face in her thick backside.
"OH!" Sarah yelped, her legs nearly buckling as I released my grip on the tops of her thighs, reaching up to grab her asscheeks and pushing them against my face, smothering myself with their beautiful thickness.
I poked my tongue out from between my lips and steered it straight to Sarah's clit, licking along the slit of her pussy and all the way up to her ass.
"Oh my God! FUCK!" Sarah exclaimed, as I flicked my tongue against her asshole. "Is this you going easy?"
"Mmhmm," I said back.
I pressed the flat of my tongue against Sarah's asshole and licked across it with long, broad strokes, eventually moving down so I could lick her pussy as well. A sheen of juices coated her lips, letting me know how much she liked it, in spite of her initial shock. A few more of those and I pulled my head back, raising myself from the foot of the bed.
I stepped around in front of Sarah and encouraged her to turn, easing her down onto the mattress. She ended up on all fours with her knees at the edge of the bed, that amazing ass stuck out behind her. I dropped to my knees, pulling her panties down the rest of the way then grabbing Sarah's asscheeks. This time I pulled them apart, parting the lips of Sarah's pussy and splitting her asshole open. Again, I dove in without any hesitation, leading with my tongue this time as I pushed it deep into Sarah's rectum.
"Ohhh, JESUS!" she practically screamed, throwing her head back sharply as my lips kissed her puckered sphincter, my tongue as deep as a tongue can go.
"Play with your pussy," I spat out quickly, retrieving my tongue just long enough to say it before I shoved it straight back in.
Sarah adjusted her position, placing her head down and laying it sideways as she reached a hand back in between her legs, putting two fingers to the nub of her clit. I started to bob my head and forth, fucking her asshole with my outstretched tongue.
"Ohhh, fuuuck!" Sarah moaned out, an audible wetness filling my ears as her fingers danced across her slick, pink pussy.
I could feel her asshole tightening around me, squeezing my tongue with every pass. The feeling excited me. If her asshole felt that tight on my tongue, just imagine how it would feel on my cock! I was itching to find out. I fucked her asshole a few more times then prised my face from between her cheeks, leaving her panting and desperate for more as I grabbed a bottle of lube.
I flicked off the cap and gave it a squeeze, dripping a thick blob onto Sarah's asshole then rubbing it in with an index finger. I kept the finger pressed against her asshole, prodding it gently and letting her know what was going in first.
"Ready?" I asked her.
"Mmhmm," said Sarah, looking back at me as best she could as she peeled her fingers from the nub of her clit and placed her hand back down on the bed.
"Mm-mm, keep doing that. It'll help," I said, as I started to push my finger forward, feeling her asshole stretching around it as I eased it into her slowly.
Sarah gave a gasp of pain, followed by a moan of pleasure as the tip of finger pushed into her ass, her muscles gripping incredibly tight. Sarah's hand went back to her pussy and she started to rub her clit. The extra stimulation worked like a charm and I felt her asshole loosen slightly as I pushed my finger in deeper, clearing the second knuckle. One more push and my finger disappeared, her tight sphincter wrapped around the base of it.
"How's that?" I asked her.
"Feels nice," she moaned back softly.
"Would you like another one?"
"Uh huh."
I pulled my finger back slowly, plucking the tip from Sarah's asshole. I slipped two fingers in between my lips, tasting her ass off the index finger as I lubed up the middle one, wetting it with my spit. Plucking them free, I pressed both fingers against Sarah's ass and began to push them inside her.
"Mpf!" Sarah moaned, feeling her asshole stretch a little wider as the tips of both fingers slid into her taut backside.
Extra width needed extra pressure and I pushed them in just a little bit harder, feeling some resistance as I reached the second knuckle. I grabbed the lube with my remaining hand, squeezing some more onto Sarah's ass. The extra lubricant proved decisive and I pushed in my fingers the rest of the way.
"Mmm, oh my God," Sarah moaned out, rubbing her pussy just a little bit faster which tightened her asshole even more.
I kept them inside her for a close to a minute, feeling her asshole grip them tight as I pulled back slowly and started to pump them into Sarah's ass. Sarah's moans increased in volume and she continued to rub her throbbing pink clit, doing it quicker with every pass. She gripped my fingers tighter and tighter to the point that I was worried that they might get stuck. I pumped them inside her a few more times then tried to wrench them free, having to pull them back harder than I had expected. I fed both digits in between my lips, sucking off a mixture of ass juice and lube.
"Wanna try some toys now?" I asked her, steering my face back into her ass and dragging my tongue across her sphincter.
"Uh huh," she said back, moaning gently as my soothing tongue licked across her tender hole, surely sore from its debut outing.
I pried my face from Sarah's ass, reaching for a metal buttplug. It was only a little one; 2.5 inches in length with a circumference of 3.5. Perfect for beginners. I squeezed some more lube onto Sarah's butthole and pressed the plug up against it, pushing it forward and into her ass. Again she moaned as the tip went in, continuing to play with her pussy as I pushed the toy in as slow as I could, enjoying the sight of her asshole stretching as it reached the girthiest point, then closing back up as she swallowed up the rest of it.
"How's that feel in there?" I asked her, gripping her asscheeks and spreading them apart as the metal buttplug filled her rectum, the bejewelled base now all I could see.
"It feels good," Sarah said, peeling her fingers from the nub of her clit and pushing them into her pussy.
She pumped them in about three of four times then pulled them back out again, showing me how wet she was.
"Grab this ass for me," I said, releasing my grip on Sarah's buttocks.
Sarah reached back and grabbed her ass, her hands taking over from mine as I gripped the base of the inserted toy.
"Pull it open. Wide as you can," I said as I pulled lightly on the sparkling base, revealing the stem of the metal buttplug.
I pulled a little harder at the base of the plug, drawing it past its widest point then popping it out completely, her asshole gaping open slightly as she pulled her cheeks apart.
"Wanna taste it?" I asked her, the buttplug smeared with Sarah's juices.
"My arse?" she responded, looking back, her face a mixture of perplexion and disgust.
"You'll like it, trust me."
"Erm...OK, if you say so," Sarah replied, still looking a little unsure.
I reached around from behind her and held the buttplug in front of her mouth. Sarah gaped her lips apart, taking the plug into her open mouth and wrapping them around the stem. Pulling back slowly, she dragged her mouth back up to the tip, popping it free with a smack of her lips.
"Mmm, OK," said Sarah, licking her lips. "That's not too bad."
"Told you," I said with a grin, returning the toy to its previous position.
I pressed the toy against her asshole and worked it back inside her, this time keeping my grip on the base as I pushed past its girthiest point then pulled it straight back out again, plucking it free from Sarah's ass then pushing it straight back in.
"Mmmmmm," Sarah moaned, keeping her buttocks stretched apart as I fucked her with the buttplug, her asshole gaping with every pass.
I pushed it in a few more times then moved it around to Sarah's mouth, giving it to her to suck on as I moved onto the second toy: a set of plastic anal beads. There were six in total, starting small and increasing in size. She took the first four without much trouble, with the fifth one requiring some greater exertion. But it was when I got to the final bead that it started getting tough. The sixth bead was four inches thick, slightly wider than the buttplug, and Sarah felt that extra width as I pushed it against her fledgling asshole and started to push it inside.
"Ohhh, that's thick," Sarah moaned, plucking the buttplug from between her lips as her asshole stretched around the plastic bead, doing its best to accommodate it.
I, of course, was trying to help, pushing against it as hard as I could, without being overly aggressive. One more push and the widest part was squeezed inside it, her sphincter promptly closing back up as it sucked up the remaining plastic, leaving just a light pink ring sticking out from Sarah's asshole.
"Uhh, it's deep," Sarah moaned, the first bead now embedded in her colon.



"Think you can take my cock as well?" I asked her, already beginning to unbuckle my belt.
"In my arse?!" she squawked, looking slightly horrified as she turned her head to face me.
"No, in your pussy," I chuckled. "I don't think we're at that stage yet."
"Ohhh," she laughed. "OK. But...you know..."
"Go easy?"
"Yeah."
I stood up and unbuttoned my pants, hooking my fingers underneath my boxers and whipping both down in one smooth motion. Sarah looked back as my cock popped out, biting her lip as it flopped up and down, already as hard as a rock. I gripped it at the base of the shaft and pressed the tip against Sarah's pussy, guiding myself in slowly. Sarah's pussy was incredibly wet and some of the lube had dripped down from her ass, making my entry even more effortless.
Though that extra lube did come in handy 'cause Sarah's pussy was incredibly tight, and the six beads that were stuffed up her asshole only made it tighter. I pushed my cock in inch by inch, feeling the additional pressure, particularly at the opening where the thickest bead was pressed down against it. It felt incredible, and I couldn't help but push in deeper, wanting to feel that sensation all over my shaft.
Sarah's moans increased in volume, a look of pleasure spreading across her face as she tightened her grip on her ass, knuckles turning white as they burrowed deep into the snow white flesh, leaving grooves in both her buttcheeks. One last push and I was sheathed to the base, the ring from the anal beads pressed against my pelvis my dick bottomed out in Sarah's tight pussy.
"Ohhh my God, that's so much..." Sarah trailed off, seeming unsure how to finish her sentence. "That's so much!"
She didn't need to say any more. Sarah's holes were filled with so much that she didn't need to specify.
I chuckled a little as I drew my cock back, feeding my finger through the plastic ring and pulling that back as well. The thickest bead started pulling back out, increasing the pressure on the top of my shaft as it stretched out Sarah's asshole. Sarah moaned louder and so did I, giving a few slow thrusts into her pussy, again so I could feel the sensation on as much of my length as possible. I drew my cock back out to the tip, giving one last pull at the plastic ring and a drawing a yelp from Sarah as the final bead popped out of her asshole. I held them up by the ring at the end and inspected the plastic beads, all six coated in Sarah's assjuice.
"Tip your head back," I said, pushing my cock back down to the base as I leaned myself forward, dangling the beads above Sarah's head.
She did as instructed, tilting her head almost all the way back, red hair spilling down her back as she stared at the ceiling above her. Sarah parted her full set of lips, mouth gaping wide as I gradually lowered the plastic beads, feeding them into it one at a time. She gagged a little as the last one went in, the first bead pushing towards the back of her throat. But nevertheless, she wrapped her lips around the largest one, sucking at the plastic beads as I pulled them back out slowly, the thick layer of ass and lube now replaced by a coat of spittle.
I tossed the beads back onto the bed, putting a few thrusts into Sarah's pussy as I reached for the next toy: a clear glass buttplug. Six inches long with a circumference of five, it was significantly bigger than the previous two. Dousing it in the lube, I pulled my cock back out to the tip as I pressed the toy against Sarah's asshole. Pushing the tip in, I gently sunk back into her pussy, trying to match the speed of the buttplug as I inserted it slowly into Sarah's ass.
Her moans got louder the deeper it went and I could feel her pussy gripping me tighter with every inch that I fed inside her. By the time I'd reached the girthiest point, her pussy was so tight I could barely fit my cock in, having to push myself harder and harder the closer I got to the base. With one last push, the toy slid in past the widest point, the clear round base now pressed against Sarah's asshole. I released my grip on the base of the plug then felt the glass press against my pelvis as I pushed my cock in the rest of the way, sheathing myself in Sarah's tight pussy.
"Ohhh, FUCK!" Sarah yelped, throwing her head back and moaning towards the ceiling as both her holes were filled to the brim.
I stayed like that for a couple of seconds then started to pull my cock back. I looked back down as I reached the tip, enjoying the sight of the toy in her asshole, her insides visible through the clear glass stem. I gave a few thrusts into Sarah's pussy, making sure each stroke was nice and slow. Partly so I didn't overwhelm her and partly, since she felt so tight, that's all I was capable of doing.
I pulled my cock back about halfway and gripped onto the base of the plug, feeling her pussy squeeze my shaft as I started to pull it out of her. I popped the toy from Sarah's asshole and held it out in front of her, pushing myself forward as I sunk my cock in the rest of the way.
"Lick it," I ordered. "Taste your asshole."
Sarah poked her tongue from between her lips and pressed it against the tip of the buttplug, giving a long, slow lick along the clear glass shaft. She licked the toy a few more times then opened her lips up further, inviting me to slip it inside them. I promptly obliged her, pushing the toy into her open mouth. She closed her lips around the girthy shaft, choking slightly as I pushed it deeper, her lips pressed against the base of the plug. Sarah sucked as I pulled it back out, her cheeks hollowing inward as she slurped up the remaining fluid. Popping it free from between her lips, the glass plug was now sparkling clean as I set it back down on the mattress.
I straightened my back, grabbing onto Sarah's ass as I started to slam into her tight pink pussy, cheeks rippling with every thrust. My eyes stared down, glued to that incredible ass as it bounced and jiggled in the palms of my hands. I knew what it needed next. I grabbed a bottle of edible oil, holding it up as I squeezed it hard, pouring it liberally over Sarah's thick ass. I tossed the bottle back onto the bed and drew my cock back slowly, leaving just the tip inside as I smeared the oil over both her cheeks, covering every inch of that fat, round ass.
Once I was done, I gripped her cheeks with both my hands, prising them apart as best I could. I plucked myself free from Sarah's pussy, keeping my grip on those perfect cheeks as I laid my cock in between them. I pushed her cheeks up around my shaft, her ass so huge that they wrapped around it almost completely. Then, with my cock locked tightly in between her cheeks, I started to pump my hips back and forth, rubbing my shaft up against her sphincter as I sawed it through her asscrack.
"Ohhh, OK," Sarah laughed. "That's new."
"Jesus," I sighed. "Don't tell me he hasn't done this either."
"Mm-mm," said Sarah, looking back as she shook her head.
"Fuck, this dude is killing me."
Sarah laughed as I thrusted harder, feeling my balls slap against her pussy as I fucked those massive cheeks, slicing through them like a knife through butter. I kept looking down as I fucked her asscrack, seeing that butthole winking at me each time I drew my cock back. It was asking for it. Begging to be entered. I sawed through her buttcheeks a few more times then gripped my cock at the base of the shaft, pressing the tip against Sarah's asshole.
"You ready?" I asked her, gently prodding at her tight backdoor, desperately seeking admittance.
"Yes, but...use more lube," Sarah replied; she sounded a little nervous.
I grabbed the bottle and squeezed some out, leaving a strip along the top of my shaft. I slowly jerked my cock up and down, smearing in the lube as I returned the tip to Sarah's butthole. I kept my grip at the base of the shaft, grabbing one of Sarah's hips as I began to push forward. I felt her asshole stretch around me as my cockhead split it open, her muscles fighting against it.
"Ohhh my god, that's so big," Sarah moaned out, her voice a mixture of pleasure and pain.
My cock was thicker than the toys I'd used and Sarah was struggling with the increased girth.
"Play with your pussy," I told her. "It helps, trust me."
Sarah laid her head on the mattress, reaching back in between her legs and slowly rubbing her clit.
"Yeah, that's it. Nice and slow," I said, feeling her muscles relax just a little as I pushed my cock in deeper, inching past the ridge of my crown.
I was stunned by how it felt. It had been a while since I popped an anal cherry, and I almost forgot how tight a virgin asshole can be. I pushed my cock in a little bit further then released my grip on the base of the shaft, grabbing both her asscheeks and spreading them apart as I started thrusting slowly.
"Ohhh," Sarah moaned, feeling my cockhead push in deeper as I slowly worked my dick back and forth, giving her more with every pass.
Sarah kept rubbing at the nub of her clit as my thrusts started getting harder, her moans sounding less like pain and more like pleasure with every inch that I put inside her. I could feel her resistance dropping, her asshole becoming more receptive; she was definitely getting into it. A few more thrusts and I was sheathed to the base, that tight pink asshole wrapped around the base of my shaft. I paused my thrusts so I could take it all in, the ultra tight grip of her virgin ass squeezing every inch of my shaft, those fat cheeks pressed against my pelvis.
"Holy fuck," Sarah gasped, feeling my balls press against her pussy. "Is it...?"
"All the way in? Yep," I grinned. "Wanna see?"
"What do you mean?" she asked me, looking confused.
I grabbed my phone from the edge of the bed and pointed it down at Sarah's thick ass, snapping a picture of my cock inside it, the base the only part you could see. I held my phone out, turning it around so Sarah could see it. Her eyes bulged as she looked at the photo.
"Oh my God," she said. "I can't believe that whole thing is in there."
"Impressive, huh?" I said with a grin.
"It is," she said. "But don't go putting that online or anything."
"Well that could be anyone's ass," I laughed.
Sarah grinned and raised an eyebrow. "Anyone's?"
I laughed again, aware of the implication. Not many girls had an ass that thick.
I tossed my phone down onto the bed, grabbing Sarah's ass as I started pumping into it, working my cock in with slow, deep thrusts.
"Mmm, yes! That's so good," Sarah moaned out.
Her features had softened, morphing from a painful grimace to a look of total pleasure. Her eyelids fluttered, mouth hanging open as gentle moans spilled out from between them, filling the expanse of the room. She started rubbing her clit a little harder, tightening her asshole another few notches.
I took that as my cue, prompting louder moans from Sarah as I thrusted into her with increased force, my balls beginning to swing back and forth, and slap against Sarah's pussy. I moved my hands up to Sarah's hips, pulling her back as I thrusted forward, drawing loud * CLAP * sounds as my pelvis started hitting her ass.
"Oh, fuck! Yeah! Like that," she moaned loudly.
Sarah's face had hardened again. Though it wasn't pain that had skewed her features, but the build up of impending climax.
"Ohhh my god!" she cried out sharply, fingers a blur as she rubbed herself harder. "Fuck, fuck, fuck! I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!"
A few more strokes and she did just that, screaming at the top of her lungs as I buried my cock in her one last time, keeping it there as her orgasm hit. Sarah's eyes rolled into her head and she kept on rubbing at the nub of her clit as the feeling started coursing her, engulfing every inch of her body and shaking her down to the core. Her asshole gripped me extra tight, to the point that it almost hurt me, a grimace playing across my face as her muscles seized every inch of my shaft, squeezing it for all its forth.
Sarah's climax hit its peak and her screams gave way to contented moans as she peeled her fingers from the nub of her clit, placing her hands on the mattress. I waited for her grip to loosen then pulled my cock back slowly, prising the tip from Sarah's ass.
"Did you like that?" I asked her, laying my cock in between her asscheeks as I grabbed them with my hands, deftly massaging each perfect sphere.
"Mmhmm," Sarah responded, seemingly incapable of saying much else.
"You've made a hell of a mess," I said to her, noticing the coat of juices that Sarah had left on my cock. I drew my hand back and slapped her ass, drawing a loud * SMACK * and an excited moan from Sarah. "Come here and clean it up for me."
"Yes, sir," Sarah grinned, turning around on her hands and knees.
Sarah parted her perfect lips, sticking her tongue out as I placed a hand at the back of her head, steering my cock in between them. I pushed in deep, feeling the tip move past her tonsils as she wrapped her lips around my shaft. I kept my hand at the back of her head as I started to pull back slowly. Sarah sucked her cheeks in, sliding her tongue along the underside as she slurped up all her juices. I felt my cockhead twitch inside her, precum oozing from the tip of my prick and trickling down her throat. Her lips slid back to the ridge of my crown, freeing it with an audible * POP *.
I took Sarah's hand in mine and helped her off the bed, climbing up to take her place. Laying across the mattress, I rested my head at the foot of the bed with my feet against the headboard. I looked at Sarah as she stood up above me, eyeing my cock as it jutted upwards, pointing at the bedroom ceiling.
"Come here," I said. "Sit on my face."
Sarah grinned and took a step forward, placing a knee down beside my head.
"Uh uh. Other way," I said, making a spin motion with my finger.
Sarah took her knee off the bed and I watched intently as she turned on her heels, sticking that ass out behind her. It looked even better from this angle, and I stared at it listlessly as it loomed up above me, excited by the thought of being buried underneath it.
"Yeah, that's it. Now bring it down here," I said impatiently, beckoning her with both my hands.
Sarah began to drop down slowly and I gazed in awe as it sunk down towards me, slowly eclipsing the light in the room as he lowered it towards my face. I couldn't wait and once that ass was within my reach, I grabbed the tops of Sarah's thighs and pulled her down on top of me.
"OH!" Sarah yelped as her massive ass dropped down on my face.
Excitement got the better of me and I pulled her down a little harder than I should have. But thankfully for me, there was plenty of padding to cushion the blow. I wrapped my arms around the tops of her thighs, holding her in place as those giant cheeks pressed down on my face, smothering me completely. I poked my tongue out from between my lips and guided it straight to her clit, dragging it slowly over Sarah's pussy. I moved up higher, licking over Sarah's taint until I found her asshole, making her moan as my tongue flicked against it.
"Mmm, yes! Lick my arse," she purred it softly, placing her hands on top of my own as I gripped her meaty thighs.
I licked her butthole several times then slid my hands out from underneath hers, reaching down to grab her ass and lifting it off my face.
"Grind it against me," I spat out quickly, gasping as I caught my breath.
I moved my hands back up to her thighs and pulled her back down on top of me.
"Like this?" Sarah asked as she started to work her hips back and forth.
"Uh huh," I said back, sticking my tongue out and keeping it flat as she rubbed her ass up against it.
I let go of her thighs and reached down lower, grabbing my cock and stroking it gently. Already I could feel it throbbing, blood pumping through the length of my shaft as she dragged her ass across my outstretched tongue, making sure that I tasted both holes. She kept that up for several minutes, gently grinding her ass back and forth, rubbing those cheeks up against my face as she used my tongue like a sex toy.
I wasn't complaining, of course, and would happily have let her do that for hours if not for the violent pulses that were passing through the length of my shaft. My cock was dying for attention. I let her grind on me a few more times then reached back up to grab her ass, pushing it off my face.
"Ride me," I said, slapping her ass as she lifted it up.
Sarah moved around to the side of the bed and climbed up onto the mattress. Kneeling in between my thighs, Sarah grabbed a bottle of lube and squeezed some onto my cock, jerking it slowly as she smeared it up and down my shaft. She placed the bottle on the nightstand then turned towards the headboard, tucking her calves underneath my thighs. I gripped my cock at the base and pushed it in between her cheeks, leaving it there as I reached up higher and grabbed onto Sarah's hips.
My cock moved back as I pulled her down, touching my abs as her ass pressed down against the underside, locking it firmly in place. Sarah looked back at me and grinned, clearly understanding the brief as she started to grind back and forth, rubbing that ass up against my cock. I let go of her hips and left her to it, using my arms to prop myself up as I enjoyed what was basically a naked lapdance. It didn't take long for my dick to start throbbing and even with the lube now coating my shaft, I could feel how wet her pussy was as she rubbed it against the underside. Both of us wanted more.
She ground it against me a few more times then lifted her ass up, my cock springing up and back into position. Sarah reached back to grab it but I got to it first, gripping it tightly at the base of the shaft and pressing it against her sphincter. Sarah began to drop down slowly, grabbing her cheeks and pulling them apart as my cockhead started to slip inside her, stretching her puckered asshole.
"Ohhh, yes!" Sarah moaned softly as she moved her ass down slowly, taking my cock down an inch at a time.
I released my grip on the base of the shaft, watching her asshole swallow it up as Sarah dipped down lower and lower, moaning louder the deeper she went. One last plunge and I felt her cheeks press against my pelvis, my cock almost vanished from sight. She stayed like that for close to a minute, feeling how deep I was inside her. Then she started to ride me, working her ass up the first few inches.
I sat back and watched, taking it all in as that perfect asshole slid up and down my shaft, those plump cheeks moving in hypnotic fashion. It felt incredible, her asshole gripping me extra tight and squeezing every inch that she took inside her. Sarah let go of her giant ass, placing her hands on the tops of her thighs as she started moving faster, guiding her asshole further up my shaft.
"Grab me a pillow," I said, reaching out with one of my hands and slapping Sarah's asscheek.
Sarah handed me a pillow and I stuffed it underneath my head, keeping it supported as I grabbed her hips. Claps started ringing out as I pulled her down with greater exertion, ass cheeks rippling as they smacked against my abs. Sarah's moans got louder as well as she worked her ass up higher, lifting it up to the tip before I pulled her straight back down again, impaling her asshole on my big, thick cock. Sarah took it well, bearing little resemblance to the nervous anal virgin that she'd been just an hour ago.
I kept that up for quite some time, listening to the deafening smacks as they bounced off the bedroom walls. Each was accompanied by a moan from Sarah, expressing her pleasure or telling me how much she loved my cock. Releasing my grip on Sarah's hips, I reached out further and grabbed her thighs, lifting her legs up and pulling them backwards.
"Oh my god!" she yelped in surprise, her body dropping down onto mine as I pulled her back sharply, sliding my hands to the tops of her thighs and pulling them back as far as I could.



I started to buck my ass off the couch, prompting a louder scream from Sarah as I drove my cock into her asshole. Now this is quite an advanced position and not one I'd recommend for a beginner. But Sarah had taken to anal so well that I was sure she'd be able to handle it. And handle it she did, reaching down to rub her clit as I drilled up into her with fast-paced strokes, my balls flinging up from the mattress and slapping against her pussy.
I could hear her pussy squelching, even over her ear-splitting screams. I thought she was about to make herself squirt when suddenly her asshole tightened, gripping my cock as I thrust up into her and squeezing it to the point of bursting. I couldn't see what she'd done, of course, but I could tell from the sudden contractions that she'd shoved some fingers in her pussy. Not sure how many but it felt like a lot.
I thrusted harder, pushing through the tightening grip, the squelches getting louder and louder as Sarah started fucking her pussy. And once she started doing that, it didn't take long for her to finish herself off. Her screams got louder, steadily increasing as her climax grew and building to a violent crescendo.
"FUUUCCCKKK!!!"
I kept on thrusting as I felt her cum, her asshole clenching like a soft pink vice as I drilled her through the throes of climax. One last thrust and she hit her peak, her voice cracking and fading out as her muscles began to relax, relinquishing their death grip on the base of my shaft.
I released my grip on Sarah's thigh and grabbed my cock at the base, prying it free from her asshole. She took a moment to regain her composure then rolled back down from on top of me, still looking dickdrunk as she moved down the bed, kneeling in between my legs. She gripped my cock just under the tip, the shaft now smeared with a fresh coat of ass juice. She started with my balls, sucking on them one at a time before she pressed her tongue to the base of my shaft and licked her way to the top of it. She wrapped her lips around my cockhead and sucked me down about four or five times, cleaning up the juices that her ass had left behind.
I climbed down off the mattress, smearing my shaft with a fresh coat of lube as I stood at the foot of the bed.
"Lay here," I said, beckoning her towards me as I patted the corner of the mattress.
Sarah moved to the end of the bed, lying diagonally with her feet placed down on the floor.
"Hold your legs back," I said, and again she did as I told her, lifting her legs up and pulling them back, her ass sticking out at the edge of the bed.
I took a step forward, essentially straddling the corner of the bed as I pressed my cock against Sarah's asshole and steered it back inside her. Sarah moaned, her head falling back as I breached her hole, steering my cock in about halfway. Leaning forward, I balled my hands into fists and pressed them into the mattress, looking down at Sarah as I pushed myself forward, steering my cock in the rest of the way.
"MMM, YES!" Sarah moaned out, letting go of one of her legs as she reached down lower and started to rub her pussy.
Her muscles contracted, gripping my cock as I pulled back slowly, leaving just the tip inside her. I kept it there for a couple of seconds, feeling my precum ooze from the tip as her asshole squeezed my swollen cockhead. Then I threw myself forward, as hard as I thought she'd be able to handle, ramming my cock in with a single thrust and burying myself to the hilt.
"Ohhh, FUCK!" Sarah yelped as her head shot up, eyes nearly popped from their sockets.
I proceeded to bang her hard and fast, drilling my cock in with little restraint. Sarah moaned louder, rubbing her clit with increasing vigour, tightening her ass like she was turning a lever. Her eyes stayed wide, mouth hanging open in a perfect O as an intense look of pleasure stayed plastered on her face. I could feel her ass getting broken in, every thrust I put into her being met with less resistance.
"Grab your ass," I ordered curtly, lifting a hand off the mattress and slapping one of her cheeks. "Spread these cheeks for me."
I placed my hands on the backs of her thighs, making sure her legs remained pinned back as Sarah reached down and grabbed her ass, pulling both her cheeks apart. I thrusted into her a few more times then quickly pulled my cock back, looking down at her gaping hole as I plucked my tip from inside it. Her ass had barely closed at all, an impressive gape for a first timer.
I kept my dick clasped tight at the base, ready to shove it back in when I spotted something at the side of the bed. I reached across, grabbing ahold of a six inch dildo and pressing it against her ass. With the impressive size of Sarah's gape and the amount of oil still coating her ass, I wouldn't even need any lube. All I had to do was spit on the shaft and the toy slipped in with a single push, sinking to the base with little exertion. Sarah's pussy was stretched wide open, dripping wet and ready to be filled. I was very keen to do so, of course, but she'd have to clean my cock off first; ass-to-pussy is never advisable.
I climbed up onto the bed, shifting forward awkwardly as I squatted over Sarah's chest, dipping my cock into her open mouth. I pushed my cock right down to the base, feeling her suck it as I pulled back slowly, popping the crown from between her lips. I looked at my cock to make sure it was clean then stepped back down off the mattress, going back to my previous position.
I rubbed the tip against Sarah's pussy then shoved my cock inside her, sheathing myself to the base. I stayed like that for a couple of seconds, feeling how tight her pussy was with the toy base-deep in her ass. Then I started thrusting, keeping my hands pressed down on her thighs as I went in hard on Sarah's pussy, flap flap flap sounds filling the room as my balls smacked against the base of the toy.
Sarah let go of her asscheeks, returning her fingers to the nub of her clit and rubbing it at maximum speed. Sarah's pussy got even tighter, her muscles gripping with increased force and clamping firmly around the width of my shaft. I could feel my cockhead twitching, balls swelling as they slapped against the dildo.
"Uhh, fuck!" I moaned out helplessly, muscles straining as I craned my head back, seconds away from exploding. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum!"
"Mmm, yes! Cum in my arse, please," Sarah begged as she rubbed her clit even harder, the prospect clearly exciting her.
I pulled my cock out of Sarah's pussy, and she reached back down and grabbed her ass as I gripped onto the base of the dildo, prising it free from her tight pink hole. Again her ass stayed gaping open as I tossed the toy down onto the bed and stuffed my cock back inside her. I started thrusting as hard as I could, managing only a handful of pumps before the feeling overwhelmed me.
I buried my cock to the base of the shaft, my muscles relaxing as I let it all go and shot my load inside her. Sarah kept one hand on her ass while the other moved back up to her clit, rubbing it hard as I started cumming. Feeling my load in her finished her off and Sarah came too in a matter of seconds.
"OHHH, FUUUCCCKKK!!! YEEESSS!!!" Sarah squealed, rubbing herself harder as her climax started pulsing through her.
Her muscles contracted, wringing my cock for all its worth and forcing more cum from the tip. A second load shot into her ass, reigniting Sarah's climax as she rubbed her clit with tireless vigour, continuing to squeeze my shaft until she'd milked out every last drop.
Sarah's features softened once more, a contented smile stretched across her face as she bit down gently on her lower lip, slowly rubbing her still hard clit. Finally her muscles relaxed and I eased my cock back out of her asshole, a mess of cum dripping out after it and forming a puddle on the corner of the mattress. Sarah dropped her legs back down and moved her arms back out to her sides, using her elbows to prop herself up.
"So," I said, panting a little as I caught my breath, "how was it?"
"Oh my god, SO good!" Sarah said back. "I don't know how I haven't tried that before."
"Me neither," I said with a smirk.
Sarah laughed then turned 'round onto her stomach, sucking my cock down a couple of times so she could taste her ass again. We ended up fucking two more times, working our way through the rest of my toys and a number of different positions, until I blew another load inside her, shooting the last one all over her ass. We took a shower so she could wash off the cum and then Sarah got dressed and gathered her things.
I walked her outside, and though she moved a little gingerly, Sarah was all smiles as she climbed into her car, telling me how much she'd enjoyed her visit and how she couldn't wait to come back soon. And there we have it. Another satisfied customer.
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OK, so let's talk about celebrity friendships. Given that I don't exactly advertise my services, I'm heavily reliant on word of mouth to help me grow my guest list and keep my business thriving. Particularly among the rich and famous. Honestly, if it wasn't for celebrity friendships my list of famous clientele would probably have stopped at Jessica Chastain. Not that she's not enough for me, of course, but you know...variety is the spice of life.
But the problem with female friendships is that they often come with their share of drama. Now, I don't want to stereotype, and I'm fully aware that guy friends can fall out too, but this sort of thing definitely seems to be more common among women. Particularly with the inflated egos that come with celebrity status.
Now, I try to stay out of my regulars' personal lives as much as possible. Frankly, what they get up to outside of my home is none of my concern. But when friendships turn sour, and you're fucking both the women involved, you're going to get dragged into it, whether you want to be or not.
That's what happened with Blake Lively and Anna Kendrick.
I was enjoying a rare day off, watching a football game on TV, when I got a call from Blake. I was pretty invested in the game I was watching and I gave a thought to ignoring it. But honestly, who was I kidding? I like my sports as much as the next man, but come on...this is Blake Lively we're talking about. I muted the TV and grabbed my phone, swiping the screen to answer it.
"Hey," I said.
"Anna's pissed at me," Blake said back, without as much as a 'hi' or a 'how are you?'.
"Oh, really?" I said, feigning surprise.
"Yeah. We were at South By last weekend, promoting the movie, and she barely said five words to me the whole time we were there."
"Oh. Any idea why?" I asked her.
I acted like this was news to me, when in reality, I already knew that Anna was pissed and I knew exactly why.
*
I got a text from Anna a few weeks earlier. It read simply:
Anna: I'm stressed. Are you free right now? I need to bang one out.
Classic Anna really. Straight and to the point.
Luckily I was free, and well...we banged one out. And it wasn't until she'd cum a few times and I'd shot my load in her pussy that I sought to determine the source of her frustration.
"So," I said as I wrapped my arm around her, her head on my chest as she traced my abs with a manicured finger, "wanna tell me what's got you so stressed?"
"Mm-mm," said Anna as she lifted her head up. "I wanna fuck again first. Then I'll tell you."
So we did, and then she did. Turns out she was stressed with Blake.
"Why?" I asked her.
"Fuuuck, all this shit with her court case," Anna huffed. "We're supposed to be promoting a movie and all anyone's talking about is her fucking legal issues. It's really peeing me off."
OK, so I feel like I should weigh in here quickly. As I said before, I try not to involve myself in my guests' personal lives, particularly something as delicate as Blake's recent legal troubles. But the fact that we're still talking regularly and I'm receiving frequent visits from her (she's been stressed a lot lately herself) should tell you where I stand on the subject.
Anyway, it turned out that Blake's legal troubles were merely the tip of the iceberg, and according to Anna, Blake being centre stage during the promotion of their movie was rather indicative of her general personality.
"She's very selfish," Anna went on. "Always has to be the centre of attention."
"She does?" I asked.
"Yeah. Like, when we're having sex. She always has to take your cock down deeper than I do. Or when I'm riding you. She always has to sit on your face, 'cause heaven forbid you'd be focusing on me instead of her. And don't even get me started on the anal. It's like, 'yeah, we know, you can take it up the butt'. Big whoop. She's such a freakin' show off."
Now, honestly I thought there was a pretty simple explanation for all those things, none of which revolved around Blake wanting to be the centre of attention, or to show up Anna in some way. I think Blake takes my cock down as deep as she can 'cause she knows I like to be deepthroated. I think she likes to sit on my face 'cause she knows I love her ass and she likes to get her pussy eaten. And the anal? I've got a very simple explanation for this one: Blake likes getting fucked in the ass.
Honestly, I couldn't really see where Anna was coming from. But in the interest of diplomacy I responded with a simple 'mmhmm', and continued to do so as Anna kept ranting, reeling off all the various ways that her supposed friend annoyed her.
*
"Nope," Blake replied. "No idea whatsoever. Unless it's all this legal shit, and she believes that dickhead over me. I mean, I kinda thought that such a good friend would've had my back on something like this, but hey, I guess not. Let me tell you, Tyler, you find out who your friends are when you go through something like this. Believe me."
"Mmm," I said back.
I was a little conflicted. Of course, I knew the real reason why Anna was mad at Blake, but Anna had asked me not to tell her. I didn't know where Anna stood on Blake's legal dispute (she didn't tell me and I didn't ask), but if Blake thought that Anna was taking the other party's side then that's the sort of thing that could break a friendship completely. I felt I had to weigh in. I explained the whole thing to Blake, about how her legal issues were disrupting their movie and even delved into the sex related issues, reeling off the myriad reasons why Anna thought Blake was selfish in bed. All except the anal issue; I kept that to myself.
"Right," said Blake, when I finished explaining. "Well, thank you for telling me."
"I felt you needed to know."
"Yeah. Well, I definitely wouldn't have known if you hadn't told me. I wasn't aware of any of this."
"Me neither."
Unsurprisingly, Blake had an explanation for every point I listed, and they were pretty much in line with my own. But rather than being pissed at Anna, Blake was upset that she felt that way about her, and despite maintaining that she wasn't in the wrong (and justifiably so), she felt the need to make it up to her. I didn't think that was necessary, but when Blake described how she wanted to do it, I didn't have any objections.
"Maybe we should all get together," she suggested. "Then you can help me apologise."
"Right." I paused. "Just to clarify, you do mean sex, right?"
Blake laughed. "Yes, I do. But it will be all about her. Honestly, you won't even know I'm there."
"Well, I don't think we have to go that far."
She laughed again. "Yeah, trust you to say that. But you're gonna have to go along with me on this one. There's a friendship on the line."
Of course I very much did go along with it. I was keen to keep their friendship intact for a couple of reasons. 1) They'd always gotten along so well and it would be a shame to see personal issues drive a wedge between them. And more selfishly, 2) Anna Kendrick and Blake Lively is one of my all time favourite threesomes. The two of them just have such great chemistry and both are so incredible in bed that it's almost impossible not to have a good time with them. So yeah, it was definitely in my best interests to try and keep them together.
So Blake told me to contact Anna to try and talk her into it, and to set a date if I managed to do so. Anna took some convincing but once I told her how sorry Blake was and how desperate she was to make it up to her, she eventually came around. She picked out a date and I texted Blake to let her know. The date didn't really work for her. I brought up the possibility of changing it but she said she'd move some things around. I guess that changing the date to suit her own needs would be getting off on the wrong foot.
Fast forward to the big day. The girls arrived separately (no surprise there), with Blake rocking up first. She was dressed quite modestly (for Blake), in loose fitting jeans, a tight grey tank top and a denim shirt that hung down off her arms. I guessed that was a conscious decision; she didn't want to show up Anna. But even so, I couldn't help but notice how great her tits looked in the tank top. To be fair, they look great in pretty much anything.
She greeted me with a hug and a kiss, and I offered her a glass of water.
"Got anything stronger?" Blake asked back.
I poured her out a glass of bourbon and she knocked it back in one. She seemed nervous, a far cry from her usual bubbly self. It was clear how important this was to her and I suddenly felt under a lot of pressure to make sure I didn't mess it up.
Anna arrived not too long after, wearing a sleeveless blue top and an ankle-length skirt. I opened the door and she sauntered in, at first barely looking at Blake as she greeted me with a hug of her own.
"Heeey, Anna," said Blake, a beaming smile stretched across her face as she moved towards Anna, pulling her in for a hug.
"Hi," said Anna coldly, barely finding the effort to hug her back, much less flash her a smile.
"You look amazing, girl. How are you?" Blake gushed.
My first thought was that she was trying too hard, but I didn't want to say anything.
"I'm good," said Anna, still cold.
"Good, good. Drink?"
"Sure," said Anna, then muttered under her breath as she moved towards the couch. "Think I'm gonna need one."
Myself and Anna took a seat on the couch as Blake scurried off to the bar, fixing drinks for all three of us. She popped them down on the coffee table then handed Anna's drink to her personally.
"Here you are, girl. G&T. Your favourite."
"Thanks," said Anna.
She took the drink from Blake, took a hearty swig from it then set it back down on the table. Blake sat down on the adjacent arm chair, sipping from her second bourbon. If I had to sum up the conversation we had in one word it would be 'awkward'. Anna barely looked at Blake, only glancing at her briefly when she engaged her directly, responding curtly and with very fleeting answers. Blake persisted, hoping that the alcohol would loosen her up. But as Anna kept up her icy demeanour, Blake decided to tackle the issue.
"OK, Anna, I've had enough of this. I know you're pissed at me so can we try and resolve this, please?"
Anna looked at her and then at me. "You told her?"
"He didn't have to tell me," Blake cut in. "You've hardly said a word to me these past few weeks. I know all my shit with that fucking douchebag has been getting in the way of our movie and I'm sorry about that. I just wished you'd told me instead of shutting me out. I love you, Anna, and I'd hate for us to fall out over something like this. That asshole's already taken so much from me, but I'm not going to let him take you too." She took Anna's hands and held them in her own, looking her straight in the eyes as she said to her very sincerely, "please, let me make it up to you."
Anna sighed. "Fine."
"Yeah?" said Blake, perking up.
"Sure," said Anna, flatly. "Make it up to me."
"Yay!" Blake shrieked, clapping her hands together excitedly.
She hopped up from her seat and scurried towards Anna, taking her hand and helping her up. Anna turned to me and rolled her eyes as Blake led her across the lounge and off towards my bedroom. I rose from the couch and followed behind them, closing my bedroom door as the three of us piled inside.
Blake grabbed me as I entered the room and pulled me towards Anna. I ended up face to face with her, with Blake standing beside us. It looked like we were about to get married with Blake playing the part of the priest. It all felt very forced and unnatural, like Blake was directing us and like Anna didn't want to be here. Which wasn't true at all; Anna always wanted to be here. She just wished that Blake wasn't here as well.
"Well," said Blake, "you guys gonna kiss or what?"
Anna grabbed the back of my head and pulled me towards her, pressing her lips against mine. It's hard to describe the way that she kissed me. Not aggressive as such, but definitely forceful. Like she was trying to assert herself on this situation and not let Blake take control of it. A power play, I guess you'd call it.
Blake moved around behind Anna, brushing her hair aside as she kissed across Anna's shoulder, continuing along her neck and up towards her ear.
"I love watching you kiss him," she said into her ear, speaking softly but loud enough that I could hear it.
Anna ignored her, continuing to kiss me in the same vigorous manner, her tongue sliding into my mouth and tangling with my own. Anna's hands slid down my chest as she finally pried her lips from mine, running them past my stomach and down towards my beltline.
"Mmm, so hot," Blake said as she put a hand to Anna's cheek, encouraging her to turn her head.
Anna did so reluctantly, groping at the lump in my pants as Blake kissed her from over her shoulder. She kissed back hesitantly, with a fraction of the intensity that she'd just kissed me with. Their lips came apart and Anna grabbed the hem of my t-shirt, pulling it up to expose my chest. Anna leaned in and kissed my chest as I pulled up my t-shirt the rest of the way and tossed it down onto the floor.
"Let's get you out of these clothes," Blake said as she loosened the clasp on Anna's skirt, pulling it down and exposing her legs.
Blake squatted down behind her, removing her skirt and tossing it aside as they started to kiss along Anna's right leg. She started at her calf, moving up the back of her thigh and up to her cute little butt. I couldn't help but smirk to myself as Blake started kissing Anna's ass, given that she'd been doing that figuratively ever since she got here.
Blake stood up again, kissing Anna's neck as she reached around in front of her and began to unbutton her shirt. Anna's hands moved down to my waist and I leaned in to kiss her again as she unbuckled my belt, opening the clasp at the top of my pants. By the time my pants were open, Anna's shirt had been removed, leaving her in her bra and panties.
Anna knelt on the bedroom floor with Blake dropping down behind her, continuing to kiss her neck as she ran her hands over Anna's body. She started at her knees, trailing her hands over Anna's thighs, past her hips and up to her tight, toned stomach. Anna was still largely ignoring her, focusing instead on my boxers and pants, both of which were whipped down quickly with a single sharp tug.
My cock sprang out, already rock hard as it flopped up and down in front of Anna's face. Anna grabbed it to keep it steady, sliding her hand right down to the base as she moved her head in, taking me into her open mouth. Her lips closed tight around the ridge of my crown then Anna started bobbing her head, those big blue eyes staring up into mine as those perfect lips slid down my shaft, going deeper with every pass. Blake kissed up to Anna's ear, licking her earlobe before she spoke into it softly.
"You look so sexy sucking his cock."
Anna's hands moved up to my hips and she gripped them tightly as she went down further, my tip beginning to clear her tonsils. This was usually Anna's limit but on this occasion she went down deeper, clamping her eyes shut and choking just a little as my cockhead inched towards the back of her throat. She'd complained about Blake always taking me deeper than her, and I'd imagine that thought was at the front of her mind when she gripped my hips with increased force, using them for leverage as she pulled herself closer, forcing me into her throat. I tipped my head back and moaned, feeling my tip push into her gullet as her face pressed against my torso, those soft pink lips of hers wrapped around the base of my shaft.
"Oh my God! Anna!" I heard Blake say. "Damn, girl, you've been practicing!"
Anna kept me there for as long as she could, then I felt her hands push against my hips as her lips slid back along the length of my shaft, my crown popping out from between them. As I looked back down, Anna's face had turned beet red and little tears of mascara had started to run down her cheeks. Nevertheless she looked triumphant, turning towards Blake with a smug grin pulling at the sides of her lips.
"Wow!" said Blake. "Now that was impressive."
Anna didn't respond, but pointed my cock towards Blake as she moved to the side, allowing her to take her place.
"Ooh, thank you, gorgeous," Blake said as she gripped my cock. "Don't mind if I do."
Blake took my cock in between her lips and started to suck me slowly. Keeping one hand at the base, the other roamed along the length of my shaft, moving in sync with those big, full lips as she worked them up and down it. It felt amazing, as I'm sure you can imagine, but I got the impression she was holding back. Anna had talked about Blake showing her up, and this slow, steady approach to blowing me seemed to be a direct response.
But if Anna was appreciative of that, she certainly didn't show it. In fact, as soon as Blake started sucking my cock, Anna stood up and grabbed my head, pulling me in and kissing me aggressively. Again, this seemed like a deliberate move. Anna had complained about Blake distracting me while she was blowing me or riding my cock, so this felt like Anna trying to get her own back.
But if indeed that is what it was, then Blake didn't respond to it. She simply kept blowing me the exact same way, using her hand to work the shaft while her mouth followed closely behind, lubing me up with spit. A few more sucks and Blake pulled back, keeping her grip on the base of the shaft as she dragged her lips back up to the tip, plucking my cock from between them.
"Come share with me, Anna," she said, looking up and smirking as she stroked my cock.
Anna peeled her lips from mine then dropped to her knees beside Blake. They started with their tongues, pressing them firmly to the base of my shaft and licking their way up and down it. They'd always worked really well as a team and that hadn't changed, despite their falling out. Their tongues moved in perfect sync, sliding along the length of my shaft and covering every inch of it. My cock was throbbing in a matter of moments, my helmet twitching as they reached the tip and flicked their tongues against it.
Soon their tongues were brushing together and that evolved to a full on kiss with my cock at the very heart of it. Of course it was Blake that initiated it, but Anna seemed happy to join her, and soon both mouths were wrapped around the tip as their tongues kept licking, lapping up precum as it oozed from the tip. Needless to say, it felt amazing and for a moment it felt like they were back to their old selves. They were sharing my cock just like they always used to and it seemed like only a matter of time until they were riding me one at a time, helping each other cum like they did so well.
But that illusion was quickly shattered when Anna peeled her lips from Blake's, all but pushing her aside as she took me back into her mouth. Again, this felt like a retaliation, as apparently Blake would always do that when they were sharing my cock together, sometimes even stealing it from Anna in the middle of a blowjob. I can't say I'd ever noticed that before, but it can be a little hard to think clearly when Blake and Anna are blowing you.
Anyway, Blake didn't complain and remained as supportive as ever as Anna stole a turn on my cock, heaping her with praise as she left several kisses on her shoulders and neck. She slipped her shirt off then removed her tank top, freeing those incredible tits. Normally, they'd be wrapped around my cock within five minutes but since she was trying not to show up Anna, I feared that may not happen this time.
She unclipped Anna's bra then slid it down her arms, tossing it onto the floor. Blake went back to kissing her neck, this time wrapping her arms around her so she could fondle Anna's tits. Anna didn't object, but again she basically ignored her, focusing solely on sucking my cock without even giving her the satisfaction of moaning. I could tell that she wanted to though, 'cause Anna really likes having her tits played with. She took my cock down a few more times then pulled her lips back up to the tip, releasing the head with an audible *POP*.



"Get on the bed," she said simply, pushing back against my thighs.
I took a seat on the edge of the bed then scooted back so I was laying across it. Blake relinquished her grip on Anna, expecting her to climb onto the bed and mount me like a horse. But instead, she turned and looked at Blake, throwing a curveball that I don't think either of us were expecting.
"You wanna go first?" she asked her.
"Wait, really?" said Blake, sounding surprised and a little suspicious. And probably for good reason, 'cause to me it sounded like a test. This was Anna saying 'let's see how much you wanna make it up to me when there's a big cock you can sit on'.
Anna nodded. "Mmhmm."
Blake thought for a moment. "Thank you, but no," she finally said. "This is about you. You go first."
"No, really," said Anna. "I insist."
Honestly, this dynamic could have gone on indefinitely, and if one of them didn't get on me soon, I'd be bending someone over the bed and pounding her into a coma. Regardless of what it did to their friendship.
"Well, OK," Blake shrugged. "If you say so."
Thank fuck for that, I thought to myself as Blake finally stood herself up, removing her jeans and panties as she climbed up onto the bed. Using my elbows to prop myself up, I watched as Blake crawled forward. Planting her knees either side of my hips, Blake reached back to grab my cock, pressing the tip against the slit of her pussy. Reverse cowgirl has always been her position of choice, 'cause she knows I like to stare at her ass. So I assume she went for regular cowgirl to try and appease Anna. I guess missing out on my favourite things is something I'll have to get used to. But Blake's got amazing tits as well, so I guess I can't really complain.
Dropping down slowly, Blake eased my cock into her pussy, releasing her grip on the base of the shaft as she sunk straight down to the hilt. Her ass touched down on the tops of my thighs and I felt my tip press against her cervix, her slick pink pussy wrapped around the base of my shaft. It always surprises me how tight Blake is, considering she's basically been in a constant state of pregnancy for over a decade now. She stayed like that for several seconds, a look of pleasure spreading across that gorgeous face as she felt how deep my cock was.
Blake began to lift herself up, working that pussy up the length of my shaft as she rose up slowly, guiding it up to the tip. Then, she dropped back down again, a loud * SMACK * sound filling the room as that meaty, thick ass of hers crashed down against my thighs. She proceeded to ride my hard and fast, those lovely big tits bouncing around all over the place as she worked her pussy up and down my dick.
"Mmm, yes! That feels so good," Blake moaned out, placing her hands just above her knees as she rode me harder, bouncing that ass off the tops of my thighs with increasing force and speed.
For the next couple of minutes, all I could do was stare. The sight of Blake riding my cock is always incredible and this time was no exception. The angelic look that was spread across her face. The way her blonde spilled down majestically as she tipped her head back, fanning it in every direction. The way her titties flopped up and down, her abs flexing with every pass. It was the stuff that dreams are made of.
I detected movement in the corner of my eye, turning my head to look as Anna moved around to the side of the bed. Honestly, I'd been so preoccupied with watching Blake that I'd almost forgotten she was there. She pressed her fingers against my brow and pushed me down onto the bed, keeping them there as she clambered aboard. Placing a knee to the side of my head, I watched as she threw her leg over, reaching back to grab my hair as she dropped her ass down swiftly, planting her pussy on top of my face.
OK, now I know why she wanted Blake to go first. Blake sitting on my face while she was riding me was one of Anna's most vociferous complaints, so I shouldn't have been surprised that she had an ulterior motive. But once again, Blake didn't have any objections (or if she did, she didn't voice them). And if she didn't, then neither did I.
I reached up quickly, wrapping my arms around Anna's thighs as I poked my tongue out, guiding it straight to her clit. I started to lick her slowly, swirling my tongue around the nub of her clit. Anna started moaning loudly, even louder than she normally does, and I had my suspicions that she may have been hamming it up just a little to try and antagonise Blake. I mean, Anna likes getting her pussy eaten as much as the next woman (especially by me), but she doesn't normally moan like this.
I couldn't see her face, of course, but I could picture her expression: eyes closed, pawing at her tits as her mouth hung open, overly loud, exaggerated moans pouring out from between her lips. As you can probably imagine, fake orgasms don't go down too well with someone like me (not that I hear a lot of them, of course). So if that's how loud she wanted to be, I'd give her something to really moan about.
I started to lick her much, much harder, lapping at the nub of her clit with quick, sharp flicks of my tongue. Anna's moans got even louder but this time they were 100% real, and I had this wonderful mental image of Anna's eyes suddenly shooting open as the fake look of pleasure that was etched across her face, morphed into one of genuine shock.
Blake, up to now, had been biting her tongue, remaining stoic whilst Anna had tried to provoke her. But this time it seemed she had taken the bait, and when Anna began her exaggerated moans, Blake responded by riding me faster, drawing louder and louder smacks as her big, thick ass beat down hard on the tops of my thighs.
I simply laid there and let it all happen, allowing her to use me however she pleased as I focused my attention on Anna, vigorously tonguing at her slick pink pussy as I held her down on top of me. Anna reached down and grabbed my arms, gripping them tightly as a high-pitched squeal fluttered out from between her lips.
"Ohhh, my God! Yes! Yes, yes, yes! Keep going, keep going! Fuck, I'm gonna cum on your face!"
A few more licks and she did just that.
"OHHH, FUUUCCCKKK!!!" she screamed, her nails digging into my arms as her body started shaking above me.
Again, I could picture her expression. Eyes closed. Mouth open. Brown hair spilling down her back as her head tipped back to the ceiling. Face red as she screamed herself hoarse. She may still have been overacting slightly, but there was more than enough juices pouring into my mouth to tell me how hard she came. I waited for her screams to give out then peeled my tongue from the nub of her clit, a final few spasms passing through her as I dragged my tongue across Anna's wet pussy, lapping up the excess fluid.
She took a few moments to regain her composure then climbed back down from on top of me, wearing a positively shit-eating grin as she leaned down to kiss me, glancing at Blake as she did so. Once again, Blake didn't react. In fact, she didn't get a chance to react, 'cause as soon as Anna peeled her lips from mine, I wrapped my arms around her back and pulled her down on top of me.
"OH!" Blake yelped, unprepared for the sudden move as she put her hands out to brace herself.
Her body ended up flat on top of mine, faces mere inches apart as my hands moved down and grabbed her ass. Sinking my fingers into both her cheeks, I began to buck my hips off the mattress, driving my cock into Blake's tight pussy. Blake leaned forward and our lips fused together, moaning into my mouth as I drilled in deep, hitting her cervix with each new thrust.
Anna moved around to the foot of the bed and I felt her tongue start to lap at my balls as they flung up off the mattress. In threesomes of old, she'd have been licking Blake's asshole too, but since she had neglected to do so, I figured it was there for the taking. Hands still gripping that big, thick ass, I placed a finger against Blake's tight asshole, rubbing it against it several times then pushing it deep inside her.
That proved to be the finishing touch and Blake's head shop up in an instant as I rammed my cock into her one last time. When her orgasm hit, Blake basically did the opposite of Anna, in that she tried to suppress it as much as she could. She bit her lip to keep from screaming, but there was no disguising the look of pure lust that had spread across her face. Her eyes clamped shut, veins popping in her neck as she craned her head back, blonde hair strewn about her flushed red face.
Both holes tightened, particularly her asshole, which gripped my knuckle with so much force that I'm surprised she didn't snap my finger off. Another few seconds and she reached her peak, arms giving out from beneath her as she slumped down onto my chest. I waited for her grip to loosen then plucked my finger from Blake's tight ass. Blake leaned in for another quick kiss then climbed back down from on top me.
Anna moved in with immediate haste, gripping my cock at the base and taking my helmet in between her lips. This is something she's always done. She used to like doing it so she could taste Blake's pussy off me, but now her motivations were much more selfish. She wanted my attention back on her, and I have to admit, she got what she wanted.
Anna removed her hand from the base, grabbing my hips as she went down deeper. I felt my tip push into her throat and a moan spilled forth from between her lips as my head fell back into the pillows. Suddenly, the fact that Blake had just cum on my cock was almost an afterthought, which I assume was Anna's intention. My hands reached out and grabbed the sheets, trying to keep from blowing my load as I felt her face press against my abs, her lips locked tightly around the base of my shaft.
"Oh my God, you're so good at that," I heard Blake say, seemingly caring little (or at least, pretending not to care) that Anna had stolen her thunder.
She kept me there for several seconds then dragged her lips up slowly. By the time she'd popped it free, the layer of pussy that had lined my shaft had been replaced by a thick coat of Anna's spittle. She gripped my cock and stroked it twice, crawling on top of me and leaning in for a kiss. Lips locked together and tongues entwined, I wrapped my arms around her tiny frame, latching onto both her hips.
As my hands moved down and grabbed her ass, a soft moan left Anna's mouth, flooding into mine as we passionately kissed. Our lips came apart and as I looked up over Anna's shoulder, the cause of her moan was promptly revealed. Blake's face was buried in her ass, head moving suggestively as she tongued at Anna's pussy. And as she saw me looking, Blake's head moved even higher, flashing me a devilish wink as she dragged her tongue up to Anna's tight asshole. Anna moaned again, louder this time, in spite of her efforts to suppress it. She didn't want Blake to know that she liked it, but I'm afraid she failed spectacularly.
Blake licked her a few more times, then continued to do so as she grabbed my cock, jerking it slowly as she pointed it upwards, pressing the tip against Anna's wet pussy. Lifting her head up, Blake placed her hands in the small of Anna's back and pushed her down against me. I felt my cock slide into her pussy, making her moan as I stretched her open. Blake kept pushing slowly, guiding Anna downwards until I felt her ass touch down on my thighs, my cockhead touching her cervix.
"Uhhhhh!" Anna exclaimed as she buried her face in my neck, moaning loudly when she felt how deep I was.
I felt Blake's tongue press against my balls, then watched her face slowly come into view as she slowly licked along Anna's tight pussy. A smirk appeared on those perfect lips as she dragged her tongue over Anna's taint, moving past her asshole, then leaving several kisses in the small of her back. Raising her head, Blake reached out and grabbed her ass, shifting forward as she ran her hands up the sides of Anna's body.
Blake wrapped her arms around her chest then gently pulled her backwards, encouraging Anna to sit. Anna did so under my insistence, and soon she was sitting bolt upright, her knees either side of my hips with my cock still buried inside her. Blake's hands were still on her chest, gently fondling those perky tits as she began to kiss across Anna's right shoulder.
Anna started by grinding against me, my cock so deep that she could rub her clit on my pelvis. It felt unreal, her muscles tensing and gripping every inch of my shaft. She kept that up for a couple of minutes then started riding me, forcing Blake to pull away. She kissed down Anna's back a few times then moved around beside us, playing with her pussy while she watched us fuck.
My hands reached out and grabbed Anna's hips, helping her pussy up and down my cock while I thought of ways to incorporate Blake. I knew every threesome position like the back of my hand by this point, but I had to think carefully about which one I chose. One false move and their friendship could go up in smoke. Obviously sitting on my face was out of the question, but maybe she could sit on Anna's?
I decided to test the waters, wrapping my arms around Anna's back and pulling her down on top of me. I gave a few thrusts into Anna's tight pussy then rolled us both over, switching from cowgirl to missionary in what was practically the blink of an eye. Straightening my back, I grabbed Anna's legs and lifted them up, holding them against me as I started thrusting.
Anna moaned as she took each thrust, reaching down in between her legs and putting two fingers to the nub of her clit. Her eyes fell shut as she started to rub, her pussy tightening around my shaft as I worked it deep inside her. I looked at Blake then gave a little nod towards Anna's head. At first she looked a little confused, then shook her head when she realised what I meant. I gestured again with a firmer, more insistent nod and Blake rolled her eyes, pointing at me with an accusatory finger. I knew what that meant: if this went wrong she would hold me personally responsible. I held my hands up in acknowledgement; I was willing to take the chance.
Blake moved and knelt behind Anna. Leaning forward, she placed her hands on Anna's shoulders and slid them back down to her tits, moving in to kiss her cheek. Anna's eyes came open and, to my surprise, she turned towards Blake and kissed her back, moaning as she took my cock. It all looked very promising. Blake broke the kiss and lifted her head up, moving closer to Anna.
"May I?" Blake asked as she looked down at Anna, her knees either side of her head.
An excited look played across Anna's face as she looked at Blake, her vision filled by pussy and ass. It was only there for the briefest of moments, but Blake saw it and so did I; Anna's defenses were breaking down.
"Sure, whatever," Anna said coldly, straightening her face out as she tried to look impassive.
Blake dropped her ass down, giving me a grin of acknowledgement as she parked her pussy onto Anna's face. Anna raised her arms up, moving them towards Blake before quickly stopping herself; she didn't want to seem too eager. Instead, she placed her hands on her stomach and moved them slowly up towards her chest, running them over perky tits.
Anna's hands moved over Blake's knees and slid up the inside of her thighs. Anna's arms wrapped around her legs and moans began to pour from between Blake's lips as Anna started eating her pussy. I couldn't see much of what she was doing, but the sight of Blake's amazing body perched on top of Anna's face was always a welcome image.
Blake slipped two fingers in between her lips, wetting them both with spit as she grabbed my head with her remaining hand, pulling me in for a kiss. As Blake's tongue slid into my mouth, I heard Anna's moans get louder beneath her. And as our lips came apart and I took a look down, I realised why that was. Blake's hand was between her legs and was rubbing hard at Anna's clit, tightening her pussy like she was turning a lever. I responded to that by thrusting harder, pumping my hips with greater exertion to push through the tightening grip. Anna's moans increased in volume, as did the already deafening smacks as my muscled torso slammed against the backs of her legs.
Anna came in a matter of seconds, screaming loudly from under Blake's ass as her climax hit her with full, unrelenting force. As I buried my cock into her one last time, Blake kept rubbing at the nub of her clit, ensuring she came as hard as possible. Her pussy gripped me with increased force, squeezing my cock to the point of bursting. It felt incredible, and I tipped my head back and moaned towards the ceiling as a burst of fluid gushed from inside her, soaking my entire shaft. Anna's screams began to fade and I prised my cock from the grip of her pussy, laying it onto her stomach.
"Oh my God," Blake exclaimed, gasping slightly as she saw my cock.
I wasn't sure what had surprised her so much; how wet Anna had left my cock or how deep it had been inside her. She should have been used to both by now.
Blake leaned forward, forming a 69 with Anna as she poked her tongue out from between her lips and pressed it against the tip of my prick. Her tongue moved slowly, licking up a strip of Anna's sweet juices as she dragged it along the length of my shaft. My cockhead spasmed, leaking precum into Anna's navel as Blake pressed her tongue to the base, keeping it there for a couple of seconds before she licked back up to the top again.
Looking up, I saw that Anna had grabbed her ass and Blake started moaning softly as she worked her tongue back up to my helmet. Anna had always loved Blake's ass and by now she was finding it hard to ignore. Blake parted her full set of lips, moaning louder as Anna went back to eating her pussy. I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft and pushed it forward slowly, slotting it into her open mouth. Blake locked her lips around the tip then moved her head towards me, as if my abs were drawing her in. I watched as her head drew closer, my cock disappearing an inch at a time.
Blake had refrained from deepthroating earlier, but now that Anna had done it herself, Blake seemed to think that she had permission. I wasn't gonna argue with that. Besides, Anna was too busy eating her pussy to notice what Blake was doing. I felt my tip slide past Blake's tonsils and press against the back of her throat.
"Uhhh," I moaned, reaching out instinctively and grabbing the back of Blake's blonde head, pushing her down the rest of the way.
My tip broke through into Blake's tight throat and as usual she took me without even flinching. Blake's face pressed against my torso and I held her there for quite some time, her mouth forming a vacuum seal as she sucked up Anna's juices. After a short while I felt some resistance. This struck me as odd as Blake's the kind of girl who can deepthroat you for minutes, without so much as batting an eyelid.
At first I just thought that she didn't want to show up Anna again. But as I released my grip on the back of Blake's head, the real reason was soon made clear. Blake pushed back against my thighs, her blonde head shooting back as she pulled her lips back up to the tip, freeing my cock in a spray of spit. Blake gasped as my dick popped out, those big blue eyes of hers bulging wide as a long, deep moan tumbled out from between her lips.
"Oh my God! Anna!"
I knew what was coming next. Nothing makes Blake cum harder than when Anna eats her pussy. Well actually, one thing does, but since Anna's complaints about that had been particularly forthright, it might have been best to avoid it. I weighed that up and then thought 'fuck it'. This is Blake Lively's ass we're talking about here. If Anna had any complaints about it, she could direct them to me instead. I was sure it would be worth it.



I moved around to the side of the bed, grabbing a bottle of lube from the nightstand as I climbed back onto the mattress. Kneeling behind Blake, I popped the cap on the bottle of lube and squeezed some onto my dick, smearing it along the shaft. I tossed the lube down onto the bed then grabbed Blake's hip with one of my hands, holding my cock with the other as I pointed the tip at her asshole. Blake was still moaning as I pushed myself forward, and those moans got instantly louder as my cockhead split her asshole open and began to slip inside.
"Ohhh, fuuuccckkk!!!" Blake exclaimed as I grabbed her asscheeks, prising them apart as I pushed in deeper.
One more push and I was sheathed to the base, her plump cheeks pressed against my pelvis, my balls sat flush with her taint. She came on the spot, lifting her head up and screaming loudly as violent tremors coursed through her body. Her asshole gripped and squeezed me tight, so much so that it almost hurt me. I couldn't see what Anna was doing but from the way Blake's ass kept gripping me tighter, she was definitely still eating her pussy. Far be it from me to put words in her mouth, but I think she was starting to forgive her.
I waited until Blake's body stopped shaking then drew my cock back out to the tip, keeping it there for a fraction of a second before I rammed it back inside her.
"Uhhh!" Blake moaned as my pelvis smacked against her ass, sending ripples through both her cheeks.
As I started to thrust into Blake's tight ass, Anna crawled out from underneath her. Turning to face her, Anna laid back and spread her legs, propping herself up with her arms as she laid back across the mattress. Anna grabbed the back of Blake's head and pulled her in between her legs, muffling every subsequent moan as Blake's mouth went against her pussy. This time Anna didn't hold back. As soon as Blake's head went between her legs, Anna started moaning at full, unfettered volume. A look of ecstasy spread across her face as she scooped up a handful of Blake's blonde hair, holding it out like a length of rope.
That hair was calling to me; I reached out and grabbed it impulsively. I don't think that was Anna's intention, but I took the reins regardless, wrapping gold hair around my knuckles as I yanked Blake's head back sharply, pulling her away from Anna's tight pussy. Anna didn't seem to mind and scurried around to the top of the bed, kneeling beside Blake with her mouth hanging open. I knew what she wanted and I didn't leave her hanging for long.
A few more thrusts into Blake's thick ass and I pried my cock from deep inside her, pointing it to my left where Anna's mouth was ready and waiting. I steered my cock in between her lips, pushing right back to the wall of her throat as she closed her lips around it. Any complaints she might have had about Blake's love of anal were quickly forgotten about as Anna pulled her head back slowly, dragging her lips back up to the tip. I plucked the head from between her lips, a layer of spit now coating my shaft as I returned my cock to its previous position, pushing it back into Blake's tight ass.
Slipping two fingers in between her lips, Anna reached down in between Blake's legs and pressed said digits to the nub her clit, rubbing her as I started thrusting. I felt Blake's asshole immediately tighten, squeezing my cock for all its worth as I worked it deep inside her, bottoming out with every stroke. Anna parted her lips again but this time I made her wait; Blake's ass felt too fucking good. Anna grew impatient, a devilish grin stretched across her face as she rubbed Blake's clit with increased force.
I knew what she was trying to do; she was trying to tighten Blake's ass so much that it would essentially force me out of her. But I didn't give her the satisfaction, continuing to ram into Blake's fat ass, no matter how hard it gripped me. Blake's moans got louder and deeper, the volume increasing with each new thrust.
"Oh, fuck! I'm gonna cum again!" Blake cried out, her voice almost cracking.
I tightened my grip on Blake's blonde hair, the smack, smack, smacks getting louder and louder as I went in hard with a flurry of thrusts, balls swinging back and forth and slapping against her pussy. A few more pumps of my tireless hips and Blake made good on her promise. I wrenched her head back even harder, leaving her staring at the ceiling above her as a wordless scream flew forth from her lips. I buried my cock into Blake's plump ass, feeling it grip me harder and harder as Anna kept rubbing her clit, grinning at me as she did so.
I tried to act cool but inside I was going crazy, doing all I could to retain my load as Blake's tight ass nearly squeezed the life out of me. Anna showed me little sympathy, rubbing harder at Blake's stiff clit and not letting up until her screams gave out. Blake's grip began to relax and pulled my cock back as fast as I could. I released my grip on Blake's blonde hair and grabbed my cock at the base, prising the tip from her taut backside.
Moving quickly, I grabbed Anna's head with my remaining hand, pulling her closer as I steered my cock towards her, stuffing it into her open mouth.
"MMPF!" she exclaimed as I shoved my cock in as deep as I could, wiping the smirk off of her face.
Uncurling my fingers from the base of the shaft, I moved my free hand to the back of her head, gripping two fistfuls of nut brown hair as I started to thrust into Anna's wet mouth. Her eyes bulged, choking slightly as my cock went deeper, drenching me in her spit. A few more thrusts and I wrenched myself free, stroking my cock as I pushed her head down another few inches, pulling her into my balls. Anna took one in between her lips, starting to suck it as I released my cock, allowing it to rest on her face. Anna grinned, breathing in the smell of my shaft as she switched from one ball to the other, drenching them both in spittle.
Blake turned and moved next to Anna, gobbling up the teste that she'd just spat out. I looked down at the image before me: lips wrapped around each of my balls, two sets of eyes staring up into mine as my member nestled in between their faces, twitching and throbbing as they worked me over. My balls popped out from between their lips, and I felt their tongues brush over each nut as they ran them up to the base of my shaft.
Turning to the side, my cock began to fall into place as they moved around to face each other, wrapping their lips around the base. My hands reached out and grabbed their asses, groping each one as their lips pressed together, my dick clamped tightly between them. Tongues came out and soon both girls were lapping at the underside as they worked their lips along the length of my shaft, heads moving in perfect sync.
My head fell back and I moaned towards the ceiling as their perfect mouths slid down my shaft, feeling it throb in between their lips. They kept that up for a couple of minutes, stopping at the head so they could give it some attention. As I looked back down, both were lapping at the tip of my prick, tongues brushing together as they ran them all over my helmet.
Anna's tongue went back to the base as Blake moved back in front of me, taking my crown in between her lips. Anna wrapped her lips around one of my nuts as Blake started bobbing her head, taking my cock down steadily. Anna sucked at my swollen ball, soaking it with spit as Blake went deeper, edging towards the base.
Anna moved aside, making room for Blake as she moved behind her, pressing her lips against Blake's fat ass and kissing it in several places. Anna poked her tongue out, dragging it slowly across one of her cheeks as she moved towards her asscrack. Anna's face went into her ass, just as Blake's lips wrapped around the base of my shaft. My cockhead pushed into her throat, blocking Blake's moans as Anna moved her head and down, dragging her tongue from pussy to ass.
Anna did that several times then grabbed ahold of Blake's thick cheeks, prising them apart as she pushed her tongue into her asshole. Anna started bobbing her head, working her tongue into Blake's tight ass. Blake's moans increased in volume as I moved my hands to the back of her head, scooping up a fistful of that lovely long hair. I pulled my cock back out to the tip, keeping it there for a beat or two then pushing it straight back in, gently pulling at Blake's blonde hair as I slowly fucked her mouth.
There were so many amazing things going on that I didn't know where to look. Looking down, I was treated to the sight of my cock disappearing as I pushed it into Blake's esophagus, her tongue poked out from above her bottom lip so she could lap at my balls each time. Then, as I looked forward, I got a little wink from Anna as she moved her head back and forth, digging her fingers into Blake's thick asscheeks as she fucked her with her tongue. I mean, how do you choose between either of those?
I put a few more thrusts into Blake's tight throat then pulled my cock back slowly, marvelling at how wet she'd left it as I plucked it free from between her lips. I stepped down off the mattress and moved around to the foot of the bed, getting behind Anna as she tongued Blake's asshole. I gripped my cock at the base and pressed the tip against Anna's wet pussy, entering her with the slightest of thrusts.
Anna gave a contented moan which was partially blocked by Blake's big ass. As I pushed my cock in deeper, Anna moved her hands to the small of her back, pushing down against it and guiding her onto her stomach. Anna's hands went back to her ass, pulling apart her plump, round cheeks as she pushed her face in as deep as she could.
"Oh, wow!" Blake yelped as she lifted her head up, an amused grin stretched across her face as she peered back over her shoulder.
I grinned back at her, aware of the implication; if that's not a sign of forgiveness then I don't know what is.
I didn't have the best angle, of course, but as far as I could tell, Anna was pretty much buried to the ears. Of course, that image was incredibly triggering and I started to ram into Anna's tight pussy with barely a second thought. Now each moan was entirely muffled, almost to the point that I couldn't even hear her as I drilled my cock into the depths of her snatch, going balls deep each time I did so.
Reaching forward, I grabbed a handful of Anna's long hair, wrapping it tightly around my fist as I pushed against the back of her head, keeping her buried in Blake's big ass. I couldn't even see what she was doing in there, but from the high-pitched moans that Blake was making, I could tell that she was licking something. It was just a question of what.
I kept her there for a few more seconds then wrenched her back by her brunette hair, listening to her scream as she caught her breath. I went at her harder, my pelvis smacking against her ass as I delivered a flurry of pitiless thrusts, pounding her pussy with little restraint.
"Oh, JESUS! FUCK!" she screamed. "Yes, yes, yes! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
A few more thrusts and I pushed her back down, blocking any further outbursts as I shoved her back into Blake's fat ass. I kept that up for quite some time, railing hard into Anna's tight pussy as I pushed her down into Blake's thick ass, pulling her head up every minute or so so Anna could catch her breath.
Anna's moans got louder and louder, and once her pussy started gripping me tighter, I could tell she was getting close. And with that long hair still clutched in my fist, I knew the perfect way to finish her off. I wrenched her head back one last time, pulling her right back until her back pressed against my chest. I released my grip on Anna's brown hair, wrapping my arms around that hot little body and holding her firmly against me. One of my hands went up to her chest, fondling one of her perky tits, while the other slid down over Anna's stomach, gliding past her tight, toned abs until I found her pussy. Putting two fingers to the nub of her clit, I started to rub her hard and fast, pumping my hips with greater exertion as I railed my cock into her pussy.
"Oh, FUCK!" Anna yelled.
She threw her arms back and gripped my hair, pulling me forward sharply. She turned her head, mashing her lips against mine and kissing me aggressively. I felt her tongue push into my mouth, grappling with my own as I kept on thrusting, ramming my cock into Anna's tight pussy with very little self-control. * SMACK * sounds filled the expanse of the room as my entire body collided with hers, all you could hear with our lips fused together, Anna's moans going into my mouth.
Blake got up and knelt before Anna, pressing her face into ours as she turned the kiss into a threeway. Three sets of lips pressed tightly together as our tongues started flicking in every direction. I felt Blake's hand press against my own, seeking access to Anna's wet pussy. I moved my hand away and let her have it, grabbing Anna's arms and pinning them behind her back.
Blake's hand took over from mine, vigorously strumming at Anna's stiff clit as I started to thrust at maximum speed, using her arms for leverage as I drilled into her perfect pussy. Anna's pussy tightened significantly, grasping my cock and squeezing it hard each time I plunged inside her. Blake pried her lips from Anna's, a hand underneath her chin as she rubbed her clit with the other.
"You gonna cum for me, baby?" Blake asked her, staring into her eyes with a very fierce intensity.
Anna nodded, seemingly unable to formulate words as I pounded her into submission.
"Do it," Blake said. "Cum on that fucking cock."
Anna did so almost immediately, almost like she was cumming on command as I buried my cock into her one last time. Muscles tightened all over her body, most notably her vaginal muscles which gripped my shaft and didn't let go, squeezing every inch as I kept it inside her. Blake's hand moved down to her throat, clasping it tightly and muffling her moans as they spilled from between her lips. Her other hand kept rubbing her clit, not stopping 'til she reached her peak. Anna's climax hit a crescendo and within a few seconds her body was limp, to the point that my grip on her arms was the only thing holding her up.
Blake's hands moved up to her face, cupping it affectionately as she beamed that gorgeous smile.
"Wow!" she said with genuine awe. "Fuck, you came so hard!"
Anna simply nodded, seemingly unable to do much else as she tried to regain her senses.
"OK, I'm gonna let go now so you might want to grab her," I said, only half-joking as I released my grip on Anna's toned arms.
Blake laughed and wrapped her arms around Anna's body, holding her up as I stepped down off the bed. I moved around towards the headboard and climbed back onto the bed, kneeling behind Blake as Anna's arms went around her shoulders. Blake leaned into her and the two of them kissed as I moved in closer, pressing my body against the thick blonde. I gripped my cock near the tip of the shaft, angling it upwards and resting it in the crack of her ass.
I leaned back, balling my hands into fists and planting them down on the mattress as Blake started grinding against me, slowly jerking me off with those perfectly plump, round cheeks. It was the perfect tease and I could feel my dick throbbing as it rubbed against her pussy. She was soaking wet, leaving behind a trail of moisture which coated the base of my shaft. Anna peeled her lips from Blake's, wrapping her arms around the small of her back as she peered down over her shoulder.
"Oh, fuck, that's hot," Anna said, grinning. "Keep doing that. I've got an idea."
Anna moved around to my right and grabbed the bottle of lube. Flipping it open, she held the bottle at about head height, squeezing out a string of oil which hit my cockhead with pinpoint accuracy. The lube began to drip down my shaft, smearing along the underside as Blake kept grinding against me.
"Lay back," said Anna, placing a hand on my chest and pushing against it.
I laid back under her direction, stuffing a pillow underneath my head as Blake tucked her legs beneath mine, pushing my cock back as she lowered ass and pinned it against my abs. Blake leaned forward, placing her hands on the mattress as she started to grind on my cock again. This time Anna leaned her head in, licking my cockhead as precum began to ooze from the tip. She did that several times then pressed her hand against Blake's thick ass, encouraging her to lift it.
"Ride this cock," Anna instructed, and as you can imagine, Blake didn't need any further incentive.
Blake raised her ass up higher as Anna grabbed my cock, pointing it up at her butthole. Blake dropped her ass down slowly, a spasm shooting through my cock as I felt the tip press against her sphincter. Anna gripped my cock with both hands, keeping it still as Blake pushed her ass down hard, forcing the tip inside her. My head fell back, moaning loudly as I felt her asshole stretch around the width of my crown.
Blake reached back and grabbed her ass, pulling both her cheeks apart as she moved down lower, guiding her ass down the first few inches. Anna slowly let go of my cock, releasing her grip one hand at a time as Blake sunk her ass down further. Anna's hand came away from the base and Blake was quick to capitalize, vanishing the remaining length almost instantaneously.
Blake let go of her ass, moving her hands to the tops of her thighs as those thick cheeks pressed against my crotch. She stayed like that for close to a minute, feeling my member throb inside her, her muscles gripping it tight. Then she lifted her ass back up, my cock reappearing inch by inch as she dragged her butthole up to the tip. Anna watched and licked her lips, clocking the layer of moisture that Blake's ass had left in its wake.
"Mmm, can I taste that, please?" the brunette purred, reaching down to grab my cock before she'd even asked the question.
"Of course," said Blake, grabbing her butt again and stretching it wide as she pulled it up the rest of the way, my cock popping free from her ass.
Blake kept her ass stretched apart, her butthole gaping open slightly as Anna moved her head down swiftly, feeding my cock in between her lips and taking me nice and deep. Anna's always given incredible head, but I think she'd be the first to admit that deepthroating hasn't always been her forte. It may have been to try and show up Blake, but Anna has definitely been working on it. And as cynical as that may be, the results were more than worth it. I was stunned by how well she did it, choking my cock down with barely a flinch. Countless inches went into her throat and I'm sure it was only the hand at the base that stopped her from taking the rest of it.
Anna pulled her lips back slowly, sucking up the layer of ass juice as she dragged her mouth to the tip. Plucking it free, Anna kept her grip on the base, Blake's ass still gaping wide as Anna turned to face her. Poking her tongue out, her head went forward without hesitation, pushing it into Blake's tight ass. Moving her head back and forth, she fucked Blake's ass with her outstretched tongue as she jerked her hand up and down my shaft, using her spit as lube.
A few more bobs and she pulled her head back, spitting on my cock for good measure. I watched her spit drip down my shaft as she pointed my cock towards Blake, aligning the tip with her gaping ass. Blake sunk back onto my cock and this time she started riding me, working her ass right up to the tip then dropping back down to the base.
To start with I just sat back and watched, admiring the shape of her perfect ass as it rose and fell above me, ripples passing through her cheeks as they smacked against my pelvis. Anna moved around in front and Blake's moans started getting louder, her asshole gripping with increased force as she worked it up and down my dick. I couldn't see what she was doing at the time, but Blake told me later that Anna was licking her tits. To be honest, I'm kinda glad that I couldn't see it, as the sight of Blake's big tits flopping up and down while Anna licked her nipples would likely have finished me off.



My endurance was being tested already by the sight of Blake's fat ass, her plump cheeks jiggling like crazy as they beat down against my crotch. Not to mention the grip of her asshole, which seemed to get tighter with every pass. My cock was throbbing something fierce, leaking out a stream of goo as it threatened to fill her ass up. I couldn't take much more of it. I had to do something- anything- to try and fight the urge, which was growing within me at a staggering rate.
I pushed myself up, wrapping my arms around Blake's body and pulling her down on top of me.
"OH!" Blake yelped, stretching her legs out as she laid back across my torso, my cock still deep in her ass.
Anna knew what was coming next and grabbed ahold of Blake's thick calves, pushing them up until her feet were pointed at the bedroom ceiling. I moved my hands down to Blake's long legs and grabbed the backs of her thighs, pulling them back as far as they'd go as I spread them both apart. Once I had her in position, I started to buck my hips off the mattress, drilling my cock into Blake's tight ass.
"Oh my God! FUCK!" Blake yelled out as the first thrust hit her, drowning out the accompanying * SMACK * as my pelvis crashed against her ass.
I only managed a few more thrusts when I felt her ass start tightening around me. A louder, even shriller scream vaulted out from between her lips, blonde hair brushing across my face as she threw her head up sharply.
"Oh, fuck! Anna! YES!"
I lifted my head up to take a look, peering over Blake's shoulder as Anna's head went between her legs. Tongue poked out, Anna's eyes were staring forward as she flicked it hard against Blake's stiff clit.
I rammed my cock in a few more times then moved my hands down, grabbing two handfuls of Blake's fat ass. I pulled her back slowly, dragging her asshole up to the tip as Anna peeled her tongue from her clit, lifting her head up as she felt her move. Anna looked down and grinned, knowing exactly what I wanted her to do. Anna gripped the base of my shaft as I pulled Blake back the rest of the way, her asshole gaping as my cock popped free from inside it.
Although she kept her grip on the base, Anna didn't go for my cock straight away. Instead, she raised her remaining hand, slipping two fingers in between her lips and wetting them both with spit. I wasn't sure what she was going to do with them, so I craned my head up further so I could get a better look. Anna plucked her fingers free, and I watched intently as she steered them forward, slotting them into Blake's gaping ass.
"Mmm, fuuuck!" Blake moaned out as Anna's fingers pushed inside her, keeping her asshole stretched apart as she sunk them down to the knuckle.
Sinking her head down, Anna's lips wrapped around my cock as she pumped her fingers back and forth, working them deep into Blake's tight ass. I felt my tip touch the back of her throat as Anna's lips slid down my shaft, stopping when she reached her hand, just like she did the first time. I thought that was going to be it, but this time she went one better. Anna removed her hand from the base, closing her eyes as her head went lower, feeding herself the last few inches.
My head fell back into a nest of pillows, a loud moan spilling forth from my lips as my tip pushed past her throat barrier, leaking profusely as it inched into Anna's gullet. I felt her face press against my stomach, my balls sitting flush with her chin as she took me right down to the base. I could feel her spit dripping down my shaft, coating every inch as she held me in her throat, keeping me there for as long as she could.
She started to choke as her gag reflex kicked in, and Anna's lips made a hasty retreat, pulling back up to the ridge of my crown. She popped me free from between her lips, plucking her fingers from Blake's asshole and slipping them into her mouth. Anna sucked her fingers clean then grabbed my cock and started jerking, smearing in the spit that her mouth had left behind.
Gripping it tightly at the base of the shaft, she pointed my cock back towards Blake's ass, holding it steady as I lowered her down. My crown slotted neatly into Blake's tight hole, then her ass slid down my shaft as I let her down gently, feeling her cheeks press against my crotch. I moved my hands back up to her thighs, pulling them back as I started thrusting.
Anna moved her head in once more, but this time she went straight for my balls, poking her tongue out from between her lips and licking them both in turn. But that didn't mean that she ignored Blake's pussy, and before her lips pressed against my balls, Anna licked the pad of her thumb and pressed it against her clit. Anna started rubbing as she licked my balls, and a loud moan escaped Blake's lips as her asshole started gripping me harder, squeezing every inch that I put inside her.
I could tell that she was getting close, which is just as well 'cause so was I. I could feel my balls start swelling up as Anna brushed her tongue against them, my dick throbbing harder with every upward thrust. It was Anna who noticed first, peeling her tongue from my balls as she lifted her head up.
"You gonna cum for us, Tyler?" Anna asked, peeling her thumb from the nub of Blake's clit and replacing it with two of her fingers.
"Uh huh," I said back, dropping my head into the pillows again as I sunk my fingers into Blake's thick thighs, gripping them tighter as I thrusted hard.
"Do you want it in your ass?" Anna asked Blake, and though I couldn't see her face, I could picture the grin that was plastered across it.
"Yes, please," Blake replied quickly, moaning loudly as she took each thrust.
I felt Anna cup my balls, squeezing them to get my attention. "Well, you heard the woman. Empty these things inside her."
She didn't have to tell me twice. In fact, all it took was a couple of seconds. I sheathed my cock into Blake's tight ass and let Anna take care of the rest. I felt her tongue press against my balls, then lick across the base of my shaft as she dragged it up towards Blake's stiff clit. I couldn't see what she was doing, of course, but it didn't take long to achieve her goal. Blake's ass kept gripping me tighter until one particularly vigorous squeeze forced out the load from inside my balls.
"Ugh, fuck!" I moaned, feeling my cock explode inside Blake and shoot a rope of piping hot semen deep into her taut backside.
"OHHH, YESSS!!!"
Blake came when she felt my load, her muscles gripping with increased force and squeezing more cum from my swollen tip. I'm not sure how long this dynamic continued but it felt like an eternity. Whenever I thought I'd run out of cum, Blake's ass would grip me tighter, pushing out a few more drops. And whenever Blake thought that her climax had peaked, more spunk would shoot into her ass, sparking another wave of pleasure.
The best part of a minute later and my balls were finally empty. I gave myself some time to recover then moved my hands back down to Blake's ass, gripping both cheeks as I pulled her off my cock. Anna moved her head in quickly, leading with her tongue and catching my load as it funnelled out from Blake's tight ass. Anna pulled it back into her mouth. Lifting her head up as she swallowed my cum, she opened her mouth to show that it was empty.
"Mmm, yummy," she said with a grin.
She poked her tongue out as she moved back down, pushing it into Blake's gaping ass and scooping out whatever was left. Then she sunk down onto my cock, squeezing with her hands and sucking at the tip, extracting the last few drops. I eased Blake down and she ended up straddling the tops of my thighs, my slowly wilting cock resting against her asscrack. Blake raised her hands, putting them to Anna's face as Anna reached behind her, placing her hands on Blake's thick butt.
"You were amazing," said Blake.
"You were amazing," Anna replied.
"Hey, what about me?" I asked.
"Eh, you were just there," Blake said, and the two of them giggled as they leaned in and kissed.
Round two started pretty soon after that and this time there was no bullshit, no jealousy, no games. The girls launched into it the same way they always used to, with Anna not only accepting Blake's love of anal, but actively encouraging it. We worked our way through various positions, ending up with the girls in a 69 while I came inside Blake's ass again. Anna's mouth was in the perfect position and she caught my spunk as it dripped back out. Anna climbed out from underneath her and they wrapped things up with a cum-sharing kiss.
The girls left later that evening, holding hands and giggling like school girls as they walked out to their cars. And if you saw any pictures of them at the UK premiere, looking a lot happier together than they did at South By...well, now you know why.
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November, 2024
Travel. I've done my fair share since starting this job, though save for the occasional drive to Los Angeles, my work based travel up to this point has been solely international. The United Kingdom mostly, but also France and Spain (check out those stories if you haven't already). But as we all know, there are a lot of fine cities in this land of ours, and while I have seen a number of them previously...I didn't go there to fuck famous women. And given that banging celebrities is basically my life now, going to a city and not doing that feels like a wasted journey. So as I'm sure you can imagine, the opportunity to fly cross-country to rendezvous with some regular guests is something that I wouldn't pass up.
Enter Jessica Chastain.
Jessica was the first famous guest that I had at my hotel, and I have her largely to thank for the life I now live after she recommended me to a number of friends. And believe me, I have shown my gratitude on numerous occasions. But with my schedule getting fuller and fuller, and Jessica living out in the East, recent meetings with the gorgeous redhead have been few and far between. So when she called me out of the blue, inviting me out to NYC, I all but leapt at the chance.
"Absolutely," I replied. "I'm guessing your husband won't be there?"
"Well, of course he won't be," Jessica laughed. "What did you think he was going to do? Sit there and watch?"
"Some guys are into that. Trust me."
"Oh, really?" said Jessica, sounding intrigued. "Sounds like there's a story there."
"There is. I'll tell you when I get there."
"Looking forward to it." Jessica paused. "Oh, and by the way. She'll be here as well."
So, suffice it to say, at first I didn't have a clue what she was talking about. I was halfway through punching out a message, asking who the hell SHE was when suddenly I remembered. A conversation we'd had a year or so earlier.
*
Sprawled out lazily on my king size bed, Jessica had her head on my chest, finally worn out after three straight hours of relentless sex.
"So, what have you been up to?" Jessica asked me, tracing my abs with a manicured finger. "Any interesting guests?"
This was pretty typical of Jessica. She loves hearing about me fucking other women. In fact, she likes it almost as much as fucking me herself. Keyword: almost. Anyway, this was a week or so after my turn as a stripper at Kat Dennings' bachelorette party, so of course that was at the forefront of my mind, much as it had been for the past seven days.
"Wow! What a stud," Jessica grinned once I'd told her all about it. "Turning into quite the little starfucker, aren't you?"
"Well, I didn't hear you complaining," I replied with a smirk.
Jessica laughed. "OK, here's a question for you. Which celebrity would you most like to be with? That you haven't been with already."
I answered quickly. "Rachel Brosnahan." I was binge watching her show at the time and Rachel just seemed to get more perfect with every passing episode. And given that she showed her tits in the pilot, that really is no small feat.
Jessica lifted her head up, her grin stretching wider. "Oh, really?" she asked.
"Mmhmm. Loving Mrs Maisel right now."
"OK," said Jessica. "Challenge accepted."
I raised an eyebrow quizzically. "You know her?"
"No, but if I ever meet her...I'll hook you guys up."
Needless to say, I didn't doubt her for a second.
*
"Wait, you mean...?"
"Rachel, yes," Jessica interrupted. "We've been working on a movie together."
"I see. Wait, you didn't tell her what I said about her, did you?"
"What, that you looove her?" Jesica teased. "No, I didn't."
I breathed a sigh of relief. I suddenly felt like I was back in high school, not wanting the head cheerleader to know that I had a massive crush on her.
"We were talking about our sex lives and she said that hers was unfulfilling. So I told her that I know a guy who's amazing in bed, and the rest took care of itself."
"Easy as that, huh?"
"Yep, pretty much."
The conversation continued for the next half hour as we discussed the logistics of my upcoming visit and ironed out the finer points. Jessica gave me the relevant dates and I went to book some tickets. It turned out her husband was gone for a week. He was taking their kids to his native Italy, but Jessica wasn't going 'cause of work commitments. At first I just thought that was bullshit she'd fed him so I could come and visit, but it turned out that it was actually true, meaning we only had a couple of days together.
When it came to selecting the date of return, I was going to set it for two days later but then I reconsidered. I hadn't been out to the East in years, so I figured why not book into a hotel and take in the sights for a couple of days? Then, while I was browsing the web for New York hotels, I had an even better idea. A number of my regulars live in New York, so why not hit some of them up and see if they were free?
I held fire on booking the tickets while I had a scroll through my contacts list, picking out anyone that lived out East and finding out if they were available. It was very short notice so most of them weren't. But crucially, the two of them were. And if I'm totally honest, it was the two I was hoping for the most. Who were they, I hear you ask? Well, patience is a virtue; I'll tell you later.
Now that my trip had two more stops, I finally selected my date of return and booked my tickets to NYC. The good thing about this trip being so last minute is that I didn't have long to wait. I booked my tickets for the start of the week and by the end I was already packing. Of course I was going to need warm clothes so I dusted the cobwebs off a thick winter coat that hadn't been worn in years. It was kind of surreal packing my case full of coats and sweaters when the heat in LA was in the high 60's. It would be a culture shock, no doubt about that, but the roster of women that I had lined up would more than make up for the change of climate.
I woke bright and early the following day and booked a cab to LAX, figuring it would be cheaper than leaving my car at the airport. It was also surreal being at an airport alone, and not pushing around someone else's luggage while pretending to be their assistant. The flight, of course, would be a lot more dull but the absence of a trolley full of suitcases was definitely appreciated. And when you're used to flying to London, that five hour hop between each coast feels like a drive to the grocery store.
The plane touched down in NYC at around 17:30 EST. I immediately dug out some appropriate clothing then went to get a 'cawfee' to warm myself up. I texted Jessica to tell her I'd landed and she responded quickly, telling me where to go. It felt kind of weird to me that I'd known Jessica so well for so long and been so intimate with her so many times, yet didn't know where she lived. Comes with the territory, I guess.
Anyway, I finished my coffee and hailed a cab which took me to her place in the Upper West Side. The cab pulled up to the curb right outside of Jessica's home. The driver fetched my case from the trunk and I paid him a little extra for the trouble. I gazed up at Jessica's home as I wheeled my case to the door. From the outside, it looked like the typical swanky New York townhouse; four storeys high with a brownstone facade.
I rang the doorbell and Jessica answered, greeting me with that gorgeous smile as she ushered me inside. Jessica looked incredible as always, dressed in a pair of purple pants with a matching jacket, and a black rollneck underneath. Once the door was closed behind us, Jessica gave me the proper greeting, which consisted of a big, warm hug and a lengthy, lingering kiss. She took me through to the kitchen where she poured me out a glass of water then took me on a tour of her home. I'm not gonna give a rundown of the place, but suffice it to say Jessica's house was stunning from top to bottom, having much in common with the woman herself.
Once she'd shown me the entire place, Jessica took me back downstairs where he had a coffee and much needed catchup. We hadn't seen each other for several months and she had a lot to tell me about, as did I to her. Jessica has always loved to hear what I've been up to, so I gave her the rundown of some recent exploits, most notably my trip to Europe which I described to her in extensive detail.
Then it was Jessica's turn and she filled me in on her recent projects. Of course, the most pertinent was an upcoming adaptation of King Lear, which is where she first met Rachel. She gave me a rundown of their relationship, telling me how they quickly became friends, meeting regularly for dinner or coffee. Jessica being Jessica, I didn't take her long to pry into Rachel's sexlife, which is when she learned of her unfulfillment.
"I see," I said as she wrapped up her story. "So have you two...?"
"Mm-mm," said Jessica, shaking her head. "I don't think she's into women."
"Oh," I said, surprised. I mean, who isn't into Jessica Chastain? "So it's just gonna be me and her then?"
"Oh, no!" said Jessica defiantly. "I want in on it too. She's absolutely gorgeous."
"So you're gonna be in seduction mode then?"
"Mmhmm," said Jessica. "And I may need your assistance."
"Ah," I laughed, "so that's why I'm here."
"Among other things."
Jessica put her hand on my thigh, flashing me that killer smile; the kind that made me want to lay her back across the couch and mount her right then and there. I was giving some serious thought to doing that when suddenly the doorbell rang, interrupting the intimate moment. But knowing who was waiting at the door and what I hoped would be happening when they came inside, I wasn't too disappointed.
"She's here!" Jessica yelped, an excited grin etched across her face as she hopped up from the couch and hurried out into the hallway.
I listened as Jessica opened the door then greeted her guest with the usual welcoming chit chat.
"Come on through," I heard her say. "There's someone I want you to meet."
My eyes were drawn to the living room door as Jessica sauntered through it, followed by the woman of the hour. Jessica introduced us and Rachel came over to shake my hand. I told her it was nice to meet her, and well...it really was. Of course I'd been admiring her for some time now, but she looked even better in person. She was dressed in a matching tweed blazer and pants, with a light knit sweater underneath and a pair of brown boots.
Rachel took a seat on the couch and the two of us shared some friendly small talk while Jessica went to fetch more coffee. Jessica came back and sat in between us, carefully balancing three cups of coffee as she set them down on the table in front. The three of us talked as we sipped our drinks. The girls had just wrapped on their movie, so I asked them a bunch of questions about it. How did they like the shoot? Were they excited about the project? When was it coming out? All the usual stuff.
Then, as we finished our coffees and moved onto a second cup, the conversation took an interesting turn.
"So, Tyler, you live in LA right?" Rachel asked me, taking a swig of her drink.
"Yeah. Well, the suburbs really."
"He lives in the middle of nowhere, don't you, Ty?" Jessica chimed in, placing her hand on my knee.
"Oh, really?" asked Rachel, sounding intrigued. "What's that like?"
"Quiet," I chuckled. "There's not a lot going on there, but I kinda like it that way to be honest."
"You have to make your own entertainment when you live somewhere like that," Jessica added, wearing a suggestive grin. "And Tyler here is very entertaining."
"I'm sure he is," Rachel smirked back. "You know, I could use some entertainment too, if Tyler doesn't mind."
"That's what he's here for," Jessica said. "I'm sure he could entertain both of us, if that's something you'd be into?"
The smirk faded from Rachel's face. "Wait, you mean...?"
"Yeah," said Jessica. "Have you done anything like that before?"
"Mm-mm," said Rachel, shaking her head.
"Why not?" Jessica pried. "Are you not into women?"
"I think women are beautiful. I guess I've just never thought about...being with one."
"Well, don't knock it 'til you've tried it, hon'. Sex with guys is great, of course. But sex with a girl and a guy? Trust me, that is even better."
"But I've never done it before," Rachel protested. "I wouldn't know what to do."
"Well, I'm more than happy to walk you through it," Jessica offered. "I've got plenty of experience. Haven't I, Tyler?"
"Oh, yeah," I said with a grin.
"So," said Jessica, taking Rachel's hand, "how about it, hon'?"
Rachel thought for a moment, then started blushing as an innocent smile crept across her face. "OK."
"Yeah?" asked Jessica.
"Sure. Let's do it."
"Yay! So I can kiss you then?"
"Go for it," Rachel nodded.
Jessica gave an excited grin, like it was something she'd wanted to do for a while. And knowing her, it probably was. She placed a hand onto Rachel's cheek and both of them leaned in slowly, one set of perfect lips pressing against the other. The kiss was brief but incredibly alluring. I was already getting hard by the time they broke away, exchanging equally gorgeous smiles as they stared into each other's eyes.
Jessica placed a hand on Rachel's thigh, leaving it there as she turned towards me. Leaning in to kiss me, her other hand went into my lap, lightly feeling the bulge in my pants. I felt her tongue push into my mouth, writhing gently against my own. Our lips came apart, and Jessica's hand stayed in my lap as she turned back to Rachel, brushing her hair back behind her shoulder.
"Why don't you sit next to Tyler?" Jessica said then stood from the couch so they could switch places.
Rachel scooted up closer to me and I placed a finger underneath her chin, leaning in to kiss her as Jessica sat beside her. Our lips pressed together and I watched out of the corner of my eye as Jessica lowered Rachel's jacket, sliding it down her arms and draping it over the side of the couch. I pushed my tongue into Rachel's mouth, Jessica looking at me and grinning as she kissed across her shoulder.
I saw more movement in my peripheral vision, this time a flash of black as Jessica lifted Rachel's sweater. Rachel's hands went into the air and I reluctantly broke from our passionate kiss, allowing Jessica to remove her garment. Jessica pulled it up over head, revealing Rachel's sizeable tits, barely concealed by a lacy black bra. Jessica kissed her shoulder once more, this time moving right up to her neck as she wrapped her arms around Rachel's body, cupping her tits from behind.
"Mmm, you've got amazing boobs," Jessica said, speaking directly into Rachel's ear as she pawed at her ample bosom.
"Thank you," said Rachel, a lovely warm smile forming on that gorgeous face.
Rachel turned, Jessica and I exchanging roles as I started kissing over Rachel's shoulders, Jessica pulling her in for a long, impassioned kiss. I started to kiss down Rachel's back, stopping when I reached her bra strap. My eager hands took over from there, undoing the clasp on Rachel's bra and sliding it down her arms. Jessica peeled her lips from Rachel's, gazing down at her amazing chest as she slid her bra off the rest of the way, tossing it down onto the living room floor.
"Oh, wow! May I?" Jessica asked, moving her hands towards Rachel's chest.
"Mmhmm," said Rachel, her pale cheeks turning slightly red as that broad killer smile of hers morphed into a bashful grin.
Jessica didn't need a second invitation. Her hands went forward as quick as a flash, latching onto Rachel's chest.
"Oh my god! They feel so good," Jessica said, pawing at Rachel's perky tits like an excited teenage boy.
Rachel grinned then turned her head, kissing me from over her shoulder as Jessica's mouth went down her chest. Jessica poked her tongue out, pressing it against the bottom of Rachel's breast and licking right up to her nipple. I continued to watch as I tongue kissed Rachel, Jessica's eyes staying fixed on mine as she swirled her tongue around Rachel's nipple.
I pried my lips from Rachel's mouth, easing her back until she leant against the backrest. I moved down lower, latching onto her unoccupied breast. I wrapped my lips around her nipple, watching Jessica as she did the same. Then we started sucking, lips pulling at Rachel's titties like a pair of newborn babes.
Rachel moaned, placing a hand on each of our thighs as we suckled at her perky chest, her nipples getting bigger and harder. I peeled my lips from Rachel's nipple and started to swirl my tongue around it, ringing it in concentric circles. Rachel's moans increased in volume and I felt her hand move up to my cock, feeling me up through my pants. I couldn't see what her other hand was doing, but as Jessica started moaning too, I assumed it was something similar.
Peeling her lips from Rachel's breast, Jessica peered down towards my crotch, a smirk stretched across her face when she saw where Rachel's hand had gone.
"Oh, wow! You're going for it, huh?" the redhead laughed.
Rachel grinned and nodded her head.
"You wanna take it out?" Jessica asked her.
"May I?" Rachel replied, asking Jessica like my cock belonged to her. I guess, in a way, it kinda did.
"Absolutely."
As Rachel's hands moved up to my belt, Jessica stood from her seat on the couch and moved around to my right. Kneeling beside me, Jessica took my face in her hands, leaning in to kiss me as Rachel unbuckled my belt. I listened to the sounds of my belt buckle clinking, followed by my fly unzipping. That was my cue, and I broke from the kiss with Jessica as I lifted my ass off the sofa, allowing Rachel to remove my pants.
Rachel did so in a hurried fashion, pulling them down in the blink of an eye and taking my boxers with them. My cock sprang out, already rock hard as I sat back down on the couch.
"Oh my God," Rachel gasped, wrapping her hand around the base of my shaft.
"Big, huh?" Jessica said, grinning as she unbuttoned my shirt.
"He's huge," Rachel said, her mouth still gaping open slightly as she slowly jerked my cock, getting a feel for every inch of it.
"Share it with me," Jessica said, dipping her head down towards my cock.
Jessica's ass stuck out behind her and of course I reached right out and grabbed it as Rachel adopted the same position. I grabbed onto her ass too, gripping a cheek through Rachel's pants. Her ass felt amazing, plump and toned, yet pliant and supple. The girls were kneeling face to face, my cock now sandwiched between them.
"You haven't done this before, huh?" Jessica asked.
Rachel shook her head.
"I'll show you what to do," Jessica declared. "Press your tongue against the base, then lick to the top like this."
Jessica demonstrated, laying her tongue against the side of my dick and licking it from bottom to top.
"OK?"
Rachel nodded then moved her head in, pressing her tongue against the base of my shaft. Jessica did the same and both their tongues slid up my cock, brushing together as they reached the tip. They repeated that a few more times before Jessica gripped my cock at the base, promptly parting her full set of lips and sinking straight down onto it. Her lips slid down 'til they touched her fingers and she held me there for several seconds, basting my cock in warm saliva.
Jessica pulled back up to the tip, releasing it with an audible * POP *. She stroked my shaft about four or five times, smearing in the spit that she'd just left behind, then pointed my cock at Rachel. Rachel copied her as best she could, taking my crown in between her lips and sinking her head down swiftly. She choked a little when I reached her tonsils, which isn't uncommon for a first timer. At first I thought she might pull back up but Rachel was persistent, fighting her gag reflex as she sunk down deeper, feeding herself the next few inches. Her fingers pressed against Jessica's hand as my tip reached the back of her throat, a spasm shooting through the length of my shaft.



"Ooh, he likes that!" Jessica grinned, feeling me throb in the palm of her hand.
Rachel pulled back up to the tip, gasping a little as my dick popped free. They kept that up for the next few minutes, sucking my cock down one at a time and soaking it with layers of spit.
"Mmm, you're good at that," Jessica said, stroking my cock with one of her hands as she grabbed Rachel's head with the other, pulling her in for a very wet kiss. "Come on, let's go to my room."
The three of us stood, the ladies walking hand in hand as Jessica kept her grip on my shaft, using my cock like a leash. She led us through the hallway and up to the second floor, strolling past a number of doors until we reached the master bedroom. Jessica led us both inside then closed the door behind us. Once inside the kissing resumed, starting with me and Rachel, then moving onto me and Jessica, then Jessica and Rachel, and wrapping up with all three of us. Our lips came apart, and Rachel and Jessica started moving down slowly, kissing down my neck and chest as they dropped down to their knees.
"Here, let me show you another trick," Jessica said, positioning the pair of them so they were both knelt face to face.
Jessica pointed at the base of my shaft. "Put your lips right here, and sliiide them along the length of his shaft," Jessica instructed, extending the word slide as she made the motion with her finger.
Both girls put their lips to the base and worked them along the sides of my shaft, heads moving in perfect sync.
"Fun, right?" Jessica said, peeling her lips from around my shaft as she grinned across at Rachel.
"Mmhmm," Rachel nodded.
"This is even better. Put your tongue against the bottom, like this." Jessica poked her tongue from between her lips and pressed it against the underside. "Then you can lick across it as you go back and forth."
Rachel did as Jessica showed her, pressing her tongue against the underside as her lips went back to the shaft. Jessica did the same but this time they moved in different directions, with Jessica going up as Rachel went down, and Jessica going down as Rachel went up. It felt just as good. In fact, I'd probably say that it felt even better, and it had me throbbing in a matter of seconds.
"See, he likes that, huh?" Jessica said.
"Mmhmm," said Rachel, continuing to lick my shaft, even as Jessica stopped.
"I think you like it too."
Rachel blushed a little then peeled away from the side of my cock. Jessica moved around in front, spotting a tiny bead of cum that formed in the tip of my penis.
"He definitely liked it," Jessica laughed as she looked at Rachel. "You wanna take care of that or shall I?"
"Maybe both?" Rachel said coyly.
"I like the way you think," Jessica grinned.
Two tongues pressed against my slit and both started flicking against it, brushing together as they lapped up all the mess.
"Mmm, tastes good, huh?" Jessica purred.
"Delicious," said Rachel, running her tongue around that perfectly plump set of lips.
Jessica gripped my cock at the base, stroking it a couple of times then pointing it at Rachel.
"Here, why don't you suck his cock for a bit. I want to play with his balls."
Jessica released her grip on my cock and moved her head down lower, wrapping her lips around one of my balls. As she did that, Rachel gaped her lips apart and moved her head towards me, guiding her mouth right onto my dick. Rachel started bobbing her head, those bright blue eyes starting up into mine as she steered her lips up and down my shaft, going deeper with every pass.
Her mouth was amazing and I could feel my balls start swelling with cum as Jessica suckled them one at a time, pulling at them with her juicy lips and dousing them both in spit.
"Mmm, these are filling up," Jessica grinned, winking at me as she licked a teste then wrapped her lips around it.
My cock was throbbing in Rachel's mouth as she worked it further down the length of my shaft. I felt my tip move past her tonsils then press against the back of her throat. There was still a couple of inches to go but this turned out to be Rachel's limit. She kept me there for a couple of seconds then pulled her head back sharply, dragging her lips back up to the crown.
Popping me out from between her lips, a fresh coat of spit had been left on my shaft as Jessica lifted her head up, grabbing ahold of my sloppy wet cock and stuffing it into her mouth. As Jessica started sucking my cock, Rachel dipped her head down lower, picking up from where her friend left off as those perfect soft pink lips of hers enveloped one of my swollen balls.
This continued for the next few minutes, with both girls sharing my cock and balls, switching back and forth with increasing regularity. Popping my cock out one last time, Jessica took Rachel's hand, helping the brunette up off the floor and leading her towards the bed. The girls removed the last of their clothing then climbed up onto the mattress, Jessica laying across it as Rachel knelt at her side. Jessica grabbed onto Rachel's head and pulled her in for a kiss, beckoning me over as she did so. Jessica parted her amazing legs, inviting me between them as I climbed onto the bed.
I accepted the invite, crawling up in between her thighs and wrapping my legs around them. Jessica's pussy was already wet, her pink clit stiff with arousal. I wasted no time, poking my tongue out from between her lips and pressing it against her slit. I dragged my tongue up it nice and slow, pushing it into her ever so slightly so I could taste her warm insides. The flavour hit me instantaneously; I'd almost forgotten how good she tasted.
Jessica moaned into Rachel's mouth and Rachel pulled her head back so she could see what I was doing.
"Oh my God," she purred out softly, her lips puckered in a perfect O.
"He's so good," Jessica moaned, one hand pressed against Rachel's back while she pawed at her tits with the other.
"So I see," Rachel smirked, watching attentively as I licked out Jessica's pussy.
I made sure to keep my mouth wide open, tongue extended fully so she could see what I was doing. By now my tongue had reached her clit and was dragging across it with slow, hard licks. Rachel kept staring with a longing gaze, her perfect teeth sinking into her bottom lip as a lustful expression spread across her gorgeous face. She clearly wanted a piece for herself, I just couldn't tell if she wanted my tongue on her pussy or her tongue on Jessica's. Chances are it was probably both.
"You wanna sit on my face?" Jessica asked, rubbing Rachel's back to get her attention.
Rachel grinned and nodded her head. Rachel turned and crawled towards the headboard, throwing one leg over Jessica's head and planting her knees either side of her.
"Mmm, yes. Come here, beautiful," Jessica purred, looking up longingly at Rachel's wet pussy as it lingered up above her.
While that was happening, I peeled my tongue from Jessica's pussy, slipping two fingers in between my lips and wetting them both with spit. I pressed the tips against Jessica's slit, and as Rachel's pussy dropped onto her face, pushed them both inside her. Jessica's tongue went to Rachel's pussy and the redhead gave an instant moan. Clearly something had met her approval, but I wasn't sure if it was my fingers or the taste of Rachel's pussy that had made her moan like that. Again...probably both.
I pushed my fingers deeper inside her, curling them up in a hook-like fashion until I felt the tips press against her g-spot. I returned my tongue to Jessica's clit, keeping my fingers deep inside her and probing her innermost spots. Again, I kept my mouth wide open as I started to spin my tongue in a circle, swirling it slowly around Jessica's rock hard clit.
Glancing up, I saw that Rachel was staring right back, still taking in everything I was doing, even as Jessica started eating her pussy. Jessica's mouth was open too, that nimble tongue of hers poked right out as she lapped it softly against Rachel's clit. Rachel's hands slapped down on her chest and started to paw at those lovely big tits as moans spilled out from between her lips, quickly filling the expanse of the room.
"That feel good?" I asked her, fingers still rubbing at Jessica's g-spot as I peeled my tongue from her clit.
"Uh huh," Rachel moaned as her eyes fell shut, craning her neck back slightly as she tilted her head towards the ceiling.
My tongue went back to Jessica's clit, continuing to lick it the exact same way as she lifted her hands from Rachel's thighs and moved them around behind her. She slid her hands up Rachel's back then started to push her forward. Her eyes fell open when she realised what was happening, putting her hands out to brace herself as Jessica pushed her all the way down. They ended up in a 69 with Rachel's mouth directly on top of Jessica's pussy.
"You wanna take over?" I asked her, keeping my fingers in Jessica's pussy as I pulled my head back out of the way, offering her clit to Rachel.
"What do I do?" Rachel asked me.
"Just do what she's doing to you," I said back. "Drag your tongue across it like this."
I leaned in to demonstrate, giving a long, slow lick over Jessica's clit. Rachel watched closely, studying my moves like I was showing her how to perform open heart surgery.
"Got it?" I asked.
Rachel nodded then poked her tongue out, keeping her eyes on me as she guided it tentatively towards Jessica's stiff pink clit. Her tongue pressed against it and her eyes bulged just a little as she felt the strange sensation, like she couldn't believe that she was actually doing it. She took a moment to get her bearings (and maybe to psyche herself up) then started to drag her tongue across it, looking at me for approval. I didn't give her any. I didn't have to, 'cause the second she started doing it, Jessica started moaning.
"Sounds like she likes it, huh?" I said with a grin.
I could feel her pussy getting wetter inside, juices oozing over both my fingers as I kept them deep in Jessica's pussy, rubbing her innermost spots. Rachel nodded, pressing her tongue down harder as she licked her clit with greater intensity.
"You wanna taste her?" I asked.
Rachel peeled her tongue from her clit, raising her eyebrows in mild shock.
"Her...?" she trailed off, seemingly unable to bring herself to say it.
"Her pussy, yeah. You wanna?"
"Erm...OK."
I pried my fingers from Jessica's pussy, noting how wet they were as I lifted them up and showed them to Rachel.
"Oh my God!" Rachel gasped, looking like she hadn't seen such a thick coat of moisture before. And if indeed that was the case, then I can see why she was unfulfilled.
"See that?" I asked. "See how wet you made her?"
Rachel nodded then opened her mouth as I steered my fingers towards it. Rachel's lips wrapped around my knuckles then pulled back up to the tips of my fingers, sucking off the juices that her friend had left behind. By the time I plucked them free, both my fingers were clean as a whistle.
"You like that taste?" I asked her.
"Mmhmm," said Rachel as she licked her lips, clearly enjoying the flavour.
Her tongue went back to Jessica's clit and this time I moved my head in too, adding a second tongue to proceedings as I pressed the tip against the slit of her pussy. I slid my tongue over Jessica's pussy and up to the nub of her clit. I let my tongue brush up against Rachel's, which quickly evolved to an open-mouthed kiss, tongues flicking every which way as we both licked Jessica's clit.
I repeated that a few more times, dragging my tongue over Jessica's pussy and making out with Rachel as I reached her clit. A handful of those and Jessica's pussy was leaking profusely; I could tell that she wanted more. Lifting my head up and straightening my back, I grabbed my cock at the base of the shaft, pressing the tip against Jessica's pussy. Looking forward, Rachel's eyes nearly popped from her skull as I rubbed the head against Jessica's pussy. She already knew how big I was, of course, but with her face in such close proximity, my cock must have looked enormous.
I pushed the tip into Jessica's pussy, hearing her moan from underneath Rachel as she spread around my helmet. I almost gave a moan myself. Jessica always feels amazing, but after the warmup from Rachel and me, that perfect pussy felt even better. Grabbing her legs and lifting them up, I began to thrust into Jessica's pussy. I started slowly, but Jessica's pussy was so freakin' wet that I could have gone as hard as I liked.
The slowness, really, was for Rachel's benefit. She was still tonguing at Jessica's clit and I didn't want to give her a concussion by smacking my abs off the top of her head. Besides, the more she licked at the nub of her clit, the tighter Jessica's pussy got. I let her do it for a couple more minutes then placed a finger under Rachel's chin, lifting her up 'til she was sitting up straight then pulling her in for a kiss.
By now, three sets of moans were filling the room. All were muffled, but could still be heard over the sounds of my six pack as it smacked against Jessica's thighs. I was moaning into Rachel's mouth as Jessica's pussy gripped my shaft. Rachel was moaning back into mine as Jessica ate her pussy. And of course, Jessica was moaning loudest, her voice spilling out from underneath Rachel as I pumped my cock into her tight pink pussy with harder, deeper thrusts.
I peeled my lips away from Rachel's, grabbing onto one of her wrists and pulling her hand up towards my mouth. I fed two fingers in between my lips, lubing them up with spit before I pushed her hand between Jessica's legs.
"Rub her," I said and Rachel was quick to do so, strumming her fingers over Jessica's clit in a fast-paced, side to side motion.
Now I had the best of both worlds. I was able to pound into Jessica's pussy, but with the heightened tightness and warmth that came with clitoral stimulation. And pound, I most certainly did. Within a few thrusts I had hit max speed, Jessica's moans getting louder and shriller as I rammed my cock into her slick pink pussy, bottoming out with every stroke.
There were so many awesome things going on that I didn't know where to look. Looking down, I had the always amazing sight of my cock disappearing into Jessica's pussy, caked in juices as it came back out. Then, as I looked back up, I was met by the image of Rachel's face as it lit sweetly up in the throes of pleasure. Cheeks flushed, mouth open, eyelids aflutter; all the usual stuff.
Putting my hands to Rachel's face, I leaned in and kissed her again, her tongue going into my mouth and bringing her moans along with it.
"Would you like to taste her again?" I asked as I broke the kiss.
Rachel responded with an eager nod, followed by a cute little grin that pulled at the sides of her mouth. I moved a hand to the back of her head, pulling her back down to her previous position. I put a few thrusts into Jessica's pussy as Rachel parted her lips, presenting me with the perfect hole to slot my throbbing cock into. She waited but a couple of seconds then started to get impatient, flicking her tongue against Jessica's clit as she waited for me to pull out.
A few more thrusts and I did just that, lifting my cock about four or five inches and stuffing it into Rachel's mouth. Rachel's lips locked tightly around it, just an inch or two from the base of the shaft. I kept it there for a couple of seconds, allowing her to slurp and suck, her pale cheeks pulling inward and forming a vacuum seal.
Rachel's eyes stared up into mine as I started to pull my cock back slowly, retrieving it inch by inch. I was more than happy to do it slowly, but Rachel's mouth was gripping so tight that I couldn't have done it quicker even if I'd wanted to. Finally, after what felt like an eternity had passed, my cock popped free from between her lips. Rachel wore an accomplished grin and looking at my cock it was clear to see why. My dick was almost covered in spit, save for a ring of Jessica's cum which still encircled the base of my shaft.
I returned my cock to Jessica's pussy and pushed it back inside her, the entry proving even easier thanks to Rachel's coat of homemade lube. I started thrusting hard again as Rachel lifted her head up, returning her fingers to Jessica's clit. Again, I felt her pussy tighten but now more things were happening too, each of them an indicator of a rapidly building climax. Her legs were shaking, her abs were flexing and her moans were getting louder, even as Rachel's peach-shaped ass did its best to try and block them.
"She's gonna cum," I said.
"So am I," said Rachel, and if the tightening feeling of Jessica's pussy wasn't triggering enough, those words practically sent me into overdrive.
I started pounding as hard as I could, drilling my cock into Jessica's pussy with tireless, merciless thrusts. Rachel started rubbing her harder, doing her best to match my speed, until her fingers were merely a blur. Jessica came a few seconds later. Fluid gushed from deep inside her, soaking my cock as I kept on thrusting, pounding her all the way through it. My eyes stayed fixed on Rachel, her lips curling up in a satisfied smirk as Jessica basically screamed underneath her.
"Keep rubbing her," I instructed sternly. "Don't stop."
Rachel did as I told her, continuing to strum at Jessica's pussy even as the redhead grabbed her thighs and dug her fingers into Rachel's flesh. Suddenly her expression changed. The shit-eating grin was wiped off her face as her eyes snapped closed like electric shutters, head tilting back as her mouth came open. I leaned my head in, putting my lips to one of her nipples and sucking with immediate vigour.
That finished her off and she started cumming onto Jessica's face. Now of course I wasn't privy to exactly what happened, but as I'm sure will be to the surprise of no-one, Jessica filled me in on it later that evening. Juices surged from Rachel's snatch, first pouring over Jessica's lips then into her mouth as she opened it up to receive them. Jessica gave me every detail, like how Rachel's clit throbbed hard against her tongue and how she pushed her tongue into Rachel's pussy so she could scoop out all her cum. And I could tell from the way that she gripped my shaft that she was still cumming while all this was happening.
Eventually their orgasms peaked and I waited for Jessica to finally relax before I slipped my cock from her pussy. Unsurprisingly, it was soaking wet, coated in pussy from base to tip. Rachel saw it as she opened her eyes, taking a moment to get her bearings before she leaned her head in once again, taking me back in between her lips. A few passes from that perfect mouth and every drop had been cleaned from my shaft.
Rachel lifted her head back up, finally climbing down off Jessica's face. Rachel shifted backwards, pressing her ass up against the headboard as she bent right down over Jessica's face, kissing her upside down.
"You taste good," the brunette said, bringing her hands up to Jessica's face and stroking her flushed red cheeks.
"So do you," Jessica replied, grinning at Rachel as she lifted her arms up, urging me to help her up.
I did so quickly, grabbing onto Jessica's wrists and hauling her up off the mattress. One of her arms went around my neck, a hand grabbing the back of my head as she leaned in to kiss me. The other hand went down to my cock, stroking it as she broke the kiss and turned her head towards Rachel.
"Your turn, gorgeous. What's your favourite position?"
"I like cowgirl," Rachel declared.
"Mmm, so do I," Jessica grinned then turned back to look at me.
"Alright, you heard the lady. On your back," Jessica ordered as she clapped her hands together.
The girls moved to the sides of the bed as I laid my frame across the mattress.



"Your throne awaits," Jessica smirked, gesturing to my still hard cock as it pointed towards the ceiling.
Rachel grinned then moved into position, throwing a leg over my supine body and planting her knees either side of me. Rachel reached back and grabbed my cock, holding it tightly at the base of the shaft and she lowered herself down slowly. I felt my tip press against her pussy, followed by a wide-eyed gasp from Rachel as my cockhead slipped inside her. Again, pretty typical for a girl's first time. Rachel released her grip on the base, putting her hands on her thighs as she sunk down lower. She went down slowly, easing me into her an inch at a time.
"Mmm! Fuck, that looks so hot," Jessica purred, watching from the side of the bed. "Do you like the way that feels inside you?"
Rachel nodded slowly, her eyes glossing over slightly as she sunk down closer to the base. I kept my eyes on Rachel's face, watching as she bit her lip, her expression nothing but pleasure and lust. Suddenly she tipped her head back, a loud moan spilling forth from her lips as I felt my tip press against her cervix. I looked back down, seeing that my cock had vanished, that shapely ass of hers resting on the tops of my thighs.
"Oh, wow!" Jessica cooed, her eyes going wide like she was surprised that Rachel had taken it.
"It's so big!" Rachel declared, her head staying back as she moaned towards the ceiling.
"It is, huh?" Jessica said. "You're doing just fine with it though. Isn't she, Tyler?"
"Uh huh," was all I said. Frankly, it's all I could say. Rachel's pussy was so fucking tight that already I could feel it squeezing, spasms shooting through my cock as it filled her up to the brim.
Jessica smirked then looked at Rachel. "Come on, honey. Be a good girl and ride that cock for me."
Using her thighs to push herself up, Rachel started riding me slowly, working her pussy up the first few inches. I watched as my cock slowly came into view, covered with a fresh coat of goo that only got thicker the higher it went. By the time that Rachel had reached the tip, her moans were getting louder, as were the rhythmic smacks as that shapely bottom crashed back down on the tops of my thighs.
"Mmm, that's hot," Jessica grinned. "Do you mind if I sit on his face, or would you like him to watch you?"
"Go ahead," Rachel responded, panting a little as she shook her head.
"And do you mind?" Jessica asked, turning back to me. "Or did you want to look at her tits?"
Tough one. I mean, I did want to look at Rachel's tits, 'cause they looked even better in motion than they did when they were still. But come on. This is Jessica Chastain we're talking about here. Of course I wanted her to sit on my face.
"Up you come," was all I said, and Jessica promptly did so.
She pulled the pillow out from under my head and tossed it down onto the floor, throwing a leg over as she straddled my face. I looked up, admiring the view of Jessica's pussy as she slowly dropped her ass down towards me. I could see how wet she was already. She was super wet when I was fucking her, of course, but it looked like waching me fuck Rachel had got her even wetter.
Jessica's pussy touched down on my face and I wrapped my arms around both her thighs, holding her there as I poked my tongue out. I didn't tease her in the slightest, guiding my tongue directly to her clit and lapping at it sharply with quick, hard flicks. Jessica started moaning instantly, slapping her hands down onto my arms and grabbing both my wrists.
"Oh my God!" she cooed out softly. "Fuck, he's so good at that."
With Rachel doing all the work down there, I was free to focus on Jessica. My tongue moved swiftly, making her clitty throb with arousal as it swished across it back and forth. Juices started oozing forth, smearing across my lips and chin. Every so often, I'd drag my tongue over Jessica's slit, just to get a taste of her pussy. As always, she tasted incredible.
Jessica's hands came free from my arms and the next thing I heard was the sounds of kissing as the ladies pressed their lips together and started moaning into each other's mouths. I couldn't see it, of course, but my brain had made such a great mental image that I didn't really have to. Rachel's face in Jessica's hands, lips locked together as their tongues entwined. Just thinking about it made me throb even harder.
"Mmm, these tits!" I heard Jessica say.
Again, I couldn't see what she was doing. But knowing Jessica like I do, she was definitely doing something. Groping them? Jiggling them? Licking her nipples? I couldn't say for sure, of course, but if I had to put money on it, I'd say it was a little of each. Anyway, whatever she was doing, she was doing it well, 'cause Rachel's moans started getting louder, her pussy tightening around my shaft as she worked it up and down me.
"Are you gonna cum?" Jessica asked.
Rachel didn't answer with words, but in my mind she responded with a frantic nod.
"Stop riding him. Just stay riiight...there. Perfect," Jessica said as she maneuvered Rachel into the perfect position.
Her pussy gripped tightly around the width of the shaft, wrapped around it about halfway up. I knew what Jessica wanted me to do and I started to do it with immediate vigour. Latching onto Rachel's hips, I started to buck my ass off the mattress, ramming my cock into her tight, wet pussy. Now my focus was mostly on Rachel, but that didn't mean that I ignored Jessica, not by a long shot. My tongue was still lapping at the nub of her clit, not letting up for a fraction of a second, even as I fucked her friend.
Rachel's moans practically turned into screams and again her pussy tightened around me. Last time that happened I wasn't sure why, but this time there was no debate, and I could picture the grin on Jessica's face as she rubbed her fingers on Rachel's clit. That turned out to be the finishing touch, and Rachel came in a matter of moments.
"Oh my God, FUCK!" I heard her yell, as I rammed my cock in last time then pulled her down on top of me.
Her muscles gripped me extra tight as fluid surged from Rachel's snatch, dousing every inch of my shaft. It felt amazing as I'm sure you can imagine, but frankly it was barely an afterthought as all my attention went back to her friend. A few more flicks of my tongue on her clit and Jessica came as well. She was a little more subdued than Rachel but the wave of cum that gushed from her pussy was every bit as large. I could feel it pouring all over my lips, some of it even going into my mouth as my tongue kept moving against her clit, licking through the throes of climax.
Jessica's climax hit its peak and a final spasm shot through her body, her muscles relaxing as she started to recover. They wrapped things up with another long kiss, Jessica moaning ever so slightly as I slid my tongue along the slit of her pussy, licking up the excess juice.
"Mmm, that was fun," Jessica said. "Why don't you hop down so I can taste you off him?"
Rachel did as her friend instructed, climbing down from off my cock and moving to the side of the bed.
"Oh my God, you left him so wet!" Jessica exclaimed, leaning forward for a closer inspection.
Jessica's lips sunk down onto it and I moved my hands to the small of her back as she took me to the back of her throat. As Jessica took my cock down deep, I worked my tongue along the slit of her pussy, even dragging it over taint and up to her puckered asshole. I felt her lips lock around my shaft then slide back slowly to the ridge of my crown, slurping up Rachel's juices. By the time she was done my cock was almost sparkling clean.
Climbing down from on top of me, Jessica stayed on her hands and knees as she turned towards the headboard. Moving down towards the foot of the bed, I grabbed my cock as I moved behind her, rubbing my cock against Jessica's pussy. Jessica moved her head down lower, turning to the side as she laid on the mattress, pushing her butt up just a little bit higher; the classic face down, ass up position.
Grabbing onto one of her hips, I slid my cock into Jessica's pussy. She gave a deep moan as I pushed inside her, her pussy so wet that there was basically no resistance. I sunk my cock straight down to the base, feeling her muscles squeeze it tight as I held it deep inside her. Pulling back slowly, my cock revealed itself inch by inch, the shaft soaked with Jessica's fluids as I drew it right back to the tip.
I held it there as I looked at Rachel, watching intently at the side of the bed.
"Come here," I said as I beckoned her over, pointing to where I wanted her.
She knelt beside Jessica, leaning over the small of her back so she could get a better look.
"Open your mouth," I said, gripping my cock at the base of the shaft as I kept the tip in Jessica's pussy.
Her mouth came open in the blink of an eye, resting her chin on Jessica's ass as she parted those perfect lips. I plucked the tip from Jessica's pussy and lifted my cock up higher, pushing it deep into Rachel's mouth. She took me right to the back of her throat, barely even flinching as my cockhead cleared her tonsils; she was clearly getting used to the size.
Closing her lips around the width of my shaft, she sucked her cheeks in as hard as she could, slurping up the juices that Jessica had left there. I pulled my cock back slowly, Rachel's lips pulling it sharply like she didn't want to let it go. With some effort I prised it free, pointing it down at Jessica's pussy and shoving it back inside her.
This time around I started thrusting, drawing my cock back out to the tip then drilling it straight back in. Rachel's mouth stayed gaping open, hoping for another taste as a fresh layer of creamy arousal started to form on the length of my shaft, getting thicker and thicker with every thrust. I declined the offer- Jessica's pussy felt way too good- but that didn't mean I ignored her entirely.
"Rub her clit," I instructed sternly.
Rachel reached between Jessica's legs, putting two fingers to the nub of her clit and moving them side to side. Placing a finger underneath her chin, I lifted Rachel's head up higher, leaning in to kiss her as I rammed my cock into Jessica's pussy. My tongue pushed deep into Rachel's mouth, followed swiftly by a series of moans as Jessica's pussy tightened around the width of my shaft. Our lips came apart and I grabbed ahold of Jessica's hips, gripping them tightly as I thrusted harder.
My eyes were glued to Jessica's ass, enjoying the way her buttcheeks jiggled as my pelvis smacked against it. I drew my hand back almost instinctively, bringing it forward as hard as I could and landing a smack onto one of her asscheeks. Rachel flinched then lifted her head up, gasping as I pulled my hand back, showing her the mark that I'd left on Jessica's ass. I did it again, drawing another gasp from Rachel, followed by a smirk of amusement that stretched right across her face.
A third smack hit Jessica's ass, this one prompting a low-pitched moan as she jerked her head back sharply, spilling red hair down her sculpted back. Again, I moved without even thinking, this time reaching forward and grabbing a handful of Jessica's hair. I wrapped it tightly around my hand, getting a firm grip as I yanked it sharply, pulling her up off the bed. I pulled her right back until her back pressed against my chest then wrapped my arms around her body. One hand went up to her chest, groping one of her perky tits while the other hand went even higher, latching onto Jessica's throat and holding tightly in a firm but careful grip.
"Oh my God," Rachel gasped, bringing a hand to her mouth as she gawped in disbelief.
"Come here," said Jessica, grabbing at Rachel and pulling her around in front of her.
She grabbed onto Rachel's wrist and brought her hand to her mouth, feeding two fingers in between her lips and wetting them both with spit.
"Rub my clit," Jessica said, pushing Rachel's hand down between her legs.
Rachel's hand went straight to her clit and Jessica's pussy tightened immediately. I was already thrusting hard by this point but when I felt her muscles contract I started going harder, drilling my cock through the tightening grip. Jessica turned her head to the side and I leaned around to kiss her, her moans going into my mouth as my pelvis crashed into her peach-shaped ass, loud smack sounds bouncing off the bedroom walls.
Once Rachel started rubbing her clit, Jessica was a ticking time bomb, waiting to explode. One more thrust and the spark ignited, prompting a seemingly bone-rattling climax that shot through her body like an earthquake.
"OHHH, FUUUCCCKKK!!!" she screamed, her voice slightly muffled by the hand clasped around her throat.
The floodgates opened in spectacular fashion, fluid pouring all over my shaft as I buried it deep into Jessica's pussy, her muscles clamping and squeezing it hard as Rachel kept rubbing her clit. I could feel her body shaking then finally going limp as I held her in my arms, removing my hand from around her throat as I kissed her shoulders and neck.
Jessica's hands went to Rachel's face, pulling her in and kissing her softly. I kept my arms around Jessica's body, drawing my hips back slowly as I slipped my cock from inside her pussy. I slotted my cock in between her thighs and pushed myself forward, the first few inches poking out from between her legs as it rubbed against the slit of her pussy.
Rachel took the hint, kissing her way down Jessica's body as she dipped her head down slowly. Settling on her hands and knees, Rachel's tongue poked out from her lips, getting a taste of Jessica's cum as she dragged it across my helmet, coaxing out the precum that had pooled inside the tip.
My arms stayed wrapped around Jessica's body, deftly massaging her perfect tits as she gently ground against me, rubbing her pussy on the top of my shaft. Jessica looked down at Rachel, smiling at her sweetly as she licked my swollen crown.
"How do I taste off his cock?" the redhead asked, combing her fingers through Rachel's hair.
"Delicious," Rachel said, licking my cockhead a couple more times then wrapping her lips around it.
"Would you like to eat my pussy some more?" Jessica asked.
My cock popped free from Rachel's lips. "Erm...sure." She'd done it once already, of course, but even so she sounded nervous.
I unwrapped my arms from Jessica's body. Rachel moved aside as Jessica turned, laying back on the king size bed.
"Come here," said Jessica. "I'll show you some tricks."
I stepped back down onto the bedroom floor as Rachel moved to the foot of the bed, sticking out that amazing ass as she crawled between Jessica's legs. It looked so good as it thrust out behind her that I almost moved towards it without even thinking, stopping myself at the last possible second; I didn't want to overwhelm her.
Instead, I simply stood there and watched as Jessica's hand moved down to her pussy, parting her fingers in an upturned V to expose her stiff pink clit.
"Start at the bottom," Jessica said.
Rachel's tongue rolled out from her lips and she pressed the tip against Jessica's taint.
"And lick right up to here," Jessica added, rubbing her clit with the tip of her finger.
Rachel did as the redhead showed her, running the tip of her tongue along the slit of Jessica's pussy.
"Press your tongue against it harder," Jessica said. "Like this."
Jessica brought her hand up to demonstrate, placing the flat of her tongue against two of her manicured fingers and licking them slowly from bottom to top. Rachel nodded then leaned her head in. Copying her as best she could, she pressed her tongue against Jessica's pussy, giving a harder, slower, more forceful lick as she dragged it up to the nub of her clit.
"Yeah, that's it," Jessica purred. "You feel how wet I am?"
"Mmhmm," said Rachel, slowly nodding her brunette head as she moved her tongue back down to the bottom and repeated what she'd just done.
"Mmm, yeah! You're getting the hang of it now," Jessica grinned. "Push that tongue in a little. I want you to really taste me."
Rachel kept her tongue extended, tensing the muscles to keep it stiff as she pushed it in between her lips and slid it into Jessica's pussy.
"Yeah, baby, just like that," Jessica moaned, bringing her hands up to her chest and pawing at her perky tits. "Get in there nice and deep."
Rachel's tongue stayed deep inside her, licking up and down a little so she could savour Jessica's taste. Couldn't say I blamed her for that, as Jessica's pussy's like a slice of heaven.
"Move that pretty head a little," Jessica instructed. "I want you to fuck me with your tongue."
Rachel proceeded to do just that. Gently bobbing her brunette head, she brought her tongue back out to the tip then pushed it back inside her, going deeper with every pass.
"You're a quick learner," Jessica grinned.
"You're a good teacher," Rachel replied, prising her tongue from Jessica's pussy and pulling it back into her mouth.
"I learned from the best," Jessica said, winking as she looked at me.
She wasn't wrong. While I've never given her lessons per se, I've eaten her pussy out so many times that she was bound to have picked up some tricks.
"OK, now focus on my clit," Jessica said.
Rachel moved her head in, leading with her tongue as she pressed the tip against Jessica's clit.
"Close your mouth around it."
Rachel did as the redhead told her, wrapping her lips around Jessica's clit and smothering it completely.
"Yeah, like that. Now lick me."
I couldn't see what Rachel did next but it clearly fell short of Jessica's high standards.
"Flick it. Like this," Jessica said as she poked her tongue out from between her lips, flicking it sharply in an up and down motion.
A couple seconds later, Jessica gave a moan of approval, tilting her head back slightly as she rubbed her stiff pink nipples.
"Mmm, yes. That's it. You've got it, baby."
She moved a hand to Rachel's head, combing her fingers through that dark brown hair.
"Show me those pretty eyes. Yeah, that's it, honey. Eye contact is very important."
I continued to watch from the side of the bed, jerking myself slowly as I took it all in. Jessica's body sprawled out across the bed, one hand pawing at her breast while she ran the other through Rachel's hair, moaning all the while as she ate her perfect pussy. It really was a sight to behold, capped off by Rachel's ass as it stuck out behind her, hanging in the air invitingly.
Jessica grinned when she saw where I was looking, glancing down at Rachel as she asked her sweetly, "would you like him to fuck you now?"
"Mmhmm," said Rachel, keeping her mouth on Jessica's pussy as she nodded in response.
I moved with haste, shifting across the bed before she'd finished the second syllable. Kneeling behind her, I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft and pressed the tip against Rachel's slit. She clearly got a kick out of what she was doing, 'cause Rachel's pussy was soaking wet. I rubbed myself against Rachel's slit, feeling it throb as her sticky arousal smeared all across my helmet.
"Are you teasing her?" Jessica asked me, raising an eyebrow in a 'naughty, naughty' kind of way.
"Maybe a little," I said with a grin.
I moved a hand to Rachel's hip, teasing now longer as I pushed myself forward, slotting the tip into her tight pink pussy. Rachel moaned as she felt me enter, her voice muffled by Jessica's pussy as she tightened her grip on her head just a little, making sure she didn't pull away. I released my grip on the base of my shaft, grabbing her other hip as I pushed in deeper. Rachel's pussy felt fucking amazing and only got better the deeper I went, her wetness getting thicker and warmer.
Once my cock was halfway in, I moved my hands to Rachel's ass, gripping it tightly as I started thrusting. I started slowly, drawing my cock right back to the tip then pushing it back inside her, going a little deeper each time I did so. At first I simply stared down at her ass, admiring the perfect shape and seeing how wet my cock was each time I pulled it back. But after a while I started looking forward, clocking the smirk on Jessica's face as she stared right back at me, looking pleased with herself like she always did.



I thrusted harder and Rachel's moans started getting louder, going up a couple of decibels each time the pace increased. Before too long I was going full pelt, smack sounds filling the room once more as my pelvis crashed into Rachel's ass, sending ripples through both her cheeks.
"Mmm, yes, baby. Take that cock," Jessica encouraged, craning her head up slightly so she could get a better look. "God, you look sexy getting fucked like that."
I agreed wholeheartedly. Or at least she looked great from my angle. I couldn't speak for Jessica's viewpoint but if it looked even half as good as mine then I'm sure it was a feast for the eyes. In fact, I'd wager it was even better. Not only was Rachel's ass in her eyeline but she also had that gorgeous face and any number of emotions that it may have been expressing. Pleasure. Lust. Greed. Desire. And the fact that that face was buried in her pussy, I'm sure was the icing on the cake.
A few more thrusts into the depths of her pussy and Rachel tried to lift her head up. Jessica let go of the back of her head and soon brown hair was swishing across her shoulders as she turned her head to face me.
"Smack my ass," Rachel requested, panting deeply as she took each thrust.
"Yeah?" I asked her, slightly surprised.
"Yeah, like you did to her."
I shrugged. "You're the boss," I said as I drew my hand back behind me, hearing my fingers cut through the air as I delivered a spank to Rachel's ass. I didn't hold back and as I pulled my hand away, a deep red mark had been left on one of her cheeks.
Rachel gave a deeper moan then turned her head back to Jessica, the redhead's smirk now stretching wider as Rachel dove back between her legs. I continued to pump into Rachel's pussy, spanking her ass every five or six thrusts. Rachel was loving it and I could feel her pussy tighten around me each time I smacked her ass.
I could tell that she was getting close and I started going at her even harder, ramming my cock into Rachel's pussy with a flurry of pitiless thrusts. Rachel's moans increased in volume but she kept her head between Jessica's legs, clearly not neglecting her duties no matter how hard I fucked her. Jessica moaned louder too, grabbing the back of Rachel's head as hers shot up from the nest of pillows, eyes wide open as her lips formed a perfect circle. I knew that look. Jessica was getting close too, to the point that I wondered who would finish first.
I found out the answer in a matter of moments. A deep moan flew into Jessica's pussy, followed by a contraction of muscles that seized my cock and gripped it tightly, almost preventing any further thrusts. I shoved my cock in as deep as I could and held it there as Rachel came, unleashing a torrent of warm white fluid that washed over my shaft like a tidal wave.
Her climax had a knock on effect and Jessica came too about five seconds later, just as I had expected. With her mouth unoccupied, Jessica was much more vocal, promptly emitting a high-pitched scream that rattled the pictures on her bedroom walls.
"Oh my God! Yes, Rachel! Fuck, baby, I'm gonna cum on your face!"
Her eyes clamped shut, muscles tensing all over body as she hit her peak with shuddering force, rewarding Rachel's efforts with what I can only assume was a thick burst of arousal straight into the brunette's mouth.
All the sights and sounds played havoc with my senses, and I could barely wait for the girls to finish before I prised my cock out of Rachel's pussy, holding it out without saying a word. I didn't have to; as soon Jessica opened her eyes she knew full well what was happening.
"I think he's ready," the redhead grinned, looking down at Rachel as she lifted her head up from between her legs.
Jessica sat up, taking Rachel's face in her hands as she leaned in and kissed her, tasting all the cum from around her mouth. Rachel turned as she broke the kiss, two sets of gorgeous eyes locked onto my cock as they crawled towards the foot of the bed.
"You gonna cum for us, baby?" Jessica asked me, her voice so sweet and her look so sultry that I almost came before she finished speaking.
I nodded my head; about as much response as I was capable of giving.
She turned towards Rachel. "Where do you want it? Mouth or face?"
"Hmm, I think he should cum on our faces," Rachel smirked. "Then we can lick it off each other."
Jessica grinned then looked at me. "She's getting good at this, isn't she?"
This time I didn't respond at all. I simply gripped my cock and started jerking, feeling it throb in the palm of my hand as I pointed it at their faces, now pressed together and touching cheek to cheek. I aimed my cock to the left, making sure Rachel received the first blast. A couple of jerks and out it came, hitting her with an audible splat and leaving behind a long white streak that spanned the length of Rachel's face. She recoiled a little as it struck her face, seemingly unaccustomed to receiving so much spunk. But the satisfied grin on her cum-streaked face told me how much she liked it.
Aiming to the right, I stroked my cock a few more times, firing off a second blast that splashed all over Jessica's face. This burst was more diffuse, with several smaller blobs of cum peppering her face in various places. Of course, Jessica loved it all the same and she wore her familiar contented smile as she felt my semen splash across her perfect skin.
Once I was done she grabbed my cock, feeding the crown in between her lips and lapping at it with the tip of her tongue, scooping out the cum that had pooled in my urethra. She plucked it free, pointing it at Rachel who promptly wrapped her lips around it, sucking out the last few drops. My tip popped out from Rachel's lips and the ladies turned to face each other. They licked the spunk from each other's faces, wrapping things up with a cum-sharing kiss.
"So," said Jessica, looking deep into Rachel's eyes, "did you enjoy your first threesome?"
I won't relay the whole conversation, but suffice it to say, Rachel did enjoy her first threesome. So much so that she wanted to have a second one an hour or so later, then a third straight after that. By the end of the evening Rachel was basically an expert, and I started to have all these wonderful thoughts of her rocking up to my house in LA, bringing along a threesome virgin and teaching her everything she'd learned. And trust me, guys, if that ever happens, you will be the first to know.
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We saw Rachel off around 6pm then went to the kitchen so Jessica could fix some dinner. She rustled up some pasta dish that she'd learned from her Italian husband. It tasted amazing so I guess I've gotta thank him for that. Along with letting me fuck his wife. Provided that he has any say in that which I'm assuming he probably doesn't.
Anyway, we washed down our dinner with a glass of red wine then moved to the couch and stuck on a movie while we finished the rest of the bottle. That of course led to a lot of making out, which in turn led to us going upstairs and banging one out before the movie had finished. I shot a big load into Jessica's pussy, then we went to take a shower in the en suite bathroom. Once my load had washed out of her pussy, I went down on her again then fucked her against the wall of her shower, cumming once again on Jessica's face.
We fucked once more before going to bed then had another quickie in the morning before Jessica had to leave for work. This is where I took my leave, stopping off in a nearby coffee shop so I could make contact with my second host. Scarlett Johansson. Yeah, this is some trip I'm on, huh?
Turns out Scarlett wouldn't actually be my host, since her husband was still in town, so we'd be staying with one of her friends. She didn't let on who this friend might be but since they lived in trendy Brooklyn I expected someone kind of...hispterish. And that's what I got. Arriving at the Williamsburg home, I was met by none other than Zoe Kravitz. She had her hair tied up in a bun, wearing a pair of jeans and a black top with a jacket pulled over it.
"Hi," she said, looking me up and down as she stood in her doorway. "You must be Tyler."
"Yes. Nice to meet you."
"Nice to meet you too. Come on in. Scarlett's just getting ready."
She stepped aside and ushered me in then gave me a quick tour of her place. Turns out her home was a converted warehouse, which to be honest is about as Brooklyn as it gets. I'm not gonna bore you with the details, but her home was totally the kind of place that I'd imagine Zoe would live in; cool, quirky and unique. Much like the woman herself.
She took me to the lounge, made us both a coffee and we had a quick chat, about ourselves and our relationships with Scarlett. Turns out that Zoe met Scarlett on the set of Rough Night. Pretty bad movie but if it brought those two together then I guess it did something right.
Anyway, Zoe went to her room once she'd finished her coffee, pointing me towards the downstairs bathroom in case I needed to freshen up. I'd banged Jessica a couple of times since I showered that morning, so I figured that was probably wise. I wheeled my suitcase to the bathroom and took a quick shower. Toweling myself dry, I changed into some fresh clothes, a white dress shirt and pants, then styled my hair in the bathroom mirror.
The lounge was still empty by the time I got back. I doubted Zoe would mind if I put the TV on, so I flicked through the channels to pass the time. I ended up waiting for a full half hour and was starting to grow impatient when I heard the sounds of stiletto heels clicking across the hardwood floor. I switched off the TV, turning to look over the back of the sofa as Zoe sauntered back into the room, dressed head to toe in what I can only describe as a Catwoman getup.
A black full body catsuit clung to Zoe's body like a second skin, covering everything except her head, hands, feet and, thanks to the cutaway crotch, her smoothly shaven pussy. She was wearing a mask, a matching black one that wrapped right around the back of her head, complete with a pair of cat ears that poked up at the top.
She sauntered into the living room, trailing Scarlett behind her on a leash as she rounded the couch and stopped directly in front of me. Scarlett also had a feline look about her. Not from her clothes, 'cause she wasn't wearing any. But as she knelt on the living room floor, I noticed that a fluffy tail was dangling in between her legs, presumably attached to some kind of buttplug.
"Looks like my pet has someone to play with," Zoe declared, grinning at me as I sat on the couch.
Zoe stepped forward, pulling sharply at Scarlett's leash as she led her in between my thighs. My cock was already half hard in my pants and it promptly stiffened the rest of the way as Scarlett's face pressed right up against it.
"Yeah, my pet wants some attention, doesn't she?" Zoe said, with a suitably cat-like purr.
Scarlett nodded, rubbing her face up against my crotch.
"Hold this," said Zoe, handing me the leash. "I need to fetch some things."
Zoe headed off in the direction she came from, Scarlett looking at me and smirking as she strutted out into the hall.
"Your friend seems nice," I said with a grin.
Scarlett gave a silent laugh then kept looking up as she poked her tongue out, licking my shaft through the crotch of my pants. I gave a tug on Scarlett's leash, pulling her head up as I leaned in closer, pressing my lips against hers. Scarlett's tongue pushed into my mouth and I could hear Zoe's footsteps again as we started making out.
"Alright, put her down."
Scarlett broke from the kiss and dropped back down into her previous position. I looked at Zoe as she stood by the couch, now holding a tote bag filled with sex toys and, strangely, a plastic bowl and a carton of milk. At least, on any other day that would have been strange. But the way this day was panning out it was pretty much par for the course. Zoe squatted down on the living room floor, setting the bag down by her side with the bowl directly in front of her. She screwed the lid off the carton of milk and poured some into the bowl.
"Come here," she said as she looked at Scarlett. "I'm feeling thirsty."
Scarlett started crawling towards her, then once she was close enough Zoe grabbed ahold of her leash, pulling her in the rest of the way.
"Turn around," Zoe instructed.
Scarlett turned on her hand and knees, her tail dangling into the milk as she stuck her ass out behind her. Zoe grabbed ahold of the tail and pulled it out of the bowl. Lifting it up, she stuck out of her tongue as she moved her head in, catching a drop of milk as it dripped down from Scarlett's tail.
"Right, let's get this out the way, shall we?" Zoe said then turned to look at me. "Come. I need your help."
I stood from the couch and moved to where Zoe was pointing, kneeling in front of Scarlett.
"Spread her ass," Zoe ordered.
I reached forward, pushing my bulge into Scarlett's face as I grabbed her big, thick ass. I dug my fingers into both her cheeks, prising them apart as Zoe tightened her grip on the tail and started to pull it out. Looking down, I watched as Scarlett's asshole started stretching around the width of the toy. It wasn't a particularly thick one; Scarlett's definitely had bigger things in her ass before (my cock being one), but it still made her moan just a little as Zoe pulled it slowly, teasing the plug out of Scarlett's ass.
The toy moved past its widest part and the rest of it slid out quickly, Scarlett's asshole staying agape as I kept my grip on her cheeks. Zoe brought the toy to her mouth and slid it in between her lips. Wrapping her lips around the plastic base, she sucked her cheeks in as she pulled it back slowly, plucking it free with an audible * POP *.
"Mmm, yummy," Zoe declared, smacking her lips together as she tasted Scarlett's ass.
She set the plug down on the hardwood floor then started to dig through her bag, taking out a large black douche with a thin white nozzle. She dipped the nozzle into the bowl, giving the bulb a good hard squeeze as she filled it up with milk. Lifting the douche from inside the bowl, a drop of milk dripped down from the nozzle as she moved the toy towards Scarlett's ass. My hands were still gripped to her cheeks, her asshole gaping open as Zoe slid the nozzle of the milk-filled douche straight into Scarlett's rectum.
"You ready?" Zoe asked.
"Mmhmm," said Scarlett.
Zoe grinned then looked at me. "You can let go now."
I released my grip on Scarlett's ass, watching her butthole close back up and wrap around the plastic nozzle. Zoe started squeezing the bulb and Scarlett gave a contented moan as cold milk started filling her anal cavity. I watched with a kind of odd fascination. I've been involved in some pretty weird sex things before, but this would definitely rank among the strangest. But, hey, the girls seemed to enjoy it so who am I to judge?
"There, that's all of it," Zoe declared.
She plucked the toy from Scarlett's ass, a little drop of milk leaking out after it and trickling over her taint. Zoe placed the toy in the saucer, poking her tongue out as she moved her head in and pressed it to Scarlett's clit, capturing the drop of milk as it ran down the slit of her pussy. Zoe raised her head up slowly, cleaning up the trail of milk as she dragged her tongue across Scarlett's pussy, not stopping 'til she reached her ass.
"OK, let's do it," Zoe said as she pulled her head back. "Kitty wants her cream."
She opened her mouth as wide as she could, stretching her tongue out as Scarlett tensed her anal muscles, shooting out a stream of milk straight into Zoe's face. The first shot went a little awry, missing Zoe's mouth entirely and splashing across her forehead and nose, leaving drops of milk running down her black leather mask. Of course, seeing Zoe's face covered in white liquid was giving me other ideas, but I tried to focus on the task at hand.
"Whoops," said Zoe. "Looks like my pet needs to work on her aim. Let's try that again, shall we?"
Zoe raised her head a little as Scarlett flexed and fired again, this time catching the milk in her mouth as it sprayed in a jet from Scarlett's asshole. Zoe closed her lips, sloshing the milk around her mouth then swallowing it with a single gulp.
"Mmm, yeah! You got some more in there?" Zoe asked as she moved her head in.
She pressed her tongue against Scarlett's pussy, gathering the last of the milk as it trickled out of her puckered asshole.
"Mmm, that's delicious," Zoe said, licking her lips as she raised her hand and slapped one of Scarlett's asscheeks. "Turn around."
Scarlett turned on her hands and knees.
"Clean me," Zoe said, moving her head in so their faces were almost touching.
Scarlett poked her tongue out from between her lips and pressed the tip against Zoe's nose, lapping up cream from her leather mask as she licked right up to her forehead.
"Yeah, that's it. Lick up your mess," Zoe instructed, putting her hands to Scarlett's face and pulling her in for a kiss.
Their lips came apart and Zoe reached forward, grabbing onto Scarlett's ass.
"Any left?" she asked me, prying Scarlett's cheeks apart to reveal her winking asshole, covered with a thin coat of milk.
"A little," I said.
"Well, what are you waiting for? Clean it up."
I nodded once then moved my head in, running my tongue over Scarlett's asshole as I licked up the excess milk.
"It's good, huh?" Zoe asked me.
"Mmhmm."
"Would you like a proper taste?"
"Sure."
"Be my guest," Zoe said as she gestured to the saucer of milk.
I reached out and grabbed it, being careful not to spill any milk as I dragged it across the hardwood floor. I plucked the douche from the side of the bowl, gently squeezing the large black bulb and watching as it sucked up the milk. Once it was full, I removed the douche from the saucer of milk and moved it up towards Scarlett's ass. Zoe's hands were still gripping her butt, so Scarlett's hole was nice and stretched as I pressed the nozzle against her sphincter and pushed it straight into her ass.
I squeezed the bulb, watching it slowly deflate as it pushed its contents into Scarlett's ass. I waited 'til the bulb was empty then plucked the nozzle from Scarlett's butt. I moved my head in, sticking out my tongue to catch the first few drops as they trickled out from Scarlett's asshole.
"You ready, baby?" Zoe asked her.
"Mmhmm."
"OK. Fire away."
I watched as Scarlett flexed her muscles, opening my mouth in preparation as milk spurted from Scarlett's asshole like water from a fountain. This time around her aim was perfect, and the first jet went into my mouth with almost pinpoint accuracy. I closed my mouth to swallow the milk, parting my lips again just in time to catch the second spray of white as it spouted forth from Scarlett's ass, filling my mouth with dairy goodness.
"Oooh, yeah! That's hot" Zoe exclaimed. "Tastes good, doesn't it?"
I nodded. I've never been too keen on milk, but I think a cup of cloudy piss would taste pretty good if it shot out Scarlett's butt.
"Come here," Zoe said, beckoning me with a black-tipped finger.
I got up from the floor and moved around in front of Scarlett. Zoe stepped back as I approached, allowing me to slot in between them. My bulge was right in Scarlett's face and she started to rub up against it, like a pet that was starved of affection. I mean, she was a pet in this scenario but given that she'd just had half a carton of milk pushed up her butt, she definitely wasn't short of attention.
Zoe grabbed my ass from behind.
"Isn't she a good little pet?" Zoe asked me, digging her fingers into both my cheeks before she moved her hands in front of me.
"Uh huh," I said back, looking down at Scarlett as Zoe grabbed two handfuls of shirt and untucked them from my waistband.
"Maybe we should give her a treat," Zoe suggested, unbuttoning my shirt from the bottom. "For being so well behaved."
"Sure," I replied, grinning at Scarlett as she stuck out her tongue and licked the bulge in my pants.
Zoe finished unbuttoning my shirt then slid it off my arms, tossing it down onto the living room floor. Wrapping her arms around my body, she slapped her hands down onto my chest then dragged them slowly down towards my abs, showing me off for Scarlett.
"Do you like this treat that Mommy has brought you?" Zoe asked as she worked her hands down past my stomach, moving them down to my belt.
"Mmhmm," Scarlett purred.
It was actually Scarlett that brought me here, of course, but if it worked for their roleplay then I wasn't gonna point that out.
"Yes, Mommy brings you the best treats, doesn't she?" Zoe said, kissing in between my shoulder blades as she started to unbuckle my belt.
"Mmhmm," Scarlett purred again, kissing my bulge in several places as Zoe unzipped my fly.
She lowered my pants to the tops of my thighs then reached inside my boxers, grabbing ahold of my rock hard cock.
"Big...thick...meaty...treats."
As she said the final word, she pulled my cock out from under the waistband, leaving my boxers around my waist with my balls still tucked inside them. My cock was hanging in Scarlett's face, the tip mere inches from those full, thick lips.
"Well...aren't you gonna taste it?" Zoe asked her, going up on tippy toes so she could peer down over my shoulder.
Scarlett didn't need any further encouragement. She poked her tongue out from between her lips, lapping up the precum that formed inside my slit. Scarlett parted those perfect lips, her head inching forward as she wrapped them tightly around my swollen helmet. Once my cock was inside her mouth, Scarlett started bobbing her head, dragging her tongue across the underside as she worked those lips along the length of my shaft, going deeper with every motion.
"How's she doing down there?" Zoe asked me, speaking straight into my ear.
"She's doing great," I said with a moan.
Scarlett always gave incredible head and this time was no exception. Within a few bobs of that pretty blonde head, my tip had already cleared her tonsils and was edging towards the back of her throat. I felt a kiss on the side of my neck then several others going down my spine as Zoe dropped down slowly behind me. Once she reached the small of my back, I felt her fingers slide into the waistband, and with a single sharp tug my boxers were pooled around my ankles.
I stepped out of them and kicked them aside, Zoe's hands gripping my asscheeks and prising them both apart. I had an idea what was coming next, and as my cock pushed through into Scarlett's gullet, Zoe's face went into my ass. I felt her tongue press against my taint then drag up slowly 'til she found my asshole. She licked across it several times, making my cockhead twitch and pulse as it slid into Scarlett's throat.
I reached out without even thinking, grabbing the back of Scarlett's head and pulling her right up against me, pushing my cock in the rest of the way. Scarlett didn't gag or choke. In fact, she barely even flinched as I pulled her face right into my abs, sending my tip right down her throat and pressing my balls up against her chin.
I held her there for several seconds then released my grip on Scarlett's head. Scarlett began to pull back slowly, leaving behind a coat of spit which dripped down thickly from the base of my shaft. As Scarlett's lips pulled back to the tip, she lifted her hands off the hardwood floor, reaching behind me and grabbing my ass. Her fingers sunk into both my cheeks, pulling them apart for Zoe as she started to pump her mouth back and forth, using my ass for leverage as she pulled herself into my cock.
I tipped my head back and moaned, spasms shooting through my cock as Scarlett used it to fuck her throat. Zoe's tongue pressed harder against me, even slipping into my ass a few times as she licked me with greater exertion. Now my cock was throbbing like crazy, precum leaking from my open slit and dripping into Scarlett's throat.
Zoe licked my butthole a few more times then pried her face from my ass. Much to my relief, 'cause a couple more licks from that long slick tongue and Scarlett would have gotten a bellyful. Zoe moved around beside us, watching for a moment as Scarlett continued to pull herself in, impaling her throat on my big, fat cock.
"OK, that's enough," said Zoe. "We don't want him cumming yet."
Scarlett's mouth pulled back to the tip, flashing me a cheeky grin as she popped it free from between her lips. Zoe grabbed onto Scarlett's leash and led her towards the couch.
"Come," said Zoe. "Bring the milk."
I grabbed the bowl and followed behind them, watching Scarlett's asscheeks swing back and forth as she crawled across the living floor. Zoe took a seat on the couch.
"Up here," she said, patting her thigh.
Scarlett climbed up onto the couch, getting on top of Zoe on her hands and knees, her ass thrust out behind her.
"You stand there," said Zoe, pointing at the end of the sofa.
I moved around to the side of the couch, placing the bowl next to Zoe. Zoe filled the douche with milk then pushed the nozzle into Scarlett's ass. She squeezed the bulb, pushing the milk into Scarlett's ass then plucked the toy from inside her. Zoe leaned over the small of her back, gripping onto Scarlett's ass and prising both her cheeks apart. Scarlett's asshole opened slightly, drops of milk spilling out and trickling across her pussy.
"Push it out for me," Zoe instructed. "I want you to shoot it all over his cock."
Scarlett tensed her impressive muscles, unleashing a deluge of cold white fluid that sprayed all over my long, thick cock, coating it from base to tip.
"Perfect," Zoe grinned, leaning forward as she parted her lips.
I slotted the tip into her open mouth, grabbing the back of her head and pulling her towards me as I pushed my cock in deeper. My tip pushed past Zoe's tonsils, hitting the back of her throat as her masked face pressed against my stomach. I held her there for several seconds, moaning lightly as she sucked my cock, slurping up the milk that Scarlett had left there. Feeling some resistance, I released my grip on Zoe's head. She pulled back slowly, popping me free from between her lips.



"Mmm, it tastes good off your cock," Zoe grinned, then pointed at the bowl of milk. "Fill it up again. I'm just gonna grab something quickly."
Zoe slipped out from underneath Scarlett and I filled the douche up again as she scurried across the room. She came back as I was finishing up, now with a long black dildo strapped to her slender waist.
Zoe pointed in front of Scarlett, indicating where she wanted me.
I went to hand her the douche, but Zoe shook her head.
"Mm-mm. You keep hold of that."
I shrugged and moved in front of Scarlett. Kneeling before her, my cock was pointed right at her face.
"Put it in her mouth," Zoe said as she moved behind Scarlett, gripping her cock at the base of the shaft and pressing it against her pussy.
Scarlett parted her full set of lips, eyes gazing up as I grabbed my cock and pushed it into her open mouth. I fed it into her nice and deep, and only once I'd cleared her tonsils did I feel her lips close around my shaft, her face just inches from my six pack abs. I placed a hand at the back of her head, feeling my tip push into her throat as I shoved my cock in the rest of the way.
Scarlett gave a muffled moan and I watched as Zoe's big black cock pushed its way into her tight pink pussy. Once she'd sunk right down to the base, Zoe looked across at me, signalling with a nod of her head. I gripped a fistful of Scarlett's hair, angling her head back as I leaned myself forward, keeping my cock balls deep in her throat as I moved the douche towards Scarlett's butthole. Zoe grabbed onto both her cheeks, spreading her apart for me as I pushed the nozzle into Scarlett's ass. A simple squeeze of the plastic bulb and Scarlett's ass was filled with milk. I plucked it free, watching as a drop ran out and trickled down onto Zoe's cock.
"Grab her ass," Zoe instructed.
I tossed the douche aside, my hands taking over from Zoe's as she released her grip on Scarlett's ass. I sunk my fingers into both her cheeks, prising them apart as Zoe started to pull her cock back. More milk dripped out of her asshole, running down over Zoe's dildo as she slowly drew it back out to the tip.
"Mm-mm. Not yet," Zoe warned.
I improvised, pushing a finger into Scarlett's asshole to prevent any more from escaping.
"Ooo, good idea," Zoe declared, looking at me with a grin of approval.
Zoe stopped as she reached the crown, a coat of moisture smeared along the length of her shaft as she left the tip inside Scarlett's tight pussy.
"OK...now," said Zoe.
Scarlett's asshole tightened around my finger as she tensed every muscle in her body. I plucked my finger from Scarlett's ass, milk shooting out like I'd just uncorked a bottle of champagne. The milk rained down over Zoe's fake cock, even spraying her hips and tummy and leaving drops of cold white fluid to run down the black of her full-body catsuit.
"Mmm, fuck yes!" Zoe exclaimed, looking down as beads of milk dripped from the base of her plastic cock, soaking into the living room carpet.
Zoe grabbed onto Scarlett's hips, getting a firm grip as she threw herself forward, ramming her cock into the blonde's wet pussy. Scarlett tensed, her ass contracting at the point of impact and firing out a shot of milk that sprayed over Zoe's stomach. Zoe started thrusting hard, vigorously pumping her hips as she drilled her cock into Scarlett's pussy. Scarlett moaned as she took each thrust, the last few drops of milk trickling out from her puckered asshole and running down onto Zoe's fake cock.
I started thrusting too, drawing my cock back out to the tip then ramming it back into Scarlett's mouth. I knew that her throat could take a good fucking, so I didn't hold back in the slightest, matching Zoe's speed as best I could as I worked my hips at a mile a minute, burying my cock into Scarlett's gullet. I could feel her spit running down my shaft, adding a lovely slickness to proceedings as my balls began to swing back and forth, slapping wetly against Scarlett's chin.
I tightened my grip on Scarlett's ass, prising her cheeks apart as I used them both for leverage. Her asshole split open and Zoe was quick to capitalize, releasing her grasp on Scarlett's hip as she brought her hand up towards her mouth. She slipped two fingers in between her lips, wetting them both with spit before she moved them down towards Scarlett's asshole. Scarlett gave a louder moan, which was promptly blocked by the width of my shaft as Zoe's fingers pushed into her juicy ass.
"Ooh, that's tight," Zoe exclaimed, enjoying the grip of Scarlett's asshole as it stretched around her invading digits.
She started to work her hand back and forth, essentially DPing Scarlett as she drew her fingers back out to the tip then shoved them back inside her, doing the same with her big black cock. I continued to trust in time with Zoe, ensuring that Scarlett remained airtight as I worked my cock into her perfect mouth, going balls deep each time I did so.
Zoe pumped her fingers in five or six times then plucked them free from Scarlett's ass. I kept my grip on Scarlett's cheeks, making sure her ass stayed gaping wide as Zoe raised her hand into the air and moved it towards my mouth. I took her fingers in between my lips and promptly sucked them clean, slurping up a cocktail of milk and assjuice. Zoe grinned, plucking her fingers from between my lips and moving them down to my chin as she pulled me in for a sloppy wet kiss. Zoe pulled her lips from mine then pried her cock from Scarlett's pussy.
"Turn around," she said, a loud * THWACK * sound ringing out as she slapped Scarlett's ass.
I retrieved my cock from Scarlett's throat, noting how she'd left it as I plucked it free from between her lips. Scarlett turned on her hands and knees, facing Zoe with her ass stuck out behind her.
"You want to taste your pussy?" Zoe asked her, gripping her cock at the base of the shaft and wagging it in Scarlett's face.
"Mmhmm," Scarlett nodded.
"Open your mouth."
All I could see was the back of her head, which was soon grabbed onto by Zoe's free hand as she pushed her cock into Scarlett's mouth. Scarlett started bobbing her head, slurping sounds now filling the room as she greedily sucked on Zoe's fake cock, cleaning off the excess milk and any other fluids that she might have left behind.
"Yeah, that's it, baby. Clean that cock," Zoe encouraged, running her fingers through Scarlett's hair. "You want him in your pussy while you suck my dick?"
"Uh huh," said Scarlett, her voice deeply muffled as she swallowed Zoe's cock.
Zoe looked at me and nodded. I took that as my cue, pressing my tip against Scarlett's pussy then pushing my cock inside her. Scarlett moaned as I went in deep, sinking my cock into her tight pink pussy until I felt the tip press against her cervix. I held it there for several seconds, just looking down at Scarlett's ass as my cock sat inside her pussy, filling her up and stretching it out.
I've fucked Scarlett a number of times but she's such an insatiable anal lover that I rarely get to take her pussy. Which is kind of a shame 'cause Scarlett's pussy is fucking amazing. Tight. Pliant. Stretchy. And seemingly permanently wet, like she thinks about fucking 24/7. Knowing Scarlett, she probably does.
I took a moment to savour the feeling then started to pull my cock back slowly, drawing it out to the ridge of my crown. I was more than ready to slam back in when I saw some movement in the corner of my eye. Plucking her cock from Scarlett's lips, Zoe had dropped down into a squat, sinking the douche into the bowl of milk and filling it up once more.
Standing back up, she returned her cock to Scarlett's mouth, drops of milk dripping out from the plastic nozzle as she handed it over to me. Zoe reached forward and grabbed her ass, Scarlett's butthole splitting open as she pulled her cheeks apart. I pushed the douche into Scarlett's ass, squeezing the bulb to release its contents. As I pulled it back out, Zoe let go of Scarlett's ass, making sure the milk remained inside her.
I dropped the douched down onto the floor then drew my cock back slowly, little drops of milk trickling out from Scarlett's asshole and running down onto my shaft. I drew my cock back out to the tip, holding it there for a couple of seconds as I grabbed onto Scarlett's hips. Then, without warning, I threw myself forward, ramming back in as hard as I could and bottoming out in Scarlett's pussy.
Scarlett moaned around Zoe's fake cock, a loud * SMACK * nearly bursting my eardrums as my pelvis crashed into Scarlett's ass. Her muscles tensed at the point of impact and she squirted out a torrent of milk that sprayed all over my abdomen. I kept on thrusting like nothing had happened, tightening my grip on her shapely hips as I railed my cock into Scarlett's pussy. I looked down, enjoying the sight of my milk-soaked abs as they rammed themselves into Scarlett's ass; dull, wet * SLAP * sounds filling the expanse of the room.
Zoe scooped up a handful of hair, holding it out like a length of rope as she started to thrust into Scarlett's mouth. I couldn't see too much, of course, but from the sloppy, wet sounds that Scarlett was making, it sounded like she was taking it deep.
"Yeah, that's it. Swallow my cock," Zoe encouraged. "Fuck, you're such a good little slut."
She moved her free hand to the back of Scarlett's head, grabbing two fistfuls of hair as she yanked her forward sharply, pulling her face right into her stomach.
"UHHH!" yelped Scarlett, grabbing onto Zoe's hips as the full length of her long black cock shoved its way into Scarlett's throat.
Her whole body shifted forward, her pussy sliding so far up my shaft that I almost popped right out of her. I tightened my grip on Scarlett's hips and was just about to slam back into her when I had a sudden change of heart. I gripped my cock just below the head and pointed it up about two inches higher, pressing the tip against Scarlett's asshole. I looked at Zoe, asking permission with a raise of my brow.
"Hmm," said Zoe, grinning. She looked down at Scarlett, fingers combing through her long blonde hair. "Looks like he wants to take your ass. What do you think? Should we let him?"
To the surprise of nobody, Scarlett nodded.
Zoe laughed then looked at me. "OK, go ahead."
That was all I needed to hear. My cock was wet with spit and pussy, but I spat on Scarlett's asshole to provide some extra lube. Gripping onto one of her hips, I started to push my cock inside. As always, my head slipped in with the slightest push. Scarlett's ass never ceases to amaze me, in that once you're in it's tight as fuck, but gaining admission requires very little effort. In short, it's an ass that was made for fucking.
Scarlett moaned as she felt me enter, Zoe's cock acting like a barricade to prevent her voice from leaving her throat. I pushed my cock in about halfway then grabbed onto her other hip, holding her tightly as I started thrusting. I started slowly, working my cock back out to the tip then pushing it back inside, going deeper each time I did so. The pace increased and within a few thrusts I was going balls deep, watching her asscheeks bounce and jiggle as my pelvis rammed against them.
Zoe pulled her cock back slowly, plucking the tip from Scarlett's lips and allowing her to scream the house down as she squatted down in front of her.
"You like that, baby?" Zoe asked her, taking Scarlett's face in her hands. "You like getting fucked in the ass?"
"Uh huh," Scarlett nodded, seemingly unable to say much else as I went in hard on her juicy behind, balls swinging back and forth as they slapped against her pussy.
"Tell me," Zoe snapped. "Tell me how much you like it."
"I love it! I love it!" Scarlett screamed. "I love getting fucked in my ass!"
"Yeah, you do, huh?" Zoe sneered, hissing through her gritted teeth. "You like getting choked too, don't you, you nasty little slut?"
Zoe didn't wait for an answer. She grabbed onto Scarlett's leash, pulling it back sharply and tightening it around her throat.
"Yeah, that's what you wanted, huh?" Zoe asked her. "Is that gonna make you cum?"
"Uh huh," said Scarlett, her voice noticeably strained.
Zoe looked up at me. "Come on, fuck her harder. I want her to fucking scream."
I gripped her harder, digging my fingers into Scarlett's as my thrusts kicked up to maximum speed. A dozen of those and Zoe was given exactly what she wanted. Scarlett's ass was tightening around me and I could feel her body start shaking beneath me as I rammed my cock in one last time, burying it deep in her big, fat ass.
She came hard, unleashing a scream that couldn't be impeded, even by the leash that was wrapped around her throat. I couldn't see her face, of course, but I've seen Scarlett cum enough times to know what it might have looked like. Eyes shut. Mouth open. Features skewed. Skin beet red as the leash restricted her breathing. Her asshole gripped me even tighter, nearly snapping my cock off as I held it inside her, my balls getting soaked with Scarlett's cum as it gushed out from her pussy.
Finally her screams gave out and I felt her muscles begin to relax as Scarlett hit her peak. Zoe loosened her grip on the leash, letting it dangle back down to the floor. I moved my hands down to Scarlett's ass, grabbing her cheeks and pulling them apart as I retrieved my cock from deep inside her. I plucked the tip from Scarlett's ass, keeping her buttcheeks spread apart as the last few drops of milk trickled out from her gaping hole.
"Come here," said Zoe. "I want to taste her."
I released my grip on Scarlett's ass and moved in front of Zoe. Zoe turned her head to face me, her lips already gaping wide as I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft and pushed it towards her mouth. My cock was a mess, utterly coated with Scarlett's ass juice with a thin layer of milk on top of it. But Zoe wasn't perturbed in the slightest. In fact, the more substances that were smeared across my cock, the more she seemed to relish it.
She took my cock right down to the hilt, her mask pressed against my face as those plump DSLs wrapped around the base of my shaft. Zoe pulled her head back slowly, cheeks hollowed inward as her mouth became a vacuum seal, nearly sucking the cum straight out of my balls as she dragged her lips back up to the top. Popping it free, Zoe grabbed my cock and stroked it, smearing in the spit that her mouth had left behind. She looked at me with a grin, releasing her grip on me as she took ahold of Scarlett's leash.
"Come with me."
Scarlett crawled behind Zoe as she led her across the room.
"Bring the milk," Zoe instructed, not even looking at me as she moved towards the sofa.
I grabbed the bowl and hurried over.
"Put it there and get on the couch."
I did as instructed, setting the bowl down on the floor then sitting at the centre of the couch.
Zoe shook her head. "Mm-mm. I want you lying down."
I nodded, pulling my legs up onto the couch then laying back across it.
Zoe tugged at Scarlett's leash. "Stand."
Scarlett rose to her feet.
"Sit on his cock."
Scarlett climbed up onto the couch, throwing a leg over mine as she planted her knees either side of me.
"Come on, quickly," Zoe ordered, tapping her foot impatiently.
Scarlett reached back and grabbed my cock, pressing the tip against her asshole.
"Uh uh. Your pussy," Zoe said.
Scarlett gave a cute little pout then dragged my cockhead across her taint, rubbing it against the slit of her pussy. I grinned to myself as Scarlett slid down, feeding my cock inside her. Fucking Scarlett's pussy was something of a rarity. Fucking it twice in the same session was practically unheard of.
"Lean forward," said Zoe.
Scarlett sunk down to the base of my shaft then leaned forward as much as she could, ending up with her head on my shoulder as her curvy body pressed against mine. Zoe filled the douche with milk then climbed up onto the sofa, kneeling behind Scarlett as she pointed the toy at her asshole.
"Spread her butt."
I moved my hands to Scarlett's ass, gripping onto her juicy cheeks and prying them both apart. Her asshole split open and Zoe pushed the douche inside, squeezing the milk into Scarlett's ass. She plucked it free, sticking her tongue out as she brought it to her lips, gathering the last of the milk as it dripped from the plastic nozzle.
"Fuck her," Zoe said, resting the douche on the side of the bowl.
OK. Pretty simple instructions. I kept my grip on Scarlett's ass, lifting her up until her tight, wet pussy was wrapped around the tip of my prick. I held it there for a couple of seconds then flung myself upwards as hard as I could, ramming up into her with a single hard thrust that sent my fat cock rocketing into Scarlett's pussy. The impact hit her like a ton of bricks.
"UHHH!" Scarlett moaned, muscles tightening all over her body as she took the brunt of my pelvic slam.
I couldn't see what happened next, so I had to make do with a mental image. But what a mental image it was. Milk spraying out from Scarlett's ass, straight into Zoe's mouth which was gaping wide to receive it. A gleeful smile stretched across her face as cold milk splashed across her tongue, closing her lips so she could swallow it down. My brain was painting quite a picture.
I drew my cock back out to the tip, driving back in with another hard thrust that forced out the rest of the milk, gifting Zoe with a second mouthful. I dropped my ass back down to the couch, keeping just the tip inside her as the last few drops of milk dribbled out from Scarlett's asshole and trickled down the length of my shaft
I felt Zoe's tongue press against my balls then start to drag along the underside, lapping up the excess milk as she licked right up to Scarlett's ass. Straightening her back, Zoe gripped her strap on cock, pointing the tip at Scarlett's butthole. Scarlett mashed her lips against mine, unleashing a moan straight into my mouth as Zoe's cockhead pushed inside her.
I slowly pushed into her tight pink pussy, feeding it to her an inch by inch until my tip sat flush against Scarlett's cervix. I felt my nuts press against her taint, rubbing against the balls on Zoe's strap on as a second fat cock buried itself in Scarlett's body. Scarlett felt amazing already but with Zoe's cock now stuffed up her butt, her pussy felt even tighter. Scarlett pried her lips from mine, throwing her head back sharply.
"Ohhh, FUCK!" Scarlett moaned as Zoe and me both started thrusting, ramming our cocks into both her holes.
Scarlett kept her head tipped back, screaming at the ceiling above her as she took each two-pronged thrust. It put her tits basically right in my face, so of course I did what anyone would do and wrapped my lips around one of her nipples, suckling like a famished babe. Zoe leaned forward, brushing blonde hair from Scarlett's ear, then licking and nibbling on her earlobe.
"Yeah, come on, slut," Zoe encouraged, speaking directly into Scarlett's ear. "Take these fucking cocks!"
Scarlett was doing that and doing it well. I'd always suspected that she could handle more than one but it was nice to have it confirmed.
"Pull these fucking cheeks apart," Zoe instructed. "I want to see her gape."
She didn't have to tell me twice. I tightened my grip on her ass, sinking my fingers into Scarlett's cheeks as I pulled them in different directions.
"Mmm, fuck yeah!" Zoe exclaimed. "Look at that gaping hole."
I could see why Zoe was impressed. I couldn't see Scarlett's ass, of course, but I've made it gape on many occasions and it's always a hell of a sight.
"Keep that asshole stretched for me. I want her to taste herself."
I did as instructed, keeping my grip on Scarlett's ass as I moved two fingers to her gaping butthole and pushed them both inside it. I looked up at Scarlett, still drilling up into her pussy when suddenly Zoe stepped into my view. She placed her knees either side of my head, standing directly above me as she gripped her cock with one of her hands and Scarlett's head with the other.



It made for quite the image; Zoe's ass, right above my head hugged tightly by the harness of her strap on cock. Pussy exposed, I could see exactly how wet she was as she pushed her cock into Scarlett's mouth, keeping her grip on the back of her head as she pulled her down to the base. Scarlett's face pressed against her abs and I could see her throat bulging from beneath as Zoe's black dildo pushed its way into her gullet. I could hear her slurping, greedily sucking off her ass juice as she held the cock in her mouth and throat.
Scarlett sucked her cheeks in, her mouth wrapped tightly around the plastic cock as Zoe drew her lips back slowly, retrieving the dildo an inch at a time. Popping it free, Zoe's cock was dripping with spit as she stepped back down off the edge of the couch and returned to her previous position. Zoe grabbed my wrist as she knelt behind Scarlett, plucking my fingers from Scarlett's asshole and bringing them up to her mouth. Sucking them clean, she grabbed her cock with her remaining hand and shoved it into Scarlett's ass.
Scarlett moaned, leaning in to kiss me as Zoe's cock pushed deep inside her, sheathing itself in her taut backside. I moved my hand back to Scarlett's ass, gripping her cheeks as hard as I could as I drove my cock into her pussy. Scarlett's lips pulled away from mine and she gave a sudden muffled yelp as Zoe grabbed her leash and pulled her up from on top of me. Zoe's left arm went around her body, grabbing a titty as she pulled back harder on Scarlett's leash, choking her with it as she rammed her cock into her asshole.
"You gonna cum for me? Huh?" Zoe asked her, hissing into Scarlett's ear. "You gonna cream on that fucking cock?"
Scarlett nodded as best she could, her face turning slightly red as the collar she was wearing cut into her throat and began to restrict her breathing. I grabbed ahold of Scarlett's thighs, digging my fingers into her impressive quads as I started going harder, drilling into her pussy with a flurry of upward thrusts. A handful of those and Scarlett made good on her promise.
Her pussy gripped me extra tight, her body shaking in Zoe's arms as an intense climax started tearing through her. I didn't let up and neither did Zoe, our hips still moving in perfect sync as we dicked her through the throes of climax. She tried to scream, but the collar almost cut off her voice. Her eyes clamped shut, her face turning beet red and for a moment it looked like she might have passed out as her powerful orgasm reached its crescendo.
Zoe let go of her leash and Scarlett's body went totally limp, falling down on top of me as Zoe retrieved her arm. I moved my hands to Scarlett's ass, gripping both cheeks and pulling them apart. Zoe drew her cock back slowly, plucking her tip from Scarlett's asshole and stepping down onto the floor.
"Get down here. I want you to clean these cocks off."
Scarlett barely had a chance to recover as she climbed back down from on top of me and knelt on the living room floor. I got up from the couch and stood beside Zoe, Scarlett in between us with our cocks pointed right at her face. Scarlett reached up and grabbed both cocks, looking back and forth between them like she didn't know which to go for first. Mine is real, of course, which gave it the edge, but Zoe's had been in her ass, and Scarlett loves going ass to mouth.
In the end, however, she didn't get a choice. Zoe gripped the back of her head and pulled the blonde towards her. Scarlett opened her mouth at the last possible second, taking the dildo in between her lips. Her lips slid quickly down the plastic cock, only stopping when she reached her hand as it gripped the base of the shaft.
"Hand down," Zoe warned.
Scarlett removed her hand from the cock, placing it just above her knee as Zoe's hand tightened its grip on the back of her head, pushing her down the last few inches. The dildo vanished into Scarlett's mouth, leaving her lips pressed against the harness as Zoe's cock pushed into her throat.
"Come on, jerk his cock," Zoe ordered hastily. "Don't be a fucking tease."
Scarlett started jerking me almost immediately. My cock was still wet after fucking her pussy, so she could pump her first up and down my shaft almost as an afterthought. Zoe kept gripping the back of her head, putting a few thrusts until Scarlett's throat before finally letting go.
"Switch to him."
Scarlett pulled her head back swiftly, leaving Zoe's dildo drenched in spit as she turned her head towards me.
"Hands one me," Zoe instructed. "I want you to stroke me while you suck his cock."
Scarlett parted her full set of lips, releasing her grip on the base of my shaft as she moved her hands to Zoe. Grabbing ahold of her plastic prick, she started to jerk with both her hands as I gripped onto the back of her head, steering my cock into her open mouth. I pushed in deep, clearing her tonsils almost immediately as my cockhead pressed against the back of her throat. A harder pull and my cock slipped in the rest of the way.
I'd witnessed her do that numerous times, and it never ceases to impress me. In fact, I've seen her do countless things that most women wouldn't even dream of, and pull them off with consummate ease. Deepthroating, anal, double penetration; all second nature to Scarlett.
I held her there for as long as she could take. I didn't time it but it was way over a minute; might have been more than two. Finally her gag reflex began to kick in and I released my grip when she started choking. Her head pulled back in the blink of an eye, leaving behind a coat of spit. She moved a hand back across to my cock, gripping them both at the base of the shaft as she moved her head from side to side, switching between myself and Zoe.
"That's it, baby. Suck those cocks," Zoe encouraged, brushing Scarlett's hair aside as she turned to look at me. "Isn't she good with her mouth?"
"Mmhmm," I said back. Went without saying really; Scarlett is good with pretty much everything.
"I think she could fit them both in there. What do you think, Tyler?"
"Sure," I said. I hadn't seen her do that before, but I had no doubt that she could.
I moved in closer to Zoe, feeling her catsuit rub against my skin as we stood there hip to hip. Keeping her grip on the base of our shafts, Scarlett pointed both dicks at her mouth, our cockheads touching as she gaped her lips as wide as she could. Her head went forward and both our cocks went into her mouth, her plump lips stretched obscenely as she wrapped them around the width of our shafts. She could only really get the heads inside, but still it was impressive to see. An accomplished grin pulled at the sides of her very full mouth as she held us both inside it, dragging her tongue over both our crowns.
"Ooo, yeah! Look at this fucking slut," Zoe cooed, looking down at Scarlett as she tried to force us deeper.
Zoe turned to look at me, placing a finger underneath my chin and pulling me in for a kiss. Scarlett licked us a few more times then plucked both cocks from between her lips, bringing a hand up to massage her aching jaw.
"Aww, what's the matter, baby? That jaw starting to hurt?" Zoe asked, mocking her. "I thought you'd be used to having things in your mouth."
She grabbed the back of Scarlett's head, pulling her closer as she gripped her cock at the base of the shaft and started to slap it on Scarlett's face.
"Yeah, you like getting cockslapped, don't you, baby?" Zoe sneered, tightening her grip on Scarlett's hair and pulling her head back further.
Scarlett nodded.
"I bet you want him to do it as well, don't you?"
"Uh huh," said Scarlett, her eyes clamped shut as Zoe's fake cock rained down blows on her gorgeous face.
Zoe turned, looking at me expectantly. "Well...you heard the lady."
Without a word, I grabbed my cock and started to slap it onto Scarlett's face. I matched the rhythm as best I could, making sure that both cocks struck her face at the exact same time.
"Mmm, yes! I fucking love that!" Scarlett said, her features lit up with receptive pleasure, similar to the expression she wore when receiving a load to the face.
"I know you do, you filthy slut," Zoe said, getting a couple more blows in before she turned and looked at me. "You know what? I think she needs something to drink. She must be getting thirsty from all this meat."
Zoe turned and sat on the couch, grabbing ahold of Scarlett's leash and reeling her in as she crawled towards her. Zoe lifted her legs up, grabbing her calves and pulling them back so her ass stuck out off the edge of the couch.
"Come here," said Zoe, looking at me as she beckoned me with her finger.
I moved with haste, climbing up onto the couch and kneeling down beside her. Her mouth came open and she leaned her head in closer as I gripped my cock at the base. I steered my cock into Zoe's mouth and she locked her lips around it. The position she was in was a little bit awkward and she could only get the tip inside, but even that felt fucking amazing. Her multitasking skills were second to none and she was able to lap at the slit with her tongue as she sucked my swollen cockhead.
As Zoe started sucking my cock, Scarlett filled the douche with milk and pushed the nozzle inside her ass. Scarlett squeezed the plastic bulb and Zoe moaned around my cock as cold milk flooded her anal passage. Scarlett plucked the douche from her ass then grabbed onto Zoe's buttcheeks, gripping them tightly as she prised them both apart. Zoe moved her head, my cock popping out from between her lips as she turned to look at Scarlett.
"Ready, baby?" Zoe asked her.
"Uh huh," said Scarlett, gaping her lips apart as she moved her head in closer.
Zoe flexed her anal muscles, firing out a torrent of milk that squirted into Scarlett's mouth.
"Ooo, yeah!" Zoe exclaimed. "Tastes good out of my ass, huh?"
"Mmhmm," said Scarlett.
She closed her lips, swallowing the milk in a single hit. Poking her tongue out, she pressed the tip against Zoe's asshole, pushing it inside her to scoop out the last of the milk.
"Yeah, that's it, baby. Make sure you get it all."
Scarlett plucked her tongue from her asshole and started to lick across Zoe's taint, past the base of her strap on cock and all the way up to the tip. Zoe dropped her legs back down and placed her feet on the floor.
"Yeah, come on, baby. Suck my cock."
Scarlett's lips spread over the tip and she started to sink her down. Her lips slid down to about halfway but Zoe was getting impatient. She grabbed the back of Scarlett's head, pulling her down the rest of the way until her face was touching her stomach. Holding her there, Zoe turned her head towards me, parting her lips as she beckoned me closer. Now that her feet were back on the ground I was able to move right beside her. I pushed my cock back between her lips, feeding it to her inch by inch until it pressed against the back of her throat.
Scooping up locks of Scarlett's hair, Zoe held it like a length of rope as she pulled her head up slowly. Scarlett's lips dragged up the length of Zoe's dildo, leaving behind a trail of spit as they puckered around the plastic head.
"Sit on this cock," Zoe instructed, popping my cock from between her lips as she gripped her dildo at the base of the shaft, slapping it against Scarlett's face.
Scarlett stood, straddling Zoe's lap as she climbed onto the sofa. She reached back behind her, tipping her head back and moaning loudly as she sunk her pussy onto Zoe's fake cock.
"And you," she said, looking at me, "come here."
Zoe parted her full set of lips, sticking her tongue out as she waved me towards her open mouth. I knew what she wanted. I stood on the couch, throwing a leg over Zoe's body and planting my feet either side of her. It put my cock basically right in her face and Zoe reached up to grab my ass, pulling me forward and into her mouth. My cock sunk right down to the base, then I felt her fingers dig into my ass as she started to aggressively pump back and forth, swallowing my cock each time she did so.
It felt amazing, then the feeling was heightened further when Scarlett's face pushed into my ass. Scarlett's tongue pressed against my taint then started to drag across my asshole, making my member twitch and throb as Zoe sucked it hard. A few more pumps of Zoe's head and she plucked me free from between her lips. My eyes bulged as I took a look down, almost shocked by how wet my cock was. I've had some sloppy blowjobs in my time but this one took the cake. My cock was soaked from tip to base; big, thick ropes of spittle dripping from the underside and down onto Zoe's suit.
"Go put that in her asshole," Zoe instructed, pushing against my thighs to send me on my way.
One thing was for sure, I definitely wouldn't need any lube. I stepped down off the sofa, moving behind Scarlett as Zoe grabbed the back of her head, pulling her down on top of her. The two of them kissed as I squatted behind Scarlett, gripping my cock at the base of the shaft and pointing the tip at her asshole. I expected an easy entry and that's exactly what I got. Just the slightest of pushes and my cock was buried in Scarlett's ass.
Scarlett moaned into Zoe's mouth and continued to do so as I drew my cock back, pulling it back all the way to the tip then ramming it back inside her. Her head shot back, blonde hair flinging down her back as she screamed towards the living room ceiling.
"OH MY GOD! YES! FUCK ME, FUCK ME, FUCK ME!"
I did just that, driving my cock into Scarlett's ass and matching Zoe's speed without even trying; at this point it felt like we were mind-melded. Loud smacks started filling the room, getting louder and louder as my pelvis crashed into Scarlett's ass, sending ripples through both her cheeks. Her meaty ass was gripping me tight, even tighter than it usually did as the second big cock drilled its way into Scarlett's pussy. My balls were swelling, hanging down low as they slapped against the base of Zoe's fake cock.
Zoe reached down and grabbed her ass, pulling Scarlett's cheeks apart as my hips kept smacking into them.
"You want to taste yourself?" Zoe asked her.
Scarlett nodded and I quickly pried my cock from her ass, taking a second to admire her gape (an impressive one, even for Scarlett) before I climbed up onto the couch. As I knelt beside them, their mouths were positioned perfectly: close together but with just enough space for my cock to slide in between them. And that's exactly what it did. I steered it forward, feeling two equally plump sets of lips slide along the sides of my shaft as I slotted it into the gap. Their tongues came out and I could feel them both start lapping at the underside as I slowly pumped back and forth. My cock was twitching, leaking precum onto Zoe's couch as I slid it between their perfect lips.
A few more thrusts and I gripped the back of Scarlett's head, turning her to face me as I pointed my cock to the left. Her mouth came open and my member filled it quickly and fully. I kept my grip on Scarlett's head, pulling her towards me as I pushed in deeper. Her green eyes stared up into mine, starting to water as my swollen cockhead pushed its way into Scarlett's throat. I pushed her lips right down to the hilt, holding her head to keep them there as my balls pressed against her chin. Zoe licked across Scarlett's cheek, like she was trying to lick my cock through her face.
I put a few thrusts into Scarlett's mouth then pulled my cock back out again, turning to the right and pointing it at Zoe. Zoe took it in between her lips, moving her head towards me as she tried to replicate Scarlett. It was a bit more awkward in her position but she gave it a pretty good go. She took a hefty portion, leaving just enough room for Scarlett to lick along the base of the shaft. I thrusted into her mouth a few times then started to switch between them, my hips on a swivel as I constantly shifted left and right, giving each girl a single thrust before I moved it back to the other.
I kept that up for a minute or so then climbed back down off the couch. Moving behind Scarlett, Zoe hadn't let go of her ass, so it was gaping wide for me as I slotted in behind her. I shoved it back in, going balls deep right out of the gate as I rammed my cock into Scarlett's ass. I stared down, admiring the shape of Scarlett's butt and the perfect way those asscheeks jiggled each time I thrust inside. Seriously, never gets old.
Then I saw movement in the corner of my eye. As I looked up, Zoe was holding Scarlett's leash up, shaking it impatiently like she was trying to get my attention. It worked. I grabbed the leash, wrapping the chain around my knuckles then giving it a sharp tug. Scarlett's head jerked back violently, followed by the rest of her body as I pulled her up from on top of Zoe. I kept my grip on Scarlett's leash, wrapping my free arm around her body and grabbing one of her tits. She threw her arms up, draping them across my shoulders and grabbing the back of my head.
I thrusted harder, the resulting smacks getting louder and louder as my entire body rammed into the back of hers. I felt her asshole tighten around me and peering down over Scarlett's shoulder, I learned the reason why. Zoe wasn't thrusting anymore, but her cock was still inside her pussy as she focused her attention on Scarlett's clit. Rubbing it with her thumb, it sent an electric current shooting through Scarlett's body, making her tremble and cry out in ecstasy.
"Yes, cum for me," Zoe snarled, her hand a blur as she strummed at Scarlett's clit. "Nut on this fucking cock!"
Once she started rubbing her pussy, it was only a matter of time. All it took was a few more thrusts and Scarlett came with a shuddering force. Muscles contracted all over her body, most notably her asshole which was gripping my cock to the point of bursting. Her cheeks were red, screams barely leaving her mouth as the collar dug into Scarlett's throat. I gave a final pitiless thrust, sheathing myself inside her as Scarlett hit her peak. Her arms fell free from around my neck, her body going limp as I held her up.
Once I was sure she could support herself, I released my grip on Scarlett's leash then eased my cock from her asshole. Scarlett climbed off Zoe's cock then the two of them knelt before me, my dick visibly pulsing as it pointed at their faces.
"You got some more cream for us?" Zoe purred as she reached up to grab my balls, gripping them gently in the palm of her hand.
I nodded quickly, gripping my cock and jerking it hard. Their faces pressed together; one masked, one not. I opted for the masked one first, pointing my cock at Zoe as the first spurt shot forth from the tip, hitting a mixture of latex and skin. Then I aimed my cock at Scarlett, jerking out a second rope that hit her face with an audible splat. It wasn't the first white substance to be fired at them that day, but it was definitely the thickest and warmest, leaving long white streaks that stretched across both their faces.
"Mmm, these really needed milking, huh?" Zoe quipped, looking at me with a grin as she cupped my deflating balls.
She turned towards Scarlett.
"Clean me."
Scarlett leaned in, pressing her tongue to Zoe's face and licking all the spunk from her mask and skin. Zoe returned the favour, using a finger to scoop the cum from Scarlett's face. She slipped the finger in between her lips, cleaning all the cum off with a slow, drawn out suck. To wrap things up, Zoe gripped the top of my cock, pointing it at Scarlett's mouth. Scarlett poked her tongue out as Zoe squeezed the tip, catching the last few droplets as they oozed from my urethra.
But they weren't done yet. Scarlett licked the tip a few times to make sure she'd got all the spunk then wrapped her lips around my swollen cockhead. That quickly progressed to a full on blowjob, complete with deepthroating, facefucking and all the usual activities. Needless to say, we didn't stop there and before I knew it round two was well underway.



I'd been so caught up with all the crazy milk stuff and pounding Scarlett's ass that I barely even realised that I hadn't fucked Zoe yet. Of course I fixed that pretty fucking quickly, eating her out until she came in my mouth then pounding her in missionary while Scarlett sat on her face. Numerous positions and several orgasms later, I was ready to cum once more. This time I did it in Scarlett's ass, prying both her cheeks apart as Zoe lay beneath her, catching all the cum as it dripped back out.
After that we took a shower to wash away the various fluids, and I may or may not have gotten a quite painful but incredibly awesome double blowjob as I stood underneath the water. Scarlett went home shortly after that and Zoe let me crash at hers, with the proviso that I fucked her again the following morning. I was happy to make that deal. I finally left around midday, my body aching and thinking that my trip to New York couldn't possibly get crazier from here. Spoiler alert: I was wrong.
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Today was my last full day, the final leg of my trip to New York. From Zoe's I went straight to a coffee shop, grabbing a drink to wake myself up while I texted my final host. Blake Lively. Man, this trip just keeps getting better. Like Scarlett, Blake's husband (and presumably her kids) were still in town, so again we'd be visiting a friend. Problem was, her friend wasn't free 'til after six. So, given that it was just past noon, I had a lot of time to kill.
I bought another coffee and had some lunch while I thought about what to do with my day. Sightseeing was the obvious choice, but I still had my suitcase with me, and there was no way I was going to be that irritating tool wheeling his luggage around Times Square. So I decided just to stay in Brooklyn. I did all the usual Brooklyn-hipstery stuff. I checked out the record stores and the trendy boutiques, even went to a couple of galleries.
I got a text from Blake around 5pm, giving me her friend's address and telling me not to eat 'cause her friend was ordering take out. I grabbed another coffee for the road, bidding Brooklyn a fond farewell as I took a cab to Lower Manhattan. Blake texted me when I was arriving, telling me she was on her way and that she'd be there in half an hour. So yep, you guessed it: more coffee. I was getting a little sick of the stuff by this point, but once the evening was in full swing I was grateful for the extra energy.
Blake texted me again when she finally arrived and I went to meet her at her friend's apartment. Blake was waiting in front of the door, kitted out in so much gear that at first I didn't recognise her. She was wearing a red sweater and a green pair of pants with a thick woolen coat pulled over the top and a tall beanie on top of her head. A tote bag was slung over her arm, with stilettos poking out of it, so presumably she'd be changing when we got inside. Not that I didn't like what she was wearing, of course. Ahem.
She greeted me with a hug then hit a button on the intercom. Her friend buzzed her in and we both went inside, riding the elevator to the top floor. Finding the apartment from there wouldn't have been difficult 'cause it was the only one on the entire floor. In fact, it actually took up two floors. I had a pretty good idea who Blake's friend might have been as, while I know she has a lot of friends in this city, only one could afford a place like this.
Blake knocked on the door. Footsteps approached from inside, the door swung open and there, sure enough, stood Taylor Swift. She was dressed rather more immodestly than Blake was, in a short red dress that cut off at the tops of her thighs, showing off those famous long legs.
"Blake!" she shrieked when she saw her friend, pulling her in for a hug.
"Hey, TayTay," Blake replied, holding Taylor's hands as she looked her up and down. "Damn, girl, you look amazing."
"So do you," said Taylor. "Or I'm sure you will soon anyway," she added with a smirk.
Blake gasped in mock-offence. "What, you don't like me like this?!" She did a little twirl to show off her outfit.
"I like you any way I can get you, Blake. You know that," Taylor grinned, finally turning and looking at me. "And you must be Tyler."
"Yes," I said as I shook her hand. "And you are?"
Taylor and Blake both burst out laughing.
"A funny one. I like him already. Come in, come in," Taylor said, moving to the side to let us through.
Taylor gave me a tour of her apartment while Blake went to change in one of the guest rooms. Unsurprisingly, Taylor's 'apartment' was fucking huge. Probably bigger than my house. And my house isn't small by any stretch. As she wrapped up the tour, Taylor stopped by one of the guest rooms and told me I could leave my luggage in there. I thanked her and went inside. I felt underdressed in my jeans and t-shirt so I decided to change as well. I slipped on a white shirt and pair of black pants, laced up a pair of brogues then restyled my hair in the ensuite bathroom.
Blake was waiting for me out in the hall, now wearing a tight pink dress, about the same length as Taylor's, with a pair of matching heels.
"OK, now you do look amazing," I said, taking a scan of her body.
"What's that expression, Tyler? 'If you won't have me at my worst...'?"
"Oh, I've definitely had you at your worst," I said, a cheeky grin stretched across my face.
Blake laughed. "Yeah, that's fair. Let's get something to eat."
Blake led me through to the dining room where Taylor had laid out a table's worth of Chinese takeout.
"Hope you guys are hungry," Taylor said as she brandished two bottles of wine. "Tyler, red or white?"
"Which one's more expensive?" Blake cut in.
Taylor chuckled. "Well, neither were cheap, let's put it that way."
"Let's go with white," I said.
"White it is," Taylor said, popping the red back down on the counter then uncorking the bottle of white. "Sit, sit," Taylor urged, ushering us towards the table.
Taylor poured three glasses of wine and the three of us got to talking as we picked away at the Chinese takeout. The conversation flowed pretty nicely, and I was surprisingly cool and calm, considering I was in the presence of a bonafide megastar. Of course I've met a lot of famous women by this point (and done plenty with them besides) but let's face it...Taylor's on a whole other planet. Anyway, the three of us talked for a pretty long time so I'll skip ahead to the fun bit.
"So, Tyler," Taylor said, scooping up some chicken with her chopsticks, "Blake says you live in LA."
"Yeah, in the suburbs," I said back, taking a sip of my wine.
"Cool. I've got a place in LA as well."
Blake laughed. "You've got a place everywhere, Tay."
"Shh, you. I'm talking to Tyler. So how are you liking your trip out east?"
"Yeah, it's been great. A lot of fun so far."
"Fun, huh?" Blake grinned. "And would this be your usual kind of 'fun'?"
I played coy. "I think you know the answer to that."
Blake gulped the rest of her wine. "Well...are you going to tell us about it?"
"A gentleman never tells, Blake, you know that."
"Oh, come on," Blake urged. "You're not gonna hold out on Taylor Swift, are you?"
"Well, I mean...what if she writes a song about it?"
"I promise you I won't," Taylor chimed in. "Or if I do I'll make it a B-side. Nobody listens to those." Blake laughed and so did I. "But, seriously you can tell me. I'm brilliant at keeping secrets. Aren't I, Blake?"
"Mmhmm." Blake nodded with a hint of a grin.
"She has told me everything there is to tell about the two of you and not a word of it has left this room."
"Is that so?" I asked her.
"Uh huh. Last threesome: about a month ago?" she asked as she looked at Blake. Blake nodded in confirmation. "With Anna Kendrick." She paused to pick up some food. "And believe me, if I told anyone that it would be in the news in minutes."
That I didn't doubt.
"So, yeah...you can trust me," Taylor concluded.
I caved pretty quickly after that, telling them first about my night with Jessica and Rachel, then finishing up with Zoe and Scarlett.
"Wow!" said Taylor as I wrapped up my story. "I knew Zoe was filthy but...damn."
"You've gotta offer her milk next time she comes here," Blake quipped, grinning from across the table.
Taylor laughed. "'And would you like it from a glass or out of my butthole?'."
Both of them were in hysterics.
"So, you must be pretty open-minded then, huh?" Taylor asked me. "I mean, I knew that already 'cause of what she's told me, but I didn't know you were into stuff like that."
"Well it was their idea," I countered swiftly (no pun intended). "I just went along with it."
"And you do that a lot during sex, do you? Go along with things?"
I paused before answering, wondering where this was going.
Blake chuckled, breaking the silence. "You've scared him now, Taylor."
Taylor reached out, placing a hand on top of mine. "Well, there's nothing to be scared of, trust me. We just...we like to get a little crazy, don't we, Blake?"
"Mmhmm," Blake nodded.
"And from what she's told me, you sound like you'd be perfect for it. Frankly, I can't believe she's kept you from me this long."
"It's that schedule of yours, girl," Blake protested. "How do you expect me to arrange a hook up when you're always off on tour?"
"I know, I know," said Taylor, waving her hand dismissively. "But we're all here now, aren't we?" She drained the last of her wine then set her glass back down on the table. "So...ready?"
"Uh huh," said Blake.
"I know you're ready. I was talking to him."
"Umm...yep, I'm ready."
"OK, then let's get to it," Taylor said as she stood from the table. "This way."
Taylor marched towards the doorway with Blake and I in hot pursuit.
"We better use your room, Blake. Travis might wonder why I've changed the bedsheets."
"Yeah," I said, "I don't need an NFL player on my ass."
The girls laughed. "You'll be fine," Taylor said. "He's a big softy really."
"Yeah, I remember you saying something about that," Blake cut in. "Wasn't it after his Super Bowl win?"
Taylor tipped her head back and laughed. "Yeah, he'd had a lot to drink, bless him. He doesn't have that problem, does he?" I assumed she meant me.
"Mm-mm," said Blake, shaking her head. "Definitely not."
"Good," said Taylor, opening the door to Blake's room and ushering us both inside.
Blake and I both entered the room and Taylor followed us in, closing the door behind her. Taylor started walking towards me, moving with a confident strut like I'd seen her do onstage. Without a word, Taylor grabbed the back of my head and pulled me in for a kiss. Her free hand moved up my arm, caressing my bicep as her sprightly tongue pushed into my mouth, tangling around my own. My free arm went around her body, sliding slowly down the small of her back.
Blake moved in behind Taylor, flashing me a grin as she kissed across her shoulder. My hand moved lower, grabbing a palmful of Taylor's ass. Taylor reciprocated, sliding her hand down past my beltline to feel my cock through my pants. I was almost fully hard already. Her eyes popped open as soon as she touched it and she pried her lips away from mine as she turned to look at Blake.
"Phew! You weren't lying about him, huh?"
"Mm-mm," Blake grinned as she shook her head.
Blake leaned in and the two of them kissed over Taylor's shoulder. Watching them kiss got me even harder and Taylor moved her hand to my belt, unbuckling it blindly as she made out with Blake. Blake grabbed ahold of me and pulled my head in closer, turning the kiss into a threeway. Three sets of lips were mashed together, tongues flicking in every direction as Taylor opened the clasp on my pants and started to lower my zipper.
Taylor broke away from the kiss, leaving me to continue with Blake as she moved across to kiss my shoulder, leaving several lipstick marks on my formerly pristine shirt. Taylor reached around behind me, sliding her fingers underneath my waistband as she started to remove my pants. She only got them down to the tops of my thighs before the bulge in my boxers caught her attention.
"Oh, wow," she purred, moving her hand straight to it and jerking it off through the fabric. "OK, can I just...?"
Taylor dropped straight down to her knees without even finishing her sentence. Blake looked at me with a silent giggle then dropped down beside her friend.
"You like that, huh?" she said with a smirk, planting a kiss on Taylor's shoulder.
"It's perfect," Taylor said, looking a little transfixed as she stroked my cock up and down, her mouth hanging open a little like she didn't believe it was real.
"It would be even better if you took it out of these," Blake quipped, pulling at the fabric of my boxer briefs.
"Shut up," Taylor grinned then hooked her fingers underneath the waistband.
She pulled my boxers down slowly, revealing my member an inch at a time. First the base, then the shaft- her eyes growing wider with every inch that she uncovered. She pulled my waistband past the crown and my dick shot out like a catapult, nearly hitting them both in the face. Taylor's lips formed a perfect O as she reached up slowly to grab my cock, holding it at the base of the shaft.
"Oh. My. God."
Taylor gawped, looking at my cock from every conceivable angle.
"I can't believe you've been keeping this cock from me," Taylor declared. She was talking to Blake, but her eyes never left my cock. "I would've cancelled my tour for a dick like this."
Blake laughed then looked at me. "I think she likes it."
I grinned back. "I'm getting that impression too."
I could almost hear my ego inflating. I mean, it wasn't the first time that I'd heard that from a woman. But this was Taylor freakin' Swift!
Blake pulled my pants down the rest of the way as Taylor was clearly too distracted. I kicked my shoes off then stepped out of my pants and boxers. I kicked everything aside, pulled my socks off then started to unbutton my shirt. Taylor started stroking my cock, continuing to stare at it like my dick was an alien lifeform.
"You know, it's a lot more fun if you put it in your mouth," Blake said, leaning over Taylor's shoulder and speaking straight into her ear.
Taylor turned, sticking her tongue out at Blake. She kept it out as she turned back to me, flicking it softly against my tip. Once she'd cleaned up the precum, Taylor parted those famously plump lips and steered my cockhead between them. One of her hands grabbed onto my thigh while the other gripped the base of my shaft, holding it steady as she locked her lips around it.
Taylor pushed her head in closer, my helmet already clearing her tonsils as she took me down to around mid shaft. Tightening her grip on the base, Taylor drew her head back slowly, pulling her lips back up to the tip. A faint ring of lipstick was wrapped around my shaft, followed by a thin coat of spit that stopped about halfway down. Another quick tease of my leaking tip and Taylor plunged back down again, taking me one inch deeper.
I always suspected that she'd give good head- especially with all that vocal training- and I'm pleased to say that she didn't disappoint. She quickly fell into a steady rhythm, working those perfect lips back and forth and going a little further each time she did so.
"Yes, Taylor. Suck that dick," Blake egged on, wearing a particularly satisfied grin as she watched from beside her friend.
But Taylor required little encouragement. A few bobs in and my tip was hitting the back of her throat, threatening to push inside it. Taylor didn't stop, removing her hand from the base of my shaft so she could reach the last few inches. Both her hands now on my thighs, Taylor sunk her fingers in, using them for purchase as she pulled herself in further. A few more bobs and her face was pressed against my torso, my balls squished against her chin as my cock slid into Taylor's gullet.
"Oooh, fuck yeah!" Blake gushed, clearly enjoying her side-on view as the full length of my nine inch shaft vanished from sight between Taylor's lips.
My angle was pretty good too. Looking down, all I could see was the top of her head, along with the curve of Taylor's pert ass as she pushed it out behind her, tightly hugged by her short red dress. She held me there for several seconds, finally freeing my thick, throbbing cock as she pulled her lips back slowly, dragging them back to the ridge of my crown. Her face was red and her eyes had watered, her lipstick slightly smeared. But none of these things seemed to bother her much, and Taylor grinned as she licked my cockhead, clearly proud of her accomplishment.
She took my cock down a few more times than handed me off to Blake. But unlike her friend, Taylor wasn't content with just sitting and watching. As Blake's lips enveloped my cockhead, Taylor dipped her head down lower, wrapping her own around one of my balls. Taylor sucked on my swollen orb, dousing it in spit then popping it free and moving across to the other.
Blake took me down just as quickly as Taylor and before I knew it, both their faces were pressed together as they shared my genitalia. Taylor left my balls behind and moved her tongue to my shaft, licking the base of it several times as Blake kept sucking me off. Taylor moved around to my right, wrapping her lips around the base of my shaft. Blake did the same, allowing my cockhead to drag across the inside of her cheek as she turned towards her friend. My dick sprung free, flopping about from side to side as the girls adopted their new positions, kneeling face to face with my cock now sandwiched between them.
Blake latched onto the base of my shaft and soon their mouths were pressed together as they moved their heads from side to side, working their lips up and down my cock. It felt amazing and within a few seconds my dick was throbbing as their sprightly tongues pressed against the underside, lapping at it tenderly as they shared my girthy shaft.
They kept that up for a couple of minutes then moved right up to the tip. They flicked their tongues at my swollen crown, essentially kissing each other with my cock smack dab in the middle. That felt amazing too, and the girls kept at it as my cock started leaking, lapping up the precum as it oozed from my winking tip.
Taylor gripped the base of my shaft and took me back in between her lips. She took my cock down as deep as she could, holding me there for a couple of seconds then sliding back up to the tip. She popped me free from between her lips, pointing my cock at Blake who promptly copied what her friend had just done. They each took my cock down a few more times, wrapping up the blowjob with a sloppy, wet kiss as both of them stroked my shaft.
"This cock is fun," Taylor said, smirking as they broke from the kiss.
"Wait 'til you get it inside you," Blake grinned back.
"All in good time, honey. All in good time. I want to see what he's like at eating pussy."
The girls shared another quick kiss then Taylor stood, helping Blake off the bedroom floor.
"This way, cutie," Taylor purred, grabbing my cock like it was a leash as she walked me towards the bed.
Taylor climbed up onto the bed, laying back across the mattress as Blake moved in and knelt beside her. The girls made out again as I climbed on top of Taylor, crawling up towards them and joining in the kiss. Blake broke away from it first, watching as she laid on her side, using an elbow to prop herself up.
I peeled my lips away from Taylor's and moved down to kiss her neck, feeling her fingers comb through my hair. I began to kiss across Taylor's shoulder. Her dress only had a single strap, so once I'd peeled that down to her elbow, her lovely tits had popped right out. I moved towards them, kissing past her collarbone and down to Taylor's chest. I swirled my tongue around one of her nipples, making her moan as she gripped my hair, pulling at it gently as I licked her perky breast. I took her nipple in between my lips, sucking on it several times before I dragged my tongue to her other breast, repeating what I'd just done.
I moved down lower, peeling her dress down as I shifted back towards the foot of the bed, kissing my way down Taylor's stomach. I moved her dress down past her hips then pulled it down those lovely long legs, leaving Taylor in just her panties as I tossed down onto the floor. I heard a couple of thuds behind me as Taylor kicked her heels off then I pushed her legs up into the air, pointing her feet at the bedroom ceiling.
Holding her ankles in both my hands, I pressed my tongue against Taylor's right heel, and licked along the sole of her foot. Taylor gasped, looking at Blake as I reached her toes, sliding my tongue into the gaps in between.
"Oh my God, did you tell him?"



Blake nodded, looking incredibly pleased with herself as she watched me worship Taylor's feet.
Little backstory here. Blake and I were talking about threesomes one time and she told me that she'd had a few with Taylor Swift. Obviously I was intrigued by this and I asked what sex with her was like and if there was anything specific that Taylor was into. Bit intrusive, sure. But I feel like I've told her enough over the years to get a little something in return.
"Feet," she answered quickly.
"Oh, yeah?" I asked her.
"Mmhmm. Loves having her feet played with."
Of course, you don't forget something like that in a hurry and that thought had been at the forefront of my mind ever since I saw her in the doorway. Blake told me something else she liked too, but more on that later.
"You're bad," Taylor said then pulled Blake in for another make out as I kissed back down along the sole of her foot, past her heel and down to Taylor's calf.
Of course, Taylor's legs are the stuff of legend, and I wasn't in any kind of rush as I kissed my way down her muscular calf, moving down to the backs of her thighs. I kissed right down to her tight, toned ass then started to move towards Taylor's crotch, feeling the heat that was trapped inside her underwear. I pushed my face in between her legs, noting how wet she already was as I licked along the crotch of her panties.
"Fuuuck, you didn't tell me he was such a tease," Taylor groaned, looking at Blake as she loomed up above her.
"He isn't," Blake laughed. "Normally he just dives right in."
This wasn't untrue. I like to tease women from time to time, but a single look at Blake's thick body and it's hard to show restraint. But with Taylor, I favoured the methodical approach. I mean, who's more worthy of worship than the Queen of Pop?
I licked along her panties about three or four times then hooked my fingers underneath them. I peeled them down slowly, pulling them up past Taylor's feet then tossing them over my shoulder. I moved back down in between her legs, hooking both my arms around them as I kissed the inside of her thigh.
"Ohhh, God!" Taylor whined. "Seriously, dude, you're killing me here!"
Blake laughed, looking down at me with a grin as I slowly kissed towards Taylor's crotch. "Impatient, isn't she?"
"Ha!" I snorted. "You're one to talk."
Blake threw her head back, laughing towards the bedroom ceiling. "OK, you got me there."
It really was a pot-kettle situation, as Blake was probably the most impatient woman I've ever met in my life. I didn't tease her often, as I mentioned earlier, but on the rare occasions where I'd try to take things slow, Blake would be ripping my clothes off like we only had fifteen minutes. Even if she was staying for a full weekend.
I continued to kiss across Taylor's pelvis, gently caressing the backs of her thighs as I slowly eased them backwards. Suddenly the teasing stopped and I shifted pace with so little warning that it caught her a little off guard. I pushed down hard against Taylor's legs, shoving them right up against her stomach. Taylor gasped but didn't object, wrapping her arms around the backs of her thighs to hold them in their new position. Now her ass was stuck right out and I dove in deep without further delay.
"HOLY FUCK!" Taylor yelped as I shoved my face right into her butt.
I was so far in there that I couldn't see her, but I could vividly picture the look of shock that was plastered across her face. Eyes wide. Mouth open. The whole shebang. I poked my tongue out from between my lips and steered it straight to Taylor's asshole. I licked across it several times, listening to Taylor's moans as she released her grip on one of her thighs, moving her hand in between her legs and rubbing her wet pussy.
I moved my hands to Taylor's thighs, pushing back against them to make sure they stayed in place. Blake helped, kneeling over Taylor's head and grabbing onto both her calves.
"Oh my, what a view!" Taylor exclaimed.
Looking up, she'd have been able to see right up Blake's dress.
"Mmm, come here, gorgeous," Taylor added as she stuck out her tongue. "Gimme that big ass."
Blake let go off Taylor's calves and grabbed the hem of her dress, pulling it up and over her head. Blake had neglected to wear a bra so I was treated to the sight of her lovely big tits, hanging there in their glory as she threw her dress onto the bedroom floor. She pulled her panties down to her thighs, lifting her knees up one by one so she could peel them off entirely. Those too ended up on the floor as Blake began to lower herself down, dropping her ass onto Taylor's face.
Taylor gave a muffled moan, wrapping her arms around Blake's thick thighs. I couldn't really see what she was doing, but whatever it was, it met Blake's approval. She closed her eyes, tipping her head back and moaning as she reached up to grab her tits. She'd told me that Taylor was good at eating pussy and it appeared that she was telling the truth.
I licked Taylor's asshole a few more times, moving my hands down and grabbing both her cheeks. Pulling my head back, I pulled her buttcheeks further apart, watching as her ass split open. I stuck my tongue out, tensing the tensing muscles to keep it stiff as I dove back into Taylor's ass. This time my tongue went right inside it, going in as deep as it could as I pressed my lips against Taylor's asshole.
"MMM!" she moaned from underneath Blake.
Yeah. That was the other thing. Taylor loves having stuff up her butt, be it tongues, fingers, toys or anything else. No wonder her and Blake were such good friends. Were being the operative word. Blake told me all about their subsequent falling out (just like she told me about her falling out with Anna), but I won't go into that now.
Anyway, Blake dropped her head down to see what I was doing, raising her eyebrow in a 'you remembered?' sort of way. I rolled my eyes. Like I was going to forget that.
I started to bob my head back and forth, fucking Taylor's asshole with my outstretched tongue. While I was doing that, Blake brought a hand to her mouth, slipping two fingers in between her lips and wetting them both with spit. Leaning forward slightly, she reached down between Taylor's legs, putting her fingers to the nub of her clit. She started rubbing, Taylor's asshole tightening around my tongue as I pushed it deep inside her. Blake looked down with a grin on her face, Taylor's moans getting louder beneath her.
I plucked my tongue from Taylor's ass, lifting my head up as my hand moved in to take its place. I licked my middle finger to make it wet then pressed the tip against Taylor's asshole. I pushed it forward slowly, watching as it broke through her sphincter and started to slip inside her. Taylor's ass felt incredibly tight and it took some effort just to clear the first knuckle. Blake kept rubbing at Taylor's pussy, helping her relax as I pushed my finger in deeper.
I sunk it down to the second knuckle then started to pump it back and forth, moving my head in and pressing my tongue against Taylor's slit. I started by pushing it inside her, getting a taste of Taylor's pussy and seeing how wet she was. The answer, unsurprisingly, was 'very'. In fact, she was getting so wet that moisture was starting to leak from her pussy. Trickling over Taylor's taint and down towards her butt, her juices provided some extra lube as I continued to finger her asshole.
I plucked my tongue from Taylor's pussy and continued to lick up higher. Blake moved her fingers away as my tongue moved closer, giving me access to Taylor's clit. I dragged my tongue across it nice and slow, feeling it throb against the slick red flesh. I repeated that a handful of times, Taylor's moans increasing in volume as her asshole contracted around my finger.
After that I sped things up and started to lick around Taylor's clit in a quicker, circular motion. Once I started doing that, Taylor was a goner. Her moans turned to screams, which even Blake's fat ass wasn't capable of blocking. Muscles contracted all over her body, most notably her asshole which was gripping my finger with so much force I'm surprised she didn't snap it off.
She came hard, her body shaking from head to toe as she dug her fingers into Blake's thick thighs, looking like her nails could slice right through her flesh. Cum burst forth from Taylor's pussy, almost drowning me alive as it gushed across my tongue, thoroughly coating my lips and chin. I didn't stop until her screams gave out, finally peeling my tongue from her clit as I popped my finger from Taylor's asshole.
I lifted my head up, giving her a moment to regain her senses as I moved my finger towards Blake's mouth. Blake's lips parted swiftly, closing around my finger as she sucked up Taylor's juices. I plucked my finger from between her lips, placing it underneath her chin as I leaned in and kissed her, lifting Taylor's mile-long legs and resting them against my chest.
I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft, breaking from my kiss with Blake as I slapped the head against Taylor's pussy. Taylor groaned, a spasm shooting through her body as an audible wetness filled the expanse of the room.
"Holy shit, she's dripping," Blake laughed. "God, you needed this, didn't you, Tay?"
"Uh huh," Taylor purred, sounding almost desperate as I rubbed my cockhead against her slick pussy.
I teased her pussy for another few seconds then pushed the tip inside her, spreading Taylor's legs apart 'til her feet were on my shoulders. I let go of my cock, grabbing onto Taylor's shins as I fed it to her slowly. She was so wet that it went in easy, and the slightest push was all that was needed to sheathe my cock to the base. I kept it like that for close to a minute, my cockhead pressed against Taylor's cervix as her tight, slick pussy gripped every inch of my shaft.
Taylor moaned into Blake's thick ass, then Blake moaned too just a few seconds later, like Taylor's voice had passed through her body. Looking down, I could see Taylor's tongue moving as she lapped at Blake's pussy. I drew my cock back out to the tip, taking a moment to see how wet it was before I slammed it back into Taylor's pussy. I didn't hold back. My abs crashed against the backs of her thighs, generating a deafening * SMACK * that echoed off the bedroom walls, and it was only my grip on Taylor's long legs that stopped her body from shifting forward.
I fucked her like that for a couple more minutes, ramming into Taylor's pussy with a sequence of slow, deep thrusts. The loud * SMACK * repeated each time, quickly followed by a yelp from Taylor which was promptly muffled by Blake's fat ass. Then I started going harder, still maintaining my previous depth, even as the speed increased. Before too long I was going full pelt and Taylor's moans got louder and louder, the smacks ringing out in an increasingly fast-paced rhythm.
A few thrusts in and I moved my hands to Taylor's ankles, gripping them tightly as I poked my tongue out and steered it to one of her feet. I started to lick across Taylor's toes, pushing her other foot towards Blake so she could do the same. Blake did so without hesitation and I felt Taylor's pussy immediately tighten as the two of us worshipped her feet. I kept that up for the next few minutes, licking and sucking on Taylor's toes as I pounded her tight pink pussy, listening to her muted yelps as she ate out Blake from beneath.
Peeling my lips from Taylor's foot, I took a look down as I kept on thrusting, noting that my cock had got even wetter. The thick layer of juice was still there and had since been joined by streaks of white cream that stretched along the length of my shaft, an even thicker, denser ring now wrapped the base of it. In short, my cock was a mess and I figured that Blake would want to see it. I plucked it out from Taylor's pussy and laid it on her stomach.
"Oh my God!" Blake laughed when she saw it. "Holy fuck, Taylor!"
But of course Blake wasn't happy with simply looking at my cock; she wanted to get a taste of it. She dipped her head down, laying on top of Taylor in a 69. She stuck her tongue out, pressing it against my cockhead and giving a long, slow lick along the shaft. She pulled her tongue back into her mouth, smacking her lips as she savoured the taste.
"Mmm, so good," Blake purred before she stuck her tongue out once more, parting her lips as she did so.
I pointed the tip at her open mouth and pushed it forward without further delay, sinking my cock right down to the base. Blake's face pressed against my abs and I could feel her tongue brush against my ballsack as she throated my massive cock. As always, Blake did it without any fuss, barely even batting an eyelid as my cockhead pushed her tonsils aside and forced its way into her gullet.
Blake sucked her cheeks in, her mouth creating a vacuum seal as I drew my cock back slowly. By the time my head had popped from her lips, my entire shaft had been sucked clean. Blake gave an accomplished smirk then went to lift her head up. My hand moved quickly, grabbing her head and keeping her there as I stuffed my cock back into Taylor's pussy. Blake didn't have any complaints and quickly parted her lips again as I put a few thrusts into Taylor's pussy, replenishing it with a fresh coat of moisture.
Blake stuck her tongue out again, lapping at Taylor's clit while she waited. Taylor's pussy immediately tightened and within a few seconds my cock was slathered with her creamy wetness. This continued for quite some time. I railed my cock into Taylor's pussy, coating it in her various fluids then feeding it to Blake so she could clean them all off. I feel like Taylor could have done that for hours, as every time she got close to cumming, I cooled her off by pulling my cock out. The same could not be said of me, since stuffing your cock into Blake Lively's throat is about as cooling as diving into an active volcano. And if I continued with his dynamic, I would be cumming a long time before Taylor did.
So I decided to switch things up. Shoving my cock into her pussy, I wrapped my arms around Taylor's thighs, using them for leverage as I drilled it deep inside her. Blake stayed on top of Taylor, mouth wide open and tongue stuck out as she waited for a taste of my cock. But once it became clear that she wasn't gonna get one, Blake started lifting her head up.
"Uh uh. You stay there," I said, placing a hand at the back of her head and pushing her straight back down.
She took the hint, poking her tongue out from between her lips and guiding it to Taylor's clit. My cock slamming into her had Taylor on the edge and once Blake started licking her clit, Taylor came in a matter of seconds. And when I say that Taylor came, I mean she fucking came. She practically screamed at the top of her lungs, the sound pouring out from beneath Blake's ass. Her pussy contracted even further, squeezing my cock to the point of bursting as I rammed it into her once last time, keeping it there as her orgasm hit. Again, fluid gushed from inside her, this time soaking every inch of my shaft as I sheathed it deep in Taylor's pussy.
Her voice cracked when she hit her peak. I hoped she didn't have any shows coming up, 'cause if she did they were getting cancelled. I waited a moment for her grip to loosen then eased my cock from Taylor's pussy. Once again, my shaft was dripping, coated with the familiar blend of sticky, slick fluid and thick white cream that seemed to be Taylor's calling card.
Blake opened her mouth as soon as she saw it and I steered my cock in nice and fast, pushing the tip straight down her throat. She closed her lips around the base of my shaft, clamping it firmly as I pulled my cock back like she didn't wanna let it go. Knowing Blake, she probably didn't.
"Stay right there," I said as I stepped down quickly off the foot off the bed, moving around to the side and climbing back onto the mattress.
Now I was directly behind her, my cock still wet with pussy and spit as I pointed the tip at her asshole.
"There's lube in that drawer if you need it," Taylor said from underneath Blake, pointing towards her nightstand. "Though it doesn't look like you do," she added with a grin.
I pointed my cock down towards her mouth and Taylor gaped her lips apart, allowing my cockhead to slot in between them. I pushed my cock in as deep as I could, which wasn't all the way in the awkward position, but far enough to clear her tonsils. I expected her lips to close around it but Taylor kept them wide, feeling only the tip of her tongue as it brushed against the top of my shaft.
I knew what she was going for and I was more than happy to facilitate it. I thrusted down into her open mouth, each pass met with a satisfying squelch as my cock plunged wetly into Taylor's throat. A handful of those and my cock was sodden.
"I definitely don't need any now," I said with a smirk as I plucked my cock from Taylor's mouth and returned it to its previous position.
I pushed the tip against Blake's tight ass, watching her sphincter spread around it as I started to slip it inside. Her head had dropped between her Taylor's legs, but as soon as my cock started pushing inside her it shot back up in an instant. Long blonde hair fanned down her sculpted back as her head craned back as far as it could, a pent up moan spilling from her lips and fluttering up towards the bedroom ceiling.
"Ohhh, my Goooddd!!!"
No matter how many times she took me in the ass, Blake's reaction was always the same: pure, unadulterated lust. Taylor reached up from underneath her, grabbing a hold of Blake's fat ass and pulling both her cheeks apart as I pushed my cock in deeper. It made my entry even more effortless, and before I knew it my cock was sheathed in Blake's backside. As Taylor let go of Blake's thick ass, she poked her tongue out from between her lips and guided it straight to her pussy. Blake's moans increased in volume, her asshole contracting even further as Taylor started licking her clit.
I stayed balls deep for several seconds, feeling her insides grip me tight, before I pulled my cock back slowly, drawing it to my swollen crown. I grabbed ahold of Blake's thick hips, gripping them tightly as I threw myself forward, ramming my cock back into her ass.
"UHHH! FUCK!" Blake screamed.
She buried her head between Taylor's thighs, trying to concentrate on eating her pussy as I started to pound her perfect ass. Each thrust hit her with pitiless force, sending ripples through both her cheeks as my pelvis smacked against them, a steady clapping of flesh on flesh now bouncing off the walls in Taylor's guest room. My balls started swinging back and forth, sailing over Taylor's face as they slapped against Blake's wet pussy.
"Oh my God, that looks so hot!" Taylor exclaimed, watching intently from underneath Blake. "Can I taste her asshole, please?"
I was a little reluctant as I was just starting to find my rhythm, but honestly, who says 'no' to Taylor Swift? I pumped into Blake a few more times then pulled my cock back out to the tip, popping it free from Blake's tight ass. As I pointed it down, Taylor's mouth was already wide open. I slotted my cockhead in between her lips, pushing it in as far as I could. The position was a little bit awkward so I could only get about halfway in. But once those lips wrapped around my shaft, that really didn't matter.
Taylor sucked with potent force, slurping up the layer of assjuice as her sprightly tongue slowly encircled the tip of my shaft. It felt amazing and I had half a mind to leave my cock in there, even with the shape of Blake's thick butt staring me right in the face. My love of ass won out in the end and I plucked my cock from Taylor's lips, a layer of spit now coating my shaft as I returned the tip to Blake's tight asshole.



I pushed my cock back into her ass, only managing to squeeze in the tip before Taylor stopped me once again.
"Wait," she said, even going so far as to grab my cock so I couldn't push in any further. "I think she should fuck you this time."
"Sure," I said. Again, who was I to argue?
Taylor let go of the base of my shaft and Blake started backing into me. It made for an awesome sight; that meaty ass getting closer and closer as my cock slowly pushed inside it. Blake's thick cheeks pressed against my stomach and then she began to rock back and forth, working her ass right up to the tip then throwing it back at me as hard as she could.
To start with I didn't move a muscle, simply stared down at Blake's fat ass as it crashed back against my pelvis, ripples passing through it each time it smacked against me. That ass was practically begging for a slap and I felt myself duty bound to give it what it wanted. I drew my hand back slowly, my fingers cutting through the air as I brought it back forward, landing a firm smack onto Blake's right asscheek.
"Ohhh, fuck yes!" she moaned in approval.
I did it again, harder this time, drawing a louder moan from Blake and leaving behind a visible handprint. I kept that up for several minutes, repeatedly smacking that big, juicy ass as she slammed it against my crotch. I could feel Taylor's tongue on my balls, licking them eagerly as they swelled with cum.
By this point I was itching for more, and as Blake flung her ass back towards me, I threw myself forward to meet it, ramming into her plump backside. The resulting * SMACK * nearly burst my eardrums, Blake screaming at the top of her lungs as my cock went even deeper. A few more of those and I felt her asshole tighten around me. I knew that she was getting close so I grabbed ahold of Blake's thick hips, stopping any further movement as I rammed my cock into her perfect ass, pounding her with little restraint. Blake's voice got suddenly louder and not just from my powerful thrusts. Taylor's tongue had left my balls, and as Blake's moans devolved into screams, it was pretty clear where she'd put it next.
"OHHH, FUUUCCCKKK!!!"
Blake came almost instantaneously, her asshole squeezing the width of my shaft to the point that I could barely move it. I opted just to shove it inside her, keeping it in her deep as I could as she rode out the rest of her climax. Blake's voice gave out completely and I started to hear some subtler noises, now that her screams weren't drowning them out. Most prominently, a faint, gentle squelching sound as Taylor's tongue kept working her pussy, along with some appreciative moans as Blake's sweet juices trickled down into Taylor's mouth.
Finally her orgasm peaked and she all but collapsed on top of Taylor. I eased my cock from Blake's tight ass and pointed it down towards her friend. Taylor took it in between her lips, and by the time she'd sucked it clean Blake had begun to recover.
I moved around in front of Taylor, grabbing her thighs and pushing them up as I knelt in between her legs. Blake grabbed onto Taylor's legs and pulled them back even further, giving me access to Taylor's butthole. I moved my head in, pressing my tongue against Taylor's asshole as Blake's tongue went back to her clit. I licked her asshole a couple of times then dragged my tongue up slowly. My tongue slid over her taint and pussy, not stopping 'til it reached her clit.
I shared Taylor's clit with Blake, our tongues brushing together as they both flicked against it. That soon turned into a full on kiss, with Taylor's pussy almost getting ignored as our lips started pressing together, tongues still tussling inside our mouths. Our lips came apart and as I lifted my head up, Blake grabbed onto Taylor's ass, lifting it up off the bed.
"Oh my God!" Taylor gasped, basically balancing on her neck and shoulders as her body was almost folded in half, her ass pointing upwards with her feet pushed back, almost right down to her head.
Blake was still straddling her face, gripping onto Taylor's asscheeks as she held her in the exotic position. I genuinely couldn't believe my eyes. I never expected to see any woman in that position, much less Taylor Swift! I had a faint memory of Blake telling me how bendy she was. But a fact like that had fallen by the wayside in amongst all the talk of foot fetishes and anal.
Anyway, the position looked a little precarious, so Taylor placed her elbows on the mattress, wedging her arms underneath her back to give herself some extra support. I raised an eyebrow as I looked at Blake. She tightened her grip on Taylor's ass, her sphincter splitting open as she parted her toned cheeks. Blake looked at me with a wink then let out a string of spit which dripped down slowly onto Taylor's asshole.
And if that wasn't my cue, then I don't know what was. I stoop up straight, stepping forward then squatting down towards Taylor's ass. I pushed down towards her asshole and pressed the tip against it, her rim slick with Blake's saliva. I dipped down lower, feeling her asshole stretch around me as I pushed the tip inside it.
"Ohhhhh, Jesus!" Taylor moaned, Blake's ass muffling her voice.
I kept pushing down at an agonising pace, slowly feeding my cock into her ass whilst seemingly performing the world's most drawn out squat. I looked at Blake, the grin never leaving her face as she watched me slowly push into Taylor, submerging my cock into her one thick inch at a time. I felt my balls press against something, and as I looked back down, my cock was sheathed in Taylor's asshole.
Taylor gave another loud moan which was quickly followed by one from Blake as Taylor started eating her pussy. I placed a finger underneath Blake's chin, leaning in to kiss her as I held the awkward pose. Our lips came apart and I lifted up slowly, pulling my dick back up to the tip then pushing it back into Taylor's ass.
I'd never done this position before so it was all a little bit new to me. To say it was different would be putting it mildly, and it definitely had its pros and cons. Pro: it felt fucking amazing. My dick was going in a very slight angle, so every time I pulled back up my tip dragged across Taylor's inner wall, adding a whole new level of stimulation. Con: thrusting was awkward as hell and I couldn't fuck her as hard as I'd have liked, since I was basically squatting into Taylor's ass. Pro: ass to mouth was incredibly easy and I demonstrated that a few minutes later.
Prising my tip from Taylor's ass, all I had to do was point my cock up and Blake's mouth was right there waiting. I steered my cock in between her lips, grabbing the back of Blake's blonde head and roughly pulling her forward. My cock went straight down her throat, barely a sound escaping her mouth as I pulled her face right into my stomach. I held her there for a couple of seconds then gave a few thrusts in Blake's tight throat.
Popping my cock from from between her lips, going back to Taylor was just as simple. All I had to do was push my cock down and it went straight into her ass. In fact, it was such a seamless motion that I found myself repeating it many times over, swapping back and forth from ass to mouth with increasing regularity. At one point I was literally doing it after every thrust. I'd push my cock into Taylor's ass, pull it back out, shove it into Blake's mouth then straight back into Taylor's ass again. Needless to say, I was having a lot of fun. I kept that up for the next few minutes, repeatedly switching between the two holes until Blake suggested that we try something different.
"Turn around," she said, wearing a grin that was downright filthy.
I couldn't say 'no' to a look like that. I plucked my cock from Taylor's ass, turning around awkwardly until I was facing in the other direction. I squatted back down the same as before, only this time I couldn't see where I was putting my cock. I pushed it down blindly, pressing it against her pussy and taint before I found my intended target. I slotted my cock into Taylor's ass and again I began to squat down slowly, pushing it further inside.
Of course, I couldn't see what I was doing, and I only knew that I'd reached the base when I felt my balls press against her taint. I started thrusting the same as before, upwards and downwards in an awkward squat. I'd love to tell you how deep I was going, but honestly I don't have a clue. I could hear that my balls were slapping against her, but they were so swollen and heavy with cum that that didn't really tell me much.
One thing I do know is that, once I was a few thrusts in, Blake shoved her face in my ass. I kinda expected that that was coming and I'm a little surprised that it took her so long. Not that I was complaining, of course, and feeling her tongue brush against my ass each time I thrusted downwards had my dick throbbing in a matter of seconds.
Taylor's ass started tightening around me and if you're waiting for me tell you why then I'm afraid you're shit outta luck. If I had to hazard a guess, I'd say that Blake was rubbing her clit. But quite honestly, your guess is as good as mine. Whatever she was doing, she was doing it well, 'cause Taylor's ass was squeezing me tight, pulling me slowly to the brink of climax. I knew I had to cool myself off so I pried my cock from Taylor's asshole.
Ass to mouth wouldn't be as easy, but desperate times called for desperate measures. There wasn't much I could do in this position, except push my cock back between my legs and let Blake take care of the rest. I couldn't see her doing it, of course, but I know for a fact that she didn't shy away. Which shouldn't have been a surprise 'cause I don't think Blake's ever shied away from anything.
I felt my cock go into her mouth then her nose pressed against my balls as my cockhead pushed into Blake's tight throat. She held me there for a couple of seconds then dragged her lips back slowly as she slurped up Taylor's juices. My cock popped free from between her lips and I pushed it back down into Taylor's ass. I repeated that process a few more times, thrusting down into Taylor's ass then pushing my cock back between my legs so Blake could suck it clean.
Returning to my previous position, Blake was still rubbing at Taylor's clit as I pointed my cock back down at her asshole and slotted it straight inside. As I sunk my cock into Taylor's ass, Blake's fingers moved down to her slit, rubbing them against it several times then slipping them both inside her.
"Mmm!" Blake moaned as she pushed them in deeper. "Damn, Taylor, you are soaking!"
She wasn't lying. As she pulled her fingers back out to the tip, both were glistening with Taylor's juices. She started to pump them into Taylor's pussy, matching my speed as best she could as I thrusted down into Taylor's ass. Blake's fingers going into her pussy made Taylor's ass feel even snugger, her moans getting louder from underneath Blake was we fucked her tight twin holes.
Blake pumped her fingers in a few more times then plucked them free from Taylor's pussy. She slipped both fingers in between her lips, giving an appreciative 'mmm' as she sucked off Taylor's juices.
"How you doin' down there, Tay?" Blake asked, looking down at Taylor from over her shoulder. "You hanging in there, girl?"
"Mmhmm."
"Anything I can get you, honey?" Blake waited a moment for Taylor to respond then answered the question herself. "*I* know. I know what you need."
Blake climbed down from on top of Taylor, giving me a rare look at her face as she crawled across to the bedside table. I grabbed Taylor's ass to hold her in place, digging my fingers into both her cheeks as my dick plunged deep inside her. As Blake opened the drawer and started going through it, Taylor reached up and rubbed her clit, her face lit up in the throes of pleasure.
"Move those fingers, Taylor," Blake said firmly. "I've got something for you."
Taylor looked up, gasping excitedly as she clocked the cordless Hitachi that was clutched in Blake's right hand. Blake switched it on and moved it forward, pressing the bulb against Taylor's clit. A loud hum started filling the room, her rectal muscles gripping my shaft as the toy started buzzing against her. Blake's fingers had warmed her up nicely and once the toy touched down on her clit, Taylor came almost instantaneously. I only managed about four or five thrusts before a high-pitched scream vaulted forth from between her lips.
"OH MY GOD! AAAAAAHHHHHH!!!"
Blake pulled the toy away, just in time for a torrent of fluid to spray into the air like a fountain, raining back down over Taylor's face.
"Holy shit!" Blake gasped, looking mightily pleased with herself as she looked down at Taylor, her face and hair both drenched with squirt.
She returned the toy to Taylor's clit, holding it there for another few thrusts before a second burst of crystalline sprayed from her urethra. This time Blake moved her head forward, catching the juice inside her mouth and spitting it back down onto Taylor's pussy. She made her squirt another three times, only stopping when she ran out of juice.
I prised my cock from Taylor's ass and stepped back down off the edge of the bed. Taylor finally put her legs down, looking like a tired mess as she laid out flat on the king-size bed, her breathing fast and deep.
"Good?" Blake asked, grinning with amusement as she peered down at her squirt-drenched face.
"Wow," was all she said. I don't think she could have said a lot more, but to be perfectly honest, no other words were needed.
Blake laughed again, taking Taylor's face in her hands as she leaned down to kiss her.
"OK, come on," Blake urged, waving her up impatiently. "I wanna ride that cock now."
"He's gonna have to help me," Taylor laughed, lifting her arms up and holding them out towards me.
I grabbed onto Taylor's wrists and pulled her up off the bed. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders, pulling me in for a kiss as I slid my hands down her sculpted back, gripping the backs of her thighs. Taylor yelped as I lifted her upwards, wrapping those long, toned legs around me as I turned around one-eighty degrees and flopped back onto the bed.
Taylor kissed me several times then started crawling forward. Grabbing the headboard, she planted her knees either side of my head, dropping her ass down slowly. Taylor's pussy touched down on my face and my tongue went straight towards it. I lifted my arms up, ready to wrap them around her thighs when Taylor suddenly stopped me, grabbing my wrists before I could move them.
"Actually...no."
Taylor lifted her ass from my face then started to turn around. She threw a leg back over my head then dropped her ass back down again, now facing the other direction.
"There, that's better. Now I get to watch," Taylor declared and even though I couldn't see, I could picture the smirk on her face.
I steered my tongue straight back to Taylor's pussy and this time when I moved my arms, Taylor didn't stop me. I wrapped them tightly around her thighs, holding her down on top of me as I started to eat her pussy. Taylor started moaning softly as I dragged my tongue up and down her slit. She was still incredibly wet, with several drops of squirt juice stilling clinging to her vaginal lips.
As my tongue moved up to Taylor's clit, I felt Blake's feet start sliding underneath my thighs, followed swiftly by her thick, toned calves. I knew right away what position she was in and I was almost disappointed that I wouldn't get to watch it. Keyword: almost. Obviously Taylor sitting on my face was a decent consolation.
Blake reached back and grabbed my cock and I felt the tip press against her ass. She rubbed it against her several times then a breathy moan escaped her lips as her ass started stretching around it. I tried to focus on Taylor's pussy, which wasn't particularly easy when I could feel the grip of Blake's tight asshole, starting to inch down the length of my shaft. I began by flicking my tongue on her clit, feeling how hard it was throbbing as my tongue moved swiftly across it.
I felt Blake's cheeks press down on my abs and she stayed like that for several seconds, my cockhead twitching as it lodged inside her ass. She worked her ass back up to the tip, holding it there for a beat or two then dropping it straight back down. A loud * SMACK * sound echoed around the expanse of the room. I heard every decibel, even buried under Taylor's ass.
"Oh, fuck, that's so hot!" Taylor exclaimed, moaning lightly as I ate her pussy.
Blake started riding me hard, working her ass up and down my shaft. I couldn't see how fast she was going but I could tell from the smack sounds filling the room that Blake wasn't holding back.
I wasn't holding back either. My tongue had switched to a swirling technique, now spinning in concentric circles around the nub of Taylor's clit. Taylor's moans increased in volume and I could feel her pussy get even wetter as I licked her into a frenzy, the juices oozing out of her and smearing across my lips and nose.
"Yeah, right there, baby. Fuuuccckkk," Taylor moaned out. "Blake, can I taste your ass, please?"
"Sure," said Blake as Taylor leaned forward, laying atop me in a 69.
I felt Blake's ass slide up to the tip, Taylor gripping my cock at the base as the head popped out of Blake's backside. Taylor's hand moved up to the tip, holding it gently as she pressed her tongue against the base of my shaft. She licked it slowly, working her tongue right up to the head then flicking it against my slit, licking up the precum that had pooled in my urethra.
"Mmm, your ass tastes good off his cock," Taylor declared as she swirled her tongue around my cockhead.
Taylor's lips spread over the tip, slowly sinking down the length of my shaft 'til I felt her chin press against my pelvis. She held my cock in her mouth and throat, sucking with surprising force as she slurped up the various fluids. I grabbed her ass, prising both her cheeks apart as I dragged my tongue across Taylor's pussy. I slid my tongue over Taylor's taint then started to flick it against her asshole, making her moan as she sucked my cock.
Taylor pulled her lips up slowly, moaning loudly as my dick popped free. She gripped my cock at the base, holding it for Blake as she sunk back down. Taylor had left me soaking wet and my cock slipped back into Blake's ass with minimal fuss or effort. Taylor straightened her back, straddling my face again but making sure my tongue stayed right on her ass.
Blake sunk down to the base of my shaft then started to ride me as I licked Taylor's asshole. Blake was doing all the work, allowing me to focus on her friend as I placed my hands just above her knees, running them slowly over Taylor's thighs. I could feel her muscles flexing as my tongue pressed harder against her ass, licking her with greater exertion.
"Ohhh my God, I'm gonna cum!" I heard her moan.
Taylor reached back and grabbed my hair, pulling me deeper into her fit, toned ass. A few more licks and Taylor made good on her promise. Her grip on me tightened, making sure my face stayed deep in her ass as pleasure started pulsing through her.
"Oh, fuck! YES!" Taylor screamed, her arm beginning to shake as my tongue kept moving against her ass, licking her through the throes of pleasure.
Cum gushed forth from her pussy, pouring over my chin as Taylor's climax hit its peak.
While this was happening, I could feel that Blake was riding me harder, her asshole tightening with every pass. Slamming her ass down one last time, Blake pinned it against my thighs, ensuring my dick stayed deep inside her as she started cumming just seconds after Taylor. Orgasmic screams started merging together, though thanks to all that vocal training, Taylor's voice was slightly louder. Blake's ass was gripping like a vice, my cock throbbing inside her like it could blow at any second.



Taylor climbed down from my face and my arms reached out in the blink of an eye, wrapping themselves around Blake's back and pulling her down on top of me. My hands moved down, grabbing onto Blake's thick butt as I started to buck my ass off the mattress, ramming my cock into her as hard as I possibly could.
"Oooh, I think he's gonna cum as well," Taylor observed as she knelt beside me, leaning her head in for a closer look.
She wasn't wrong. I only managed a handful of thrusts, sheathing myself in Blake's thick butt as the feeling of her squeezing my cock tipped me over the proverbial edge. My dick went off with a ferocious blast, shooting a load into Blake's tight ass. Blake moaned louder as she felt me cum, spunk splashing all across her inner walls. My climax peaked and I could feel my cockhead twitching inside her, the last few drops of cum trickling out into Blake's backside.
"Mmm, yeah," Taylor purred. "Gimme that load. I wanna taste it."
I took a moment to regain my composure then pushed Blake up to the tip of my cock. Taylor's tongue pressed against the base and she dragged it slowly up my tender shaft. I waited 'til she reached the top then pushed Blake up the rest of the way. Cum gushed out of her gaping ass, dripping back down onto the tip of my cock. Taylor moved her head in quickly, catching the rest on her outstretched tongue. She pulled her tongue back into her mouth then turned her head to face me, grinning at me as she swallowed my load.
"Mmm, yummy!" Taylor purred, licking her lips in appreciation.
She pressed her tongue back against my cock, licking up the drop of cum that had dripped down onto my shaft. Blake turned, getting down on her hands and knees as she moved in closer to Taylor. Blake mashed her lips against Taylor's and the two of them shared a passionate kiss, swapping my cum from mouth to mouth. Their lips came apart and Taylor gripped my cock at the base, pointing the tip towards Blake. Blake poked her tongue out, licking up the last few droplets as she lapped at the tip of my prick.
"So," said Blake, "worth the wait?" I assumed that she meant my cock.
"Oh, absolutely," Taylor nodded. "Just don't make me wait that long again next time."
As it turned out, Taylor didn't have to wait long at all. In fact, barely ten minutes had passed before the pair of them were sucking my cock again. They both took a turn in cowgirl (anally, of course), then I pounded Blake's ass in doggystyle while she ate out Taylor's pussy, finishing with the two of them stacked on top of each other. I shot my load over both their faces and we were all out cold about five minutes later.
I awoke the next day with Blake and Taylor still fast asleep. No time sadly for a morning threesome as my flight was leaving in just a few hours. I slipped out quietly before they woke up and made my way back to JFK. The flight felt longer than it did going out (isn't that always the way?), but I had a lot of great memories to keep me company. Thanks, New York. I'll see you again soon.
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June, 2025
Referrals. I get a lot of these in my line of work. In fact, since I don't do advertising (for obvious reasons) almost all of my business comes from referrals. Usually these are very simple; the woman rings me up, says 'so and so said you're amazing in bed. Can I make an appointment?'. I mean, it doesn't get much easier than that, does it?
But sometimes my referrals can be a little more intricate. An example of this would be Lauren Ambrose. If you haven't read that story already, here's a quick rundown of events. Lauren was referred to me by a friend of hers, after complaining to her of sexual frustration. Lauren's friend recommended her to me, but Lauren declined, saying she didn't want to cheat on her husband. So Lauren's friend hatched a plan: I'd meet Lauren in a bar and hit on her, posing as an average Joe, take her home and bang her senseless.
To cut a long story short, the plan went off without a hitch. Initially, I posed as a massage therapist. But once we'd had sex I finally came clean, telling her who I really was and all about the plan her friend had cooked up. She was a little annoyed with her friend for deceiving her, but that didn't stop us from having sex again. She's now a regular guest.
So that's one example. Another is as follows. The set up for this one is basically the same. I got a call from a regular guest, telling me a friend of hers was having some bedroom issues; her husband wasn't hitting the spot. Honestly, if I had a nickel. I responded how I usually did. 'Send her along. I'll sort out her problems'. I got the same response. 'She doesn't want to cheat on her husband'. But, just like Lauren's friend, this guest of mine had it all figured out. I'd go to her house, posing as a pool boy. Now, I'm not gonna lie, when she told me that I laughed out loud.
"A pool boy? Are you serious?"
"Yeah" she said. "What's wrong with that?"
"Well, I don't think anyone's ever posed as a pool boy, unless they're shooting porn. Does she even have a pool boy?"
"She's got a guy. He's not a boy though. He's probably in his fifties."
"So you want me to pose as a guy in his fifties?"
My guest laughed. "No, silly. You pose as his younger co-worker. You tell my friend that the usual guy is sick and that you'll be taking his place."
"OK, and what do I do when the usual guy rocks up ten minutes later and doesn't know who the fuck I am? I think that might blow my cover."
"Don't worry. I'll take care of that."
Needless to say, I was a little bit skeptical and needed some clarification. "How will you take care of that?"
"I'll call the pool guy, pretending to be her housekeeper..."
"I love it already."
She laughed again. "Shut up, you. I'm trying to explain. I'll call the guy, pretending to be her housekeeper and tell her that my friend is going on vacation and has given me the week off, so nobody will be there to let him in."
"You know the guy's number?"
"No, but I can get it. I'll just tell my friend that I'm looking for someone to clean my pool. Can I have her guy's number?"
"Foolproof."
"I mean, what could go wrong, right?"
In fairness, it did kind of sound like it could work. Besides, it had been a while since I'd posed as someone else. I think the last time was Kat Dennings' bachelorette party, and we all know how that went. I said I'd do it.
Unlike Kat's party which involved a lot of planning, the prep for this one was pretty straightforward. All I had to do was buy a net. My guest texted me the morning of, telling me the pool guy had been 'taken care of' (which, I'm not gonna lie, sounded a little sinister at first) and giving me her friend's address. She even gave me the pool guy's name for authenticity. I took a shower, pulled on some clothes (t-shirt, shorts, flip flops- standard pool boy uniform) and began the drive to LA.
I stopped on the way to pick up a net and arrived at the woman's house at around midday. I decided to park a few doors down. I was supposed to be a pool boy after all, and I don't think many of them drive a Toyota Camry. The house was huge; whoever this woman was, she'd clearly done well for herself. I knocked on the door and waited.
I heard footsteps approaching from within and moments later the door swung open. I had to do a double take. Standing in the open doorway, her body wrapped in a beach robe, was Winona Ryder. I'm not sure why, but I hadn't expected anyone famous, even after seeing the house. So the sudden presence of a world famous actress, a gorgeous one at that, had caught me a little off guard.
"You're not the usual guy," Winona said, looking at me skeptically but with a very slight glint in her eye. Clearly she liked what she saw.
And I've got to say, the feeling was mutual. I've always thought Winona was hot, and seeing her stood there in her sheer black robe, her bikini body visible through the fabric, was definitely a sight for sore eyes.
"Oh, er...no, Miss Ryder. My Uncle Frank's been taken ill. I'm filling in for him. My name's Tyler."
I offered my hand and Winona shook it.
"Nice to meet you. Please, come in. And call me Winona."
She stepped aside to let me through.
"Thank you, Winona."
"This way."
Winona led me through her home.
"So you're Frank's nephew, huh?"
"Yeah. I'm helping him out while I'm back from college."
"I see."
She led me into the garden where I was promptly met by my second surprise. Laid out on a sun lounger in a vintage-style strapless bikini was none other than Cara Buono, Mrs Wheeler from Stranger Things. She was sipping from some kind of cocktail. A little early, but who am I to judge?
"This is my friend, Cara," Winona announced.
"Hi. Nice to meet you," I said, trying not to stare at her amazing body. It was hard to believe that both these women were over fifty.
"Pleasure's all mine," said Cara, shamelessly eye-fucking me as she peered over her sunglasses.
Winona rolled her eyes. "Sorry about her."
"Please, don't apologise," I said back. I've never complained about a hot MILF flirting with me and I'm not about to start now.
"Need anything or are you good to go?" Winona asked me.
"Yeah, I'm good. I'll go get started."
Winona sat beside Cara, leaving her beach robe on as she laid back in an adjacent lounger. Her lounger was in the shade, which I thought was probably wise. That famously pale skin of hers looked like a sunburn waiting to happen. I moved towards the pool, barely taking a single step when I heard Cara start speaking behind me.
"OK, so when did you get a hot pool boy?" she casually asked, making zero attempt to lower her voice.
"Shh!" Winona hissed. "He'll hear you."
Cara laughed. "Oh yeah, like he's gonna complain about that. Come on, answer the question."
"The usual guy's sick," Winona answered. She was speaking softly; Cara definitely wasn't.
"Well, thank God for man flu."
I walked around to the far side of the pool and dipped my net into the water. I knew full well how to clean a pool since I usually cleaned my own. Not that it's rocket science anyway. Looking back towards the house, Cara was basically gawping at me. She smiled at me from across the yard, biting her lip as she stared. It wasn't subtle but I wasn't complaining. I couldn't help but smile back. Cara fanned herself with her hand. It was a warm day but I doubt it was the heat that had gotten her flustered.
"Phew!" she said. "It's hot out here, huh? You know, cutie, if you wanna pop that shirt off, you can go right ahead. We don't mind, do we, Win?"
"Oh my God," Winona muttered, turning away. She looked absolutely mortified.
Again, I couldn't help but grin. Given that sex is a foregone conclusion with basically every woman I meet these days, I hadn't been hit on like this in a very long time. Needless to say, I was having a lot of fun with it.
"Thank you, ma'am. I might just do that."
I lifted my shirt up over my head and tossed it down onto the floor.
Cara grinned, looking mightily pleased with herself as she turned towards Winona. "You're welcome, bitch."
"I need a drink," Winona sighed. "Refill?"
"Why not?" said Cara, holding out her glass. She turned to me and winked. "It's five o'clock somewhere, right?"
Winona took her glass and walked towards the house. She'd barely made it through the sliding glass doors when I heard Cara's voice again, calling to me from across the yard.
"Hey, pool boy." As I looked up, Cara was holding a bottle of sunscreen. "Could you get my back?"
"Are you sure your friend won't mind?"
"Well, she'll have to do it if you don't. So I guess you'll be doing her a favour."
"Fair point," I laughed.
I dropped my net by the side of the pool and moved towards the loungers. She changed her position when she saw me coming, laying on her front with her head at the end.
"Such a gentleman," Cara declared, wearing that familiar smirk as she handed me the sunscreen.
"Think nothing of it."
I flicked the cap off the bottle and perched on the edge of the lounger, taking a quick peek at Cara's ass. Her body was amazing. Seriously, no 54 year old woman has the right to be that hot. I squeezed some sunscreen onto my hands and moved them to Cara's shoulders, smearing it into her skin.
"Mmm," she moaned out softly, "you've got great hands."
"Thank you. I work as a masseur at college actually." Not a total lie; I give my guests rubdowns all the time.
"I can see why. You must have women queueing up for you, huh?" She paused. "For massages, I mean."
"Yeah, I get a lot of business," I chuckled back. That definitely wasn't a lie.
"I'm sure you do."
I moved my hands down Cara's back, smoothing in the sunscreen until I reached her bikini line. Muscle memory was starting to kick in, and I almost moved my hands to her ass, stopping myself in the nick of time.
Cara lifted her head up, looking at me from over her shoulder.
"You can keep going if you like. We don't want those massage hands getting rusty, do we?"
I grinned, squeezing more sunscreen onto my hands and moving them to the backs of her thighs. I started just above her knee pit, admiring her muscletone as I ran my hands up Cara's left thigh. Her bikini bottom was nice and small, neatly bisecting her perfectly round ass. I moved my hands up to Cara's butt, smearing sunscreen onto every inch of skin I could get to. I was in awe. Every part of her body I touched made her age seem more and more baffling. I couldn't believe this woman was older than my mom.
I started to move down Cara's legs when I was suddenly startled by a loud, shrill voice.
"Oh my God! Cara! What are you doing?!"
I looked up and there was Winona, standing in the doorway with a cocktail clutched in each hand. And she looked so stunned by what she was seeing that I'm surprised she didn't drop them.
"Why is the pool boy giving you a massage?!"
"He's not giving me a massage," Cara protested. "He's putting sunscreen on my back."
"OK, why is he putting sunscreen on your back?"
"Why do you think? You were inside and I don't wanna burn."
"Right, and you couldn't possibly have waited five minutes, could you?"
Cara smirked. "Does the sun wait five minutes?!"
Winona sighed and shook her head. "God, you're insufferable." Then she looked at me. "I'm sorry about her. You can stop that now, honey."
"I don't think he wants to stop," Cara declared. "Not if this lump in his shorts is anything to go by."
Yeah. I didn't mention it before but I was getting pretty hard while massaging Cara (sorry, 'applying sunscreen'), and it didn't take long for her hand to go wandering. Once she found the bulge in my shorts, she started to stroke my cock through the fabric, turning my semi into a full blown hardon.
Winona gasped almost comically. "OH MY GOD! Are you...?"
"Stroking his cock? Yes, I am," Cara admitted shamelessly. "And there is a lot of it to stroke, believe me. Actually, applying all that sunscreen was a little bit pointless 'cause I'm about to take him inside. You're welcome to join us if you like."
"I'm married!" said Winona. "And so are you!"
"What he doesn't know won't hurt him. Anyway, you said Scott wouldn't be home for hours."
"That's not the point!"
Cara shrugged. "Your loss. Where should we go? Your room?"
"No, you will NOT go in my room!" Winona protested. "If you wanna fuck this guy, you can do it in one of the guest rooms! And wash the freakin' sheets when you're done! I don't want Scott thinking I've been fucking the pool boy!"
"OK, OK. Don't get your panties in a bunch." Cara got up from the lounger. "Come on, honey, let's go upstairs."
It suddenly just dawned on me that she didn't actually know my name. And I'm not gonna lie, that only made the situation hotter.
Cara grabbed my arm, leading me behind her as she marched towards the house.
"God, Cara, you are such a fucking slut!" Winona shrieked. "I can't believe you're..."
Winona stopped speaking, so abruptly it was like someone had found her off switch. And she was staring- and I mean staring- at the lump in my shorts.
"Oh, I'm sorry, Winona," Cara grinned. "Were you saying something? Or have you just spotted this young man's cock?"
She didn't say anything. But she definitely had. And now that she had, she couldn't take her eyes off it.
"See what I meant?" Cara reached down, running her hand across my bulge. "There is a lot to stroke."
Winona nodded slowly, looking slightly transfixed as she stared at my swollen crotch.
"Last chance, Win," Cara declared. "You coming with us or not?"
Winona snapped out of it quickly. You could almost see her brain rebooting. "OK."
Cara gave a joyous shriek which Winona was quick to cut off.
"BUT..." She paused, pointing at Cara with an accusatory finger, "don't breathe a word of this to anyone."
"Aww, really?" she whined sarcastically. "'Cause I was gonna go home and tell my husband."
"I'm serious, Cara."
Cara laughed. "God, relax, girl! Who the fuck am I going to tell?! Now, come on, before this cock goes soft."
The three of us went into the house and Winona led us upstairs. Guiding us through the hallway, Winona stopped outside one of her guest rooms, pushing the door open and ushering us both inside. Cara and I both entered the room, followed by Winona who closed the door behind us.
I'd barely managed to step beyond the threshold when Cara grabbed me and spun me around. She stepped right up in front of me, pressing that fit body up against mine as she draped her arms across my shoulders.
"Mmm, come here, you," Cara purred, placing a hand at the back of my head as she pulled me in for a kiss.
Our lips locked together and Cara's tongue pushed into my mouth as her left hand came free from my shoulder. She moved her hand down slowly, sliding it over my chest and abs, and down towards my beltline. Within seconds, Cara's hand was back on my cock. The making out had made it harder and Cara noticed as she felt me up, prying her lips from mine just seconds after touching it.
"Ohhh, wow. I've gotta see that."
Winona had moved in beside Cara and I placed a finger underneath her chin, leaning and kissing her as Cara unbuckled my belt. By the time Winona had broke from the kiss, Cara had my belt undone and was working on the clasp and zipper. She dealt with those in double quick time and before I knew it my shorts were pooled around my ankles. My cock was now at maximum hardness and was pulling at the fabric of my boxer briefs.
"Fuuuck!" said Cara as she stroked my cock. "You are so big."
"Well a pool boy needs a big pole, right?" I said with a grin, making both ladies laugh.
I cupped my hands to both their faces, pulling them towards each other and leaning in to kiss them both. Cara's hand was still stroking my cock while Winona's were exploring my chest. I reciprocated, sliding my hands down both their backs 'til I was grabbing two handfuls of ass. Cara broke away from the kiss, moving down to kiss my neck as I made out with Winona. I felt her lips move past my collarbone and towards my chest as she dropped down slowly, kissing down my chiselled torso.
She settled on her knees, kissing across my six pack and down to the base of my shaft. She didn't stop, kissing along the length of my cock until she reached the tip. She teased it with her tongue, tasting the drop of precum that already soaked into my underwear.
"Oh my God, you taste so good."
She quit teasing, hooking her fingers underneath my waistband and yanking it down to my knees. Winona peeled her lips from mine, watching as my cock sprung free, nearly hitting Cara in the face.
"Wow!" said Winona, dropping down beside her friend.
"Right?" said Cara. She wrapped a hand around my shaft and started to stroke it softly. "You know, I could use a pool boy too, if you're looking for extra clients."
"You live in New York, Cara," Winona laughed. "And you don't have a pool."
"Who says I want him to clean my pool?"
The two of them giggled then Cara pushed my cock up at an angle, poking her tongue out from between her lips and pressing it against the underside. As Cara licked along the base of my shaft, Winona latched onto one of my balls, sucking it gently as Cara's tongue moved up to the tip. She brushed her tongue against my slit, lapping up more of my precum before those plump lips spread around my cockhead.
Cara started bobbing her head, working those lips up and down my shaft. Those pretty brown eyes stared up into mine, telling me how much she loved my cock as she took it deeper inside her. Within a few seconds I'd cleared her tonsils and she took me to the back of her throat without so much as a flinch. My ball popped out from Winona's lips and she circled around behind her friend, clearing a path for her as her lips closed in on the base. Brushing aside her lovely blonde hair, Winona kissed across Cara's shoulder, making her moan just ever so slightly as she grabbed onto the backs of my thighs.
Digging her fingers in, Cara used my thighs for leverage as she threw herself forward with one sharp pull, taking me down to the hilt. I threw my head back sharply, moaning towards the ceiling as my tip pushed through into Cara's throat. My balls were squished up against her chin, and I could feel the warm breath from her nose as her face pressed against my torso.
She held me there for several seconds, pulling her lips back slowly and revealing how wet she'd made my cock. Plucking me free from between her lips, my cock was dripping with Cara's spit, utterly drenched from bottom to top. She flashed me a grin as she rolled her tongue out, licking along the underside as she moved her head in slowly, wrapping her lips around one of my balls.
Winona leaned over Cara's shoulder, poking her tongue out from between her lips and lapping at the tip of my cock. A spasm shot through the length of my shaft, my swollen crown now visibly pulsing as Winona licked around it slowly, teasing it with the tip of her tongue. It felt amazing and another moan escaped my lips as she swirled her tongue around my helmet.
"Ooh, I think he's enjoying it," Winona grinned, peeling her tongue from my cock.
She wasn't wrong. I've had my share of double blowjobs but this was one of the best. The girls just worked so well together, it was like it was second nature. But with a combined 70 years of blowjob experience, I shouldn't have been surprised.
Winona took me in between her lips, keeping her grip on me nice and loose as she worked her tongue along the underside. Steadily bobbing her brunette head, I could feel that sprightly tongue of hers dragging along the bottom as she took my cock down deeper, my tip pushed up against the back of her throat.
Cara moved when she saw her coming, unclipping the clasp on her vintage bikini top and dropping it down to the floor. Cara had amazing tits, decently sized and surprisingly perky for a woman north of 50. By the time I looked back down at Winona, all I could see was the top of her head. Her face was pressed against my abs, my tip now lodged somewhere in her gullet as she took my cock to the base. Her tongue was still pressed against the underside and I could even feel the tip on my balls as she poked it out from between her lips.


She kept me there for close to a minute, then I felt that amazing tongue of hers drag along my cock once more as she pulled back up to the tip of my shaft. Winona teased the head with her tongue as Cara moved around behind her, pulling her beach robe down her arms and tossing it over her shoulder. She opened the clasp on Winona's bikini top and pulled it away from her chest, freeing another set of age-defying tits.
Winona moved to the side a little, allowing Cara to slip in beside her. Cara's tongue poked out from her lips and she guided it towards my tip. Soon their tongues were brushing together, like they were trying to make out with each other but my cock kept getting in the way. I could see that my cock was throbbing like crazy, precum oozing from my open slit. Two women licking my cock was certainly nothing new, but it just felt so amazing coming from two such seasoned MILFs.
Cara gripped my cock at the base, angling it up and out of the way so the two of them could make out properly. Winona gripped me just below the tip, jerking me off as I watched them kiss. Their lips came apart and Cara turned to look at me as Winona kissed across her cheek, licking and nibbling at Cara's earlobe.
"Go to the bed," the blonde instructed.
I moved quickly, hurrying towards the king size bed and perching on the end of it. The girls stood, walking towards me hand in hand. Cara climbed up onto the bed, moving behind me as Winona crawled in between my legs. Winona pushed my legs apart, kissing along the inside of my thigh as Cara wrapped her arms around me, her hands roaming across my torso as she started to kiss my neck.
Cara placed a hand on my chin, turning my head so she could kiss me from behind. Winona's lips moved up to my crotch then I felt a hand grip hold of my cock, pulling it just a little as her tongue pressed against my balls. Winona released her grip on my shaft, letting it rest up against her face as she dragged her tongue across my ballsack, lapping at both of my nuts.
She licked across them several times then moved her tongue up higher, pressing it against the base of my shaft. Cara broke away from the kiss, allowing me to watch as Winona moved her tongue up slowly, trailing a juicy vein as slick red flesh dragged along the underside. It felt amazing, and by the time she reached the top, my winking slit was leaking once again. I stared down, watching intently as Winona flicked her tongue at my tip, cleaning up my latest secretion.
But I didn't get to watch for long. Cara moved back towards the headboard then pulled back against my shoulders.
"Lay back for me," she said, pulling me down towards the mattress. "I wanna sit on that face."
I laid back across the mattress, my ass at the foot of the bed and my feet still down on the floor. Cara removed her bikini bottoms then started shifting forward, planting her knees either side of my head. I stared up at her pussy; mostly smooth but with a small amount of hair that only added to Cara's maturity. She dropped her pussy down onto my face and I wrapped my arms around her thighs, keeping her there as I poked my tongue, guiding it straight to her clit.
I pressed my tongue against Cara's clit then dragged it slowly across her pussy. Cara's pussy was incredibly wet, which I have to say, I hadn't expected. Not because she wasn't turned on ('cause she clearly, clearly was), but I thought, that at the wrong side of 50, that she might've dried up just a little. But I was wrong. In fact, her pussy was wet as any that I've tasted before- maybe even more so- and I wasted no time in sampling that delicious fluid. I dragged my tongue up and down her pussy, licking up every last drop before I moved my tongue back towards her clit.
While this was happening, Winona's lips had wrapped around the tip of my shaft, and by the time my tongue had returned to Cara's clit, her face was already pinned to my torso. I felt my tip push into her throat and I gave a little moan into Cara's pussy as I started to flick my tongue at her clit. Cara started moaning too and within a few seconds her pussy was as wet as before. I could feel her heat up against my lips, taste her sweet juices as they oozed out from her ripe, mature pussy and trickled down the length of my tongue.
Winona's mouth pulled back to the tip then I heard a loud *POP* sound as she plucked my cockhead from between her lips. She really did give incredible head and the fact that I couldn't see what she was doing made everything feel that little bit better, since I never knew what was coming next. I felt a hand wrap around my shaft then another one just above that. Then, if that didn't feel great enough already, Winona's mouth locked onto the tip.
She started to pump her fists up and down, her mouth providing a nearly constant stream of lube, as if her previous deepthroat plunge hadn't produced enough already. A steady chorus of * SCHLICK * SCHLOCK * SCHLICK * sounds started filling the expanse of the room. The sounds merged nicely with Cara's moans, backed up by some moans of my own and appreciative 'mmm's from Winona.
My cock popped free from Winona's lips then I felt her tongue brush over my tip.
"Care to join me?" I heard her ask, then Cara started leaning forward.
We ended up in a 69 with a second tongue now lapping at the tip of my prick. My hands moved up to Cara's ass, prising both her cheeks apart as I dragged my tongue along the slit of her pussy, continuing across her taint until I found her puckered asshole.
"Ohhh my God," I heard her moan.
"What's he doing back there?" Winona asked her.
"He's licking my ass."
"Ooo, hot!" said Winona. "Here, put this in your mouth."
Winona pushed my cock towards Cara then moved down in between my legs. Her lips wrapped around one of my balls as Cara's mouth spread around my cockhead. She started sinking down the length of my shaft, moaning all the while as I licked her asshole. My ball slipped out from Winona's lips and she moved across to the other one, suckling on that one too and drenching them both in spit.
Cara took me about halfway down. I'm sure she would've taken deeper but Winona's head was blocking her path. Her moans started getting louder then I felt her lips pull back to the tip, my cockhead popping from between her lips as she threw her head up sharply.
"Ohhh, wow! Yes, keep going," Cara moaned as she straightened her back. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum on your face."
She reached back behind her, gripping a handful of hair and pulling me deeper into her tight, toned ass. My tongue basically folded in half, having nowhere to go but up her butt. So I sent it in there, tensing every muscle in my tongue as I pushed it through into Cara's asshole. I started to bob my head, as much as Cara's grip would allow, working my tongue back and forth.
My cock was back in Winona's mouth. Though frankly whatever she was doing down there was merely an afterthought as I concentrated solely on tonguing Cara's asshole. A few more plunges of my outstretched tongue and Cara made good on her promise.
"Ohhh, fuuuccckkk!!!" I heard her moan, her asshole tightening around my tongue as pleasure started coursing through her.
I could feel the juices start to ooze from her slit, dripping down my chin as she reached her peak. Her grip on me loosened and I was able to pry my head back, plucking my tongue from inside her ass and licking across it slowly. She stayed on top for a few more seconds, allowing my tongue to move down to her pussy and lick up some of her juice.
Cara lifted her ass from my face then climbed back down from on top of me. I looked at Winona as she pulled her head up, freeing my cock with a smack of her lips.
"Do I get to go first?" Cara asked her.
Winona laughed. "Yeah, you go right ahead, girl. I wouldn't deprive you of that."
"Aww, ain't she sweet?" Cara said, looking at me with a grin.
"How do you want it?" I asked her.
"I like doggy," Cara admitted.
"Doggy it is."
I stepped down off the mattress and moved around to the foot of the bed. I looked at Cara, pointing to where I wanted her. She took the hint, getting on all fours as she moved to the edge of the bed.
"Do you mind if I...?" Winona half-asked as she pulled the string on her bikini bottoms, dropping them onto the floor as she laid in front of Cara.
"Oh, I don't mind at all," Cara said.
She hooked her arms around Winona's thighs, dipping her head down lower as she moved it in between her legs. It pushed her ass up a little bit higher, and I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft, moving it towards her without further delay. Using her elbows to prop herself up, Winona tipped her head back slowly, moaning towards the ceiling above. I couldn't see what Cara was doing, but whatever it was, Winona was clearly enjoying it.
I pressed my cock against Cara's slit then pushed the tip inside her, making her moan into Winona's pussy. The first thing that struck was how tight her pussy felt. I shouldn't have been surprised given the rest of her body, but Cara had the pussy of a woman half her age. She was still just as wet as before so my cock slipped in without much trouble.
I pushed it into her nice and deep, feeding it to her inch by inch until my cock disappeared from view. I took a moment to admire the sight. Her ass was pressed up against my abs, my cock almost entirely hidden as the tip pressed against Cara's cervix. I reached out to grab her hips then drew my cock back slowly, leaving just the tip inside her. Again, I looked down, noting how wet she'd left my cock. It was absolutely coated; every solitary inch of shaft was smeared with Cara's juices.
I stayed like that for a couple of seconds while I weighed up what to do next. I debated going slowly on account of her age but then I reconsidered. Frankly, there wasn't a doubt in my mind that Cara would be able to take it. I tightened my grip on Cara's hips and slammed back in as hard as I could, a loud * SMACK * bouncing off the bedroom walls was my pelvis crashed into Cara's ass.
Needless to say, I was right not to doubt her; she took that thrust with barely a flinch. She moaned again into Winona's pussy, but the sound she made was nothing but pleasure. I started to ram into Cara's pussy, not holding back in the slightest as I drilled my cock in with unchecked force, going balls deep each time I did so.
Winona changed positions slightly, keeping her head craned up as she laid her back against the mattress, a hand pawing at one of her breasts as she grabbed Cara's head with the other.
"Mmm! Yes, Cara," she panted softly, running her fingers through that lovely blonde hair. "Right there, baby."
Winona's head fell into the pillows, a louder moan escaping her lips as she tightened her grip on Cara's head. I still couldn't see what Cara was doing, but if Winona's reaction was anything to go by she clearly wasn't neglecting her duties, even as I fucked her harder.
"Ohhh, fuck! Keep going, keep going!" Winona moaned out. "Oh my God, I'm gonna fucking cum!"
Normally here I'd have slowed things down, allowing the woman I was fucking to get the other woman off, but in this case that clearly wasn't necessary. In fact, I did the opposite, pounding Cara with increased force as she ate Winona's pussy. Again, it didn't affect her in the slightest and within a few moments, Winona was screaming at the top of her lungs as a powerful orgasm tore through that tight MILF body. Her eyes clamped shut as she lifted her head up, her features skewed in all kinds of unflattering ways. She gripped a fistful of Cara's hair, nearly pulling it out at the roots as her climax soared towards its peak.
Her voice gave out, her hands coming free from Cara's head as her body slumped back down on the mattress. I rammed my cock into Cara's pussy, keeping it there as I leaned myself forward, wrapping my arms around her body and pulling her up off the bed. We ended up in an upright stance, her back pressed up against my torso as I held her tightly in a two armed grip. One of my hands latched onto her chest, pawing at one of her perky tits while the other slid down to Cara's stomach, feeling her impressive abs.
Cara turned her head towards me, giving me a taste of Winona's pussy as she kissed me from over shoulder. The fucking resumed as our lips locked together, Cara's tongue pushing into my mouth. My thrusts were shorter and slower paced, but the sounds they made were even louder as almost my entire body crashed into the back hers.
Cara's moans got louder too as I pried my lips away from hers, leaning down to kiss her neck. Looking down over Cara's shoulder, the reason for the rise in volume was clear for all to see. Winona was down on her hands and knees, peering back up with those big brown eyes as she flicked her tongue against Cara's clit. That turned out to be the finishing touch and Cara came just a few seconds later.
"Ohhh, FUUUCCCKKK!!! YES!" Cara screamed, grabbing the back of Winona's head and pinning her against her crotch.
I rammed my cock into her one last time, keeping it there as I felt her pussy tighten around my shaft. Cum surged forth from Cara's pussy and poured along the length of my shaft, dousing me from base to tip. Cara shook as violent tremors coursed through her perfect body. Her muscles gave out when she reached her peak and Cara's body went limp in my arms.
I drew my hips back slowly, keeping my arms around Cara's body as I eased my cock from her slick pink pussy and pushed it back through the gap in her thighs. I felt my tip against Winona's chin as she worked her tongue across Cara's pussy, licking up the remaining moisture.
"Ooo, what's that I just felt?" Winona giggled, pulling her head back slightly as my crown poked out from the tops of Cara's thighs.
"Oh my," Winona cooed.
She poked her tongue out from between her lips and dragged it over the tip of my cock, continuing up to Cara's pussy and all the way up to her clit. Winona repeated that several times then started to kiss up Cara's stomach. I moved my hands to Cara's hips, peering down from over her shoulder as Winona kissed up to Cara's chest. She stopped for a minute at Cara's breasts, swirling her tongue around each of her nipples then sucking them both like a newborn babe. She kissed her way past Cara's collarbone, licking across her throat and chin then kissing her deeply as she reached her mouth.
It was a hell of a sight, and it kept my member thoroughly rigid as I slowly ground my hips back and forth, rubbing my shaft against Cara's pussy. Winona broke away from the kiss then moved across to me, grabbing onto the back of my head and kissing me over Cara's shoulder.
"OK, my turn now," Winona declared, prying her lips from mine.
"How would I like it?" I asked her.
"Missionary." She answered quickly then turned to look at Cara. "And I want you sitting on my face."
Winona kissed us both once more then laid on her back across the mattress. Cara moved to the top of the bed, leaning down and kissing Winona as she pulled the pillows from under her head and tossed them down onto the bedroom floor. She threw a leg over Winona's head, placing her knees on either side as she dropped her ass down slowly, planting her pussy on Winona's face. Winona's arms went around her thighs and Cara's eyes fell instantly shut, moaning softly as Winona started eating her pussy.
I moved into position, watching intently as I lifted Winona's legs off the mattress and placed them against my chest. One hand gripping my cock, the other grabbed onto Winona's thighs as I pressed the tip against the slit of her pussy. Much like Cara, Winona's pussy was soaking wet and a single thrust was all it took to sheathe my cock to the base. Winona moaned from underneath Cara, feeling my cockhead touch her cervix, my balls pressed against her taint.
I stayed like that for a couple of seconds, letting her feel how deep I was, then started to pull back slowly, drawing my cock back out to the tip. Again, like Cara, my cock was practically dripping wet. I was starting to wonder if all women in their mid 50's could generate this much moisture, or if these two were somehow unique. I concluded that I would have to conduct some further research and thought of a few other famous MILFs that I'd like to use as test subjects.
Anyway, I placed a finger under Cara's chin, pulling her in for a kiss as I started to thrust into Winona's pussy. I started off slowly but gained momentum quickly and before I knew it I was more or less going full pelt, giving little regard to Winona's age as I rammed my cock into her slick pink pussy. I didn't hear any complaints from her. Lots of moaning but no complaints.
I pried my lips away from Cara's and grabbed onto the back of her head, staring straight into those big brown eyes as I fucked Winona's pussy.
"Can I taste her pussy, please?" Cara asked me, a grin pulling at the sides of her mouth.
I didn't answer with words, simply tightening my grip on the back of her head and pulling her towards my crotch. I watched as Winona's hands moved up, grabbing onto Cara's ass as I pulled my cock from deep inside her and plucked the tip from her pussy. Cara's mouth was already wide open and I wasted no time in filling it up, slotting my cockhead in between her lips.
I pushed in deep, feeling the tip move past her tonsils and into Cara's throat. Once my cock was all the way in, Cara wrapped her lips around it, her face pressed against my stomach as my balls sat flush with her chin. I kept it there for a moment or two then pulled my cock back slowly. Cara sucked her cheeks in, her mouth creating a vacuum seal as she slurped up Winona's juices.
As I drew my cock back out to the tip, my shaft was practically sparkling clean, not to mention dripping wet as Cara had practically basted it with spit. I retrieved the tip with an audible * POP * then moved it back down to Winona's pussy, rubbing my cockhead against her slit then pushing it deep inside her.
I started to thrust into Winona's pussy, quickly finding my rhythm again as I worked my cock back out to the tip then rammed it back inside her. Cara remained in the same position, poking her tongue out from between her lips and guiding it to Winona's clit. I watched as she started to lick back and forth, flicking her tongue in a side to side motion. Winona's moans increased in volume and I felt her pussy get instantly tighter as I drilled my cock inside her, bottoming out with each new thrust.
It didn't take many to finish her off. A loud scream from underneath Cara and a flood of juices gushed from Winona's pussy. I kept on thrusting as I felt her cum, ramming my cock in as hard as I could as I dicked her through the throes of climax. Winona clawed at Cara's ass cheeks, digging in her fingers with so much force that I'm surprised she didn't break the flesh.
I kept on going 'til her screams gave out then pried my cock from Winona's pussy. Cara peeled her tongue from her clit, eyeing my cock as I gripped it at the base, the shaft coated with Winona's fluids. She parted her lips as I steered it forward, releasing my grip on the base of the shaft and grabbing the back of her head. Her lips closed tightly around my shaft and I put a few thrusts into Cara's mouth. Plucking it free, my cock was slick with Cara's saliva as she climbed back down from Winona's face.
"Lay down," she said with a grin. "I wanna ride that cock."
I waited a moment for Winona to move then laid on my back across the mattress. Winona leaned in and kissed me as Cara moved to the foot of the bed, crawling in between my legs. I felt her tongue press against my balls, then slowly drag along the length of my shaft. Winona peeled her lips from mine and I took a glance down as Cara's tongue moved up to the tip. She flicked her tongue against my cockhead, lapping up the precum that had formed inside my slit. Cara did that several times then spread her lips around my helmet. Her head began to sink down slowly, taking my cock down an inch at a time. Winona had turned to watch as well so I stroked her back to get her attention.


"Come here. Sit on my face."
She didn't need any further encouragement. A leg swung up over my head and she planted her knees either side of me. I looked up, watching in awe as Winona's slick pink pussy sunk down towards my face. I stuck my tongue out, meeting her pussy as she sunk down on top of me and dragging it slowly across her lips. She was still super wet from her previous climax and I relished the taste of Winona's juices as they smeared across my tongue. She tasted amazing and I pushed my tongue into Winona's pussy to scoop out more of her juice.
While all this was happening, Cara's lips were sinking lower. I felt my tip push into her throat and before I knew it Cara's face was on my stomach, locks of hair spilling down and tickling both my hips. I moaned into Winona's pussy, feeling spit drip down my shaft as Cara's face stayed pressed against me, my cockhead twitching as it lodged inside her throat. She kept me there for a beat or two, leaving behind a coat of saliva as she dragged her lips back up to the tip.
Popping it free, Cara grabbed my cock and stroked it, smearing her spit up and down my shaft. I felt the mattress sink either side of me, Cara keeping her grip on my cock as I felt my tip press against her pussy. I pried my tongue from Winona's pussy, moving it slowly towards her clit as Cara sunk down onto my cock. I heard her moan as I slipped inside her, drawing a similar sound from Winona as I started to lap at the nub of her clit. Cara's hand came free from the base and I felt my tip press against her cervix as her tight, wet pussy slid down the length of my shaft.
"Oh my God, that's so deep," I heard her moan, holding that pose for several seconds before she pushed herself back up again.
I felt her pussy drag up to the tip, followed swiftly by a deafening * SMACK * as she dropped herself back down, her ass cheeks crashing against my thighs.
"Oh, JESUS!" she screamed, taking a second to enjoy the sensation then repeating the process all over again.
She quickly fell into a steady rhythm, working her slick pink pussy up and down my girthy shaft. Cara's moans started filling the room, merging with Winona's as I tongued her throbbing clit. It was a shame I couldn't see anything, but the sweet, warm taste of Winona's juices trickling across my tongue as I ate her pussy was a decent consolation. And besides, I was doing a pretty good job of picturing those missing reels. The look on Cara's face as she rode my cock. The way her titties jiggled and bounced. The flexing of her thighs as she used her quads to work her up and down. Honestly, my mind was painting such a vivid picture that I didn't even feel like I was missing anything.
"Can I taste you off him?" Winona asked.
"Why, yes you can," Cara responded.
She stopped riding me almost immediately then lifted herself off my cock. Winona leaned forward, laying her body on top of mine as her tongue pressed against the base of my shaft. She licked it slowly, working her tongue right up to the tip then lapping at my swollen cockhead. I felt her lips spread over my helmet then her mouth started sinking down. I locked my arms around Winona's back, pinning her down on top of me as she took my cock to the base.
She held me there for close to a minute, greedily slurping up Cara's juices as she pulled her head up slowly. My crown popped free from between her lips but I kept my arms wrapped around her back, holding her in that position as Cara sunk back onto my cock. As she took my cock about halfway in, I moved my arms from Winona's back, latching onto Cara's hips to stop her going lower.
I couldn't see what I was doing, of course, but if I'd lined them up correctly, Cara's pussy should've been right in Winona's face. And if the sharp moan from Cara and the tightening of her pussy were anything to go by, it appeared that I'd been successful. I returned my arms to Winona's back, wrapping them around her as I licked her clit, making her moan into Cara's pussy.
I started to buck my hips off the mattress, railing my cock into Cara's pussy. And now that Winona was laying on top of me, I could actually see how Cara reacted. Her eyes were closed, her face the perfect picture of lust as a hand grabbed onto Winona's head, the other pawing at one of her breasts.
My tongue went wild on Winona's clit, flicking against it sharply with perfect pressure and speed. Winona's pussy was leaking profusely, smearing its juice across my lips and chin. Her moans grew louder as she tongued at Cara's clit, clearly not neglecting her duties, even as I licked her harder.
"Oh, fuck, yes! Keep going, baby," Cara moaned out. "You're gonna make me cum on his cock!"
Clearly she was talking to Winona, but I took it as a cue regardless. The pace increased almost instantaneously, loud smacks now filling the room as I drilled into her pussy with a flurry of upward thrusts. I could feel my balls flinging up off the mattress, slapping against her asshole as I rammed my cock inside her. A few more of those and a scream flew forth from Cara's lips.
"Ohhh, FUCK!"
I moved my hands back down to her hips, ramming my cock into her one last time then pulling her down on top of me. Her pussy contracted around my shaft, gripping it tightly as a wave of fluid burst forth from deep inside her, soaking every inch of me. For me, this one was particularly satisfying. Of course, I'm no stranger to getting women off and I pride myself in my ability to do so. But giving multiple orgasms to such a seasoned MILF makes for a particularly shiny badge of honour.
Yet I didn't stop to bask in the glory, and no sooner had Cara started cumming, than I switched my focus to Winona. Opting for a change of tactic, I started to swirl my tongue around her clit, ringing it swiftly in concentric circles. Winona came in a matter of seconds, dark hair spilling down her back as she threw her head up sharply, screaming just as loud as Cara as her climax started pulsing through her.
My tongue kept swirling at the nub of her clit, spinning and spiralling this way and that as juices seeped from Winona's pussy, pouring straight into my mouth. She straightened her back, reaching back to grip my hair as she ground her hips back and forth. Winona peaked in this position, her whole body shaking as she ground her pussy on my outstretched tongue. Her grip on me loosened, a final shudder passing through her body as her climax finally ceased.
"Wow," she purred out softly, taking a moment to regain her senses then climbing back down from on top of me.
Cara had climbed down too, leaving behind a layer of moisture that coated every inch of my shaft. It drew Winona like a beacon. I used my arms to prop myself up, watching Winona as she moved around to the foot of the bed. Winona crawled up between my legs, wrapping her arms around my thighs as she moved her head down towards my cock. She parted her lips as wide as she could, her mouth gaping open as she took my cock inside it.
Winona moved her head down swiftly, taking my cock right down to the base then wrapping her lips around it. All I could see was the top of her head, hair spilling it out from behind her ears and brushing against my stomach. She kept me there for several seconds then started to pull back slowly. I gazed forward, watching intently as my cock was slowly unveiled, now dripping with Winona's spit. She worked her mouth back up to the tip then popped my cock out from between her lips. She gripped the base with one of her hands, smearing her spit up and down my shaft as she jerked my cock with the other.
She grinned at me then turned around, sliding her feet underneath my thighs as she backed up towards my cock. She reached back behind her, gripping my cock at the base again as she pointed the tip at her pussy. She sunk down slowly, a gentle moan escaping her lips as my cockhead slipped inside her. She worked her pussy about halfway down then released her grip on the base of my shaft, placing her hands at the tops of her thighs as she dropped down the rest of the way.
I tipped my head back, moaning softly as Winona's asscheeks pressed against my six pack abs. She was still soaking wet from her previous climax and I could feel her warmth engulfing my shaft as she perched at the end of my torso, my girthy cock embedded inside her. She stayed like that for a couple of seconds then lifted her ass back up again, working her pussy back up to the tip then dropping straight back down. A loud * SMACK * sound echoed off the walls, followed by a moan from Winona as she impaled herself on my cock. She started to ride me hard and fast, asscheeks jiggling as they crashed against my abs.
She reached back behind her, scooping up her lovely dark hair and piling it on top of her head. I gazed in awe at Winona's back, my eyes panning down it and across her creamy white skin. I stuffed a pillow underneath my head, reaching forward with both my hands and latching onto Winona's hips. She rode me harder, aided by me and my muscular arms. Winona's moans increased in volume, as did the resulting smacks as I pulled her ass down into my crotch.
I kept that up for a couple of minutes then decided to switch things up. I lifted her ass back to the tip, tightening my grip on her hips as I held her body in place. I started to thrust my hips off the mattress, ramming my cock up into Winona's tight pussy. Winona threw her head back sharply, letting her hair spill down her back as a loud scream flew forth from between her lips.
"Oh my god! Yes! Fuck me just like that!"
I thrusted harder, sending ripples through Winona's ass as I pounded her with little restraint. Cara moved around in front of her, taking Winona's face in her hands. I could hear them kissing, Winona's moans going into her mouth as she took each upward thrust. She moved across to Winona's neck, winking at me from over her shoulder as she left several kisses on Winona's pale skin.
I couldn't see where her mouth went next but if you want me to guess, I'm going with Winona's tits. And even if that's not where she went, that's what I was picturing. Whatever she was doing, she was doing it well, 'cause Winona's pussy got instantly tighter. I could feel it gripping and clamping my shaft, squeezing my tip to the point of bursting. I could hear Cara kissing something, followed by a louder moan as a violent spasm shot through her body.
"Ohhh, fuck! Yes! Right there!"
I couldn't see where 'there' was, but I guessed it was Winona's clit. And from the way her body reacted, I would say I was on the right lines. Muscles tightened everywhere, most notably in her pelvic region. Winona's pussy was tight already but now it was like a lever was turning, and she seemed to grip me even harder each time I thrust inside.
I could feel myself throbbing in Winona's pussy, my cockhead twitching like it could blow at any second. I had planned on lifting her up off my cock then cumming on both their faces. But it was clear that I wouldn't have time.
"Oh, shit! I'm gonna cum!" I blurted suddenly. It was a warning more than anything, 'cause it was happening one way or another.
Thankfully, Winona had no complaints. In fact, she practically begged me for it.
"Mmm, yes! Cum for me, baby! Cum in my fucking pussy!"
That was all I needed to hear. I pulled her down on top of me, sheathing my cock in her as deep as I possibly could. My cock went off in explosive fashion, dumping a massive load straight into Winona's womb. Feeling my cum in her set her off and she came too almost instantaneously. Her pussy tightened around my shaft, squeezing more cum from the tip. I kept her pinned to the base of my shaft, letting her milk me of every last drop.
Once I was sure that she'd gotten it all, I tightened my grip on Winona's hips and lifted her off my cock. I held her there, keeping her poised just above my cock as Cara moved her head. I couldn't see what happened next 'cause my view was sadly obscured. But I didn't see any cum drip out so it's safe to assume that she did something with it. What that was, I'll leave up to you.
The girls took a shower to clean themselves up. I kept up the pretense of being a pool boy, going back out to finish my duties. Winona came back downstairs just as I was leaving. She asked me when I was coming back and I gave her my number so she could contact me directly. You know, in case her pool needed an extra cleaning.
Needless to say, I've been back every week (always when her partner is out), even from September when I was supposed to be back at college. As far as I'm aware she still thinks I'm an actual pool boy. I considered coming clean on my second visit but decided to keep up the ruse. What can I say? Acting is a lot of fun.
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August, 2025
Birthdays. They've played a pretty big role in my career over the years; if what I do can be considered a career. I mean, I get paid for it and all but the word 'career' implies some kind of work, and fucking gorgeous women day in, day out definitely doesn't feel like work. Though with the amount of thrusts I get through in a day I supposed it might qualify as manual labour?
Anyway, birthdays. Not only have they played a big role in my 'career' but they've given me some very fond memories. The first time I had sex with more than two women was at someone's birthday. Alison Brie's to be exact, and it was actually with six women. Not that I'm bragging or anything. OK, maybe I am. My first trip with a woman (in this case, two women- Jessica Chastain and Anne Hathaway) was for someone's birthday. And (bit more left field this one, but bear with me), the first time my cock got slathered in cake was also on someone's birthday (Hannah Waddingham).
That was all field work (for want of a better word), but my hotel has seen its share of birthdays too. In fact, some of my longest-standing guests stop by here every year. Sometimes they're on their own; sometimes with a friend; and sometimes they throw full on parties. Jessica would fall into this category. As would Hayley Atwell, Christina Hendricks and, case in point, Anna Kendrick.
Believe it or not, Anna turned 40 this previous August. I know; I was as surprised as you are. She'd stopped by on her birthday the past two years (the first time on her own, the second with Blake Lively), and this time was no exception. But since this year was something of a milestone, I kinda expected her to go all out. I mean, she definitely knew enough girls for a party. I knew that for a fact, 'cause she'd brought most of them by here before. Blake, Alison, Aubrey; the list goes on.
But Anna decided to keep it low key. Just dinner for her, myself and two of her friends: Brittany Snow and Anna Camp. Both of these women had been here before.
Anyway, I was a little disappointed that I wouldn't be fucking six or seven women, but knowing how long the three of them could go (especially when they were together) it would definitely feel like I was fucking seven women. Or maybe even more than that. They came by around 6pm. All were dressed quite formally with Anna K in a short pink dress, Brittany in a white button up dress and Anna C in a longer pink dress and cowboy boots.
Dinner was almost ready when they got here and by the time I'd greeted them all, wished Anna a happy birthday and poured us all a glass of wine, it was time for me to set the table. I'd knocked up a dish of crab mac & cheese. Mac & cheese is Anna's favourite, and as a Maine girl she obviously loves her seafood, so I figured why not combine the two? Don't wanna brag, but it turned out pretty good.
The dinnertime conversation largely revolved around Anna's birthday, with her regaling us with all the things she'd got up to and all the gifts she'd been given. It sounded like a good few days.
"But you saved the best for last, right?" Brittany asked her, scooping up a forkful of crab mac & cheese and slipping it into her mouth.
"Oh, of course. Nothing like a three course meal," Anna K grinned, pointing first at Brittany and Anna C, then finally at myself.
Anna C gasped, her mouth hanging open in a faux-shocked expression. "So we're the starters?!"
"I'd say you're more the side dishes," said Anna K, her grin stretched even wider.
Anna C looked across at Brittany, her mouth still hanging open. She was very good at pretending to be offended. Either that or she actually was. "That fucking bitch!" She looked back at Anna K, pointing a finger at Brittany and then at herself. "We're the main course." Finally, she pointed at me. "He's the dessert."
"Hey, as long as I'm getting eaten, I don't care what I am," Brittany quipped, taking a sip from her glass of wine.
"I think you've been eaten enough over the last few weeks," I said with a smirk, drawing laughs from both her friends.
"Who's been eating you, Brit?" Anna K asked her. "Just him or someone else?"
"Malin," Brittany admitted, blushing as she took another swig.
"Oh, wow!" said Anna C. "Now that's what I call method acting."
"Exactly," said Brittany. "We're getting ready for season two."
Anna K laughed. "Has that even been announced yet?"
"No, but it's good to be prepared, right?"
"Right," said Anna K. "So where does Tyler come into it?"
Brittany shrugged. "There might be a threesome scene."
Both Annas fell about laughing. "Good to be prepared, I guess," said Anna C.
"Well, we're very prepared now," Brittany quipped, drawing more laughter.
"Oh, really?" asked Anna K.
"Mmhmm," said Brittany. "I've been learning a lot."
"I bet you have," Anna K snickered. "Maybe you could pass it onto us."
"Right now?" Brittany asked, then looked across at me. "Isn't there dessert?"
"Remember?" said Anna C, stroking my arm. "He is the dessert."
The girls laughed again.
"Well, I'm definitely ready for my dessert," said Anna K. "How about you girls?"
"Mmhmm," said Brittany.
"I've been ready since we got here," said Anna C.
Cue the laughter.
"OK, ladies," said Anna K, "let's eat."
With that, the four of us got up from the table and Anna K led us through the house. The fact that we were in my house didn't seem to bother her; Anna always took point on things like this.
We piled into the master bedroom and by the time I'd closed the door behind us, Brittany and Anna C were already on the bed.
"Come here, birthday girl," Brittany said, looking at Anna K as he beckoned her forward.
Brittany and Anna C moved to the sides of the mattress, making space for Anna K as she moved towards the bed. Anna K kicked off her shoes then climbed onto the bed. She laid back across the mattress, Anna C to right and Brittany on her left. Both girls leaned down to kiss her, with her namesake going first and Brittany going second. I watched intently as the three of them kissed, climbing onto the bed myself and laying on top of the birthday girl.
Brittany peeled her lips from Anna K's and I leaned in to kiss her too, following that up by kissing Brittany then finally Anna C. Turning back to Anna K, I moved down lower to kiss her neck while she made out with Brittany again. I kissed my way past Anna's collarbone, moving down slowly as I shifted back towards the foot of the bed. Anna's dress had a belt around the waist, and once I got that open Anna lifted her back off the bed so Brittany could lower her zipper.
I pulled her dress down slowly, freeing Anna's perky tits. Both her friends went straight towards them, with Anna C licking across one of her nipples while Brittany wrapped her lips around the other. I moved her dress down lower, leaving several kisses on Anna's flat stomach as I pulled it past her hips and legs, tossing it down onto the bedroom floor. I started to kiss up one of her legs, starting at her calf and moving up to the top of her thigh.
I moved up higher, kissing along the waistband of her sheer black panties as I hooked my fingers underneath them. By this point she was moaning softly, both from the attention her tits were getting and with anticipation as I started to lower her panties. I peeled them down her amazing legs then tossed them on top of her dress.
I finally moved in between her legs, wrapping my arms around her thighs and laying my hands on her stomach. Anna's pussy was already wet, which wasn't a surprise, since I've known Anna for two and a half years, and I don't think I've ever seen it dry. I pressed my tongue against her taint and licked along the slit of her pussy, gathering up the juices that had formed on her vaginal lips. As always, she tasted amazing.
I repeated that a few more times then moved my tongue to Anna's clit. Smothering it with my lips, I started to swirl my tongue around it, feeling it stiffen with every rotation. A few of those and her clit was throbbing; louder, more impassioned moans now spilling from between her lips.
"Oooh, she likes that," Brittany grinned, making out with Anna again as I moved my tongue a little faster, spinning and swirling it this way and that.
I could feel her pussy get wetter and wetter, juices leaking from between her lips and smearing across my mouth. My eyes stared forward as I ate her pussy, watching her make out with Brittany as Anna C kept licking her nipple. Anna's technique was similar to mine in that she rolled her tongue around the areola, ringing it slowly in concentric circles.
Anna K was loving the attention, and I could feel her ab muscles flexing in my hands as myself and her girlfriends worked as a team, worshipping her perfect body. Brittany peeled her lips from Anna's and moved down to kiss her neck, allowing her moans to fill the room as I licked her pussy faster, my tongue spiralling like a tornado and whipping her into a frenzy. Anna reached down and grabbed my head, gripping a fistful of hair and tugging at it sharply.
"Mmm, fuck! Yes, right there," she purred out softly, letting her head fall down into the pillows as her moans increased in volume, her clit throbbing harder as I ate her out.
Brittany sensed that she was getting close and moved back down to her remaining breast, sucking on her nipple then grazing it with her teeth. Anna C moved up higher, licking her namesake's earlobe. Speaking straight into her ear, she asked her softly, "you gonna cum for us, birthday girl?"
Anna K nodded, seemingly unable to formulate speech as Brittany's teeth kept grazing her nipple, my tongue still spinning around her clit.
"Answer me," said Anna C. "I said 'are you going to cum?'."
"Yes!" said Anna K. "I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!"
A few more licks and she did just that. A loud moan flew forth from her lips and she tightened her grip on the back of my head as the feeling started pulsing through her.
"Yes, come on, baby," Anna C grinned. "Cum on that face. Drown him with your juices."
She grabbed my head as well, making sure I stayed where I was as cum started gushing from Anna's tight pussy, pouring into my mouth as my tongue kept moving faster. I kept on licking 'til her voice gave out then peeled my tongue from Anna's clit.
"Good girl," said Anna C, taking Anna's face in hers and leaning in to kiss her.
"My turn," said Brittany, peeling her lips from Anna's nipple then moving to the end of the bed.
I stepped down off the mattress to give her some space then moved around to the side of the bed. I stripped out of my clothes, leaving them in a heap on the floor as I climbed back onto the bed, kneeling next to Anna K.
"Oooh, what do we have here?" said Anna C, spotting my rock hard cock.
Anna K turned around to face me, her blue eyes bulging as my cock pointed right at her face. She poked her tongue out and licked at the head, lapping up the precum that was already forming there. Anna C leaned in to join her and before I knew it, two sprightly tongues were lapping at the tip of my prick.
As both the Annas started licking my cock, I glanced to my right where Brittany was teasing the birthday girl, kissing along the inside of her thigh. Brittany looked up from between her legs, grinning at me as she moved up higher, pressing her tongue against Anna's wet snatch. She dragged her tongue along the slit of her pussy, moving up to her clit then pulling it away from her. At first I just thought she was teasing her more, but then she brought a hand to her mouth, slipping two fingers in between her lips.
Wetting them with spit, she pressed the tips against Anna's slit, rubbing them against her pussy then pushing them both inside her. Anna moaned against my cock as Brittany's fingers slid inside her, sinking down to the second knuckle. I couldn't see what she was doing with them but if Anna's moans were anything to go by then I'd say she'd probably curled them upwards, trying to find her g-spot. Besides, I knew that was her method of choice from when she taught Malin how to do it. But that's a story for another time.
Her tongue went back to Anna's clit and she moaned out louder against my cock as she began to drag her tongue down slowly, working it down to the base. She started to lick my cock back and forth, sliding her tongue along the underside. It felt amazing and I even felt my cockhead twitch as Anna C's lips started spreading around it, lapping at the slit with her tongue as she took me inside her mouth.
Anna K's tongue moved down to my balls, licking across them several times then taking one into her mouth. Anna C started bobbing her head, taking my cock down deeper as her namesake suckled on my swollen nut, dousing it in warm saliva. I lifted my head up, moaning slightly as I felt the tip of my rock hard cock push its way past Anna's tonsils. I placed my hand at the back of her head, getting a firm grip on her as I pushed my cock in the rest of the way. I felt my tip push into her throat, then my balls pressed against her chin as her lips wrapped around the base of my shaft.
I held her there for a couple of seconds, feeling her tongue lap against the underside as she held me in her mouth and throat. I released my grip on the back of her head and Anna's lips made a hasty retreat, leaving behind a coat of spit as they dragged back up to the tip. I gripped my cock and started jerking, smearing in the spit that Anna had left there. She popped my head from between her lips, poking her tongue out and lapping at my winking slit.
I moved my hand to the base of my shaft and pushed it down towards Anna K. Her lips parted and she took me inside, moaning all the while as Brittany ate her pussy out. Anna's position was a little more awkward and she could only take me about halfway down. But that didn't mean that it didn't feel awesome, especially when Anna C pressed her tongue against the base, licking along the stretch of shaft that Anna couldn't get to.
Anna K's moans started getting louder and as I turned to take a look, Brittany had peeled her lips from her pussy, keeping her tongue outstretched as she flicked it against her clit. I plucked my cockhead from between her lips, allowing her to moan out loud as Brittany's tongue moved back and forth, swiping swiftly across her clit. Anna C moved down to her chest, latching onto one of her nipples and suckling like a newborn babe. All I did was sit there and watch, slowly jerking my spit-slicked cock as Brittany and Anna gave their friend a very special birthday treat.
"Oh, yes, Brit," moaned Anna K, a hand pawing at her remaining breast as she grabbed Brittany's head with the other, combing her fingers through her dyed blonde hair. "Fuck, keep going, baby."
Brittany's tongue started moving faster and Anna came almost instantaneously. Her eyes clamped shut as her mouth came open, almost hyperventilating as a series of short, sharp breaths started pouring out from between her lips. She lifted her feet up, almost locking her thighs around Brittany's head as a second climax coursed through her petite little body.
Her body spasmed then finally went limp, her legs dropping back onto the mattress as her breathing finally steadied. Brittany peeled her tongue from her clit, dragging her tongue along the slit of her pussy as she lapped up Anna's juices. Finally emerging from between her legs, Brittany's lips were wet and sticky as she crawled back up towards Anna's chest. Anna C turned when she saw her coming, pressing her lips against Brittany's then licking all the cum from around her mouth.
"Your turn," said Brittany as their lips came apart, placing a finger under Anna's chin.
"Mmhmm. Saved the best for last," Anna smirked.
She gave Brittany a peck on the lips then moved towards the foot of the bed. As Anna C got into position, Brittany moved to the side of the bed, kneeling beside the birthday girl and leaning in to kiss her. Settling in between her legs, Anna kissed down her namesake's stomach, wrapping her arms around her thighs as she moved her head back slowly. As her upper body shifted backwards, Anna's ass was pushed up higher, drawing my attention as she thrusted it into the air.
I thought her ass looked bigger when she first arrived but seeing it liked that had basically confirmed it. She had definitely gotten thicker since the last time she came here and I was absolutely not complaining. In fact, her ass looked so amazing that I found myself gravitating towards it, like Anna's cheeks had magnets in them. I knew Anna K should get first dibs but I really couldn't help myself.
Before I knew it I was standing behind her, gripping the bottom of Anna's pink dress and pulling it up her legs. She lifted her head up so I could pull it off, adding it to the closet's worth of clothing that had gathered on my bedroom floor. I pulled her panties down to her knees, deciding just to leave them there as I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft and moved it towards her pussy. And yes, she still had her cowboy boots on.
I pressed my tip against Anna's slit, feeling how wet she already was. I waited a moment to see if anyone objected. Anna K and Brittany were too wrapped up in each other to complain about anything, and Anna C has never complained about having my cock inside her and I doubt she ever will. I pushed myself forward without further delay, watching her pussy lips peel themselves open as I steered my cock inside her.
Anna moaned as I fed her the tip, her voice muffled by Anna K's pussy as she started to lick her out. Anna felt as tight as always, but her pussy was so incredibly wet that I was able to sink my cock in deep with little more than a gentle push. I released my grip on the base of my shaft and grabbed onto Anna's big butt. It felt amazing in the palms of my hands, and that extra meat in Anna's cheeks really became apparent as I sheathed my cock inside her, my pelvis pressed up her ass.
I stayed like that for several seconds, feeling my cockhead twitch and spasm as it pressed against her cervix. Then I drew my hips back slowly, noting how wet she'd left my shaft as I pulled my cock back out to the tip. I moved my hands to Anna's hips, getting a firm grip as I threw myself forward, drilling my cock back into her pussy. I didn't hold back, drawing an almost deafening * SMACK * that echoed off the bedroom walls. Anna moaned into Anna K's pussy as I started to pump my hips, pounding her pussy with deep hard thrusts. I looked down, tightening my grip on Anna C's hips as my pelvis crashed against her big, thick ass, sending ripples through both her cheeks.
"Come here. Sit on my face," Anna K said, drawing my attention from her namesake's ass.
I looked up, watching as Brittany took off her clothes, throwing a leg over Anna K then dropping down onto her face. Anna's hands went around her thighs and Brittany's face lit up brightly as Anna started eating her pussy. Brittany sitting on another woman's face was something I've seen a lot of lately. But seeing her straddling a teeny, petite brunette rather than a tall, Swedish blonde was jarring to say the least. Brittany tipped her head back, moaning towards the ceiling as she ran her hands up her flat, toned stomach and cupped her perky tits, playing with her nipples as Anna licked her out.
I watched for a moment then looked back down, enjoying the sight of Anna C's body as she took my long, thick cock. Those plump cheeks were jiggling nicely, blonde hair spilling down between her shoulders as she kept her head between Anna K's thighs, still licking her diligently even as I thrusted harder. That golden hair was calling to me and I couldn't fight the urge to reach out and grab it. I held it like a length of rope, tugging at it sharply as I pulled her head up.


I wrapped my free arm around Anna C's tummy, pulling her back until that perfect thick body was pressed up against my own. I kept my grip on Anna's blonde hair, keeping her head wrenched back as I moved my right hand up to her chest and grabbed onto one of her tits. I thrusted hard, the resulting smacks getting instantly louder as my entire body crashed into the back of hers. And now that her mouth was no longer occupied, Anna's moans got louder as well, quickly devolving to a series of screams as I pumped my hips with greater exertion, fucking her as hard as I could.
"Ohhh, yes! Yeah, yeah, yeah! Fuck me like that!" Anna yelled out, reaching back behind her and grabbing the back of my head.
I took a peek over Anna's shoulder, watching attentively as Brittany leaned forward, laying on top of Anna K and shoving her head in between her legs. Anna grabbed into Brittany's ass, while Brittany's arms wrapped around her thighs, both of them moaning as they ate each other out. It was quite an image and it made my cock throb even harder as I drilled it into Anna C's pussy.
I moved my hand over Anna's stomach, reaching down in between her legs and putting two fingers to the nub of her clit. Her voice got louder as I rubbed her back and forth, her pussy gripping me even tighter. That turned out to be the finishing touch and she hit her peak in a matter of seconds. She threw her head back sharply, flinging blonde hair straight into my face as a wordless scream vaulted free from between her lips.
I rammed my cock into her one last time then buried it deep inside her, keeping it there as I felt her cum. Fluids gushed from Anna's pussy, soaking my shaft as I held it inside her, her muscles gripping the base of my shaft and squeezing my cock to the point of bursting. My hand kept moving on Anna's stiff clit, rubbing back and forth in a blur until her voice gave out completely and her body went limp in my arms.
I peeled my fingers from the nub of her clit but kept my arms wrapped around her body. I was genuinely fearful that if I let her go, she'd flop straight down onto Brittany's back. I gave her a moment to regain her senses then eased my cock from Anna's tight pussy, releasing my grip on her newly-thick body then helping her over to the side of the bed. She laid on her side, using an elbow to prop herself up as she took a well-earned break.
I, however, did nothing of the sort, moving immediately towards Anna K and Brittany. They were still locked in a 69, with Brittany's blonde hair hanging down towards the mattress as she licked Anna's pussy from above. I gave Brittany a tap on the head and she lifted it up without missing a beat. Her mouth came open when she saw my cock, which wasn't surprising 'cause Brittany fucking loves sucking cock. Especially when it's coated in pussy which mine most certainly was.
Really I just wanted her to move out the way, but when a mouth like Brittany's is open in front of me, of course I'm gonna stick my cock in it. I gripped it at the base, grabbing onto the back of her head as it steered my cock in between her lips. Her mouth stayed open, even as my cock moved past her tonsils and pushed into Brittany's throat. My face pressed against her abs and she finally closed her lips around me, wrapping them firmly around the base of my shaft.
She sucked her cheeks in as hard as she could, sealing them tightly around my shaft as I drew my cock back slowly. I'd never felt suction like it. Her mouth was gripping me with so much force that I actually had to fight a little to get my cock back from her. I gripped a fistful of Brittany's hair, literally having to pull her head back so I could pry my helmet from between her lips. Brittany looked up as I plucked it free, her lips curled up in a shit-eating grin. Of course, she'd sucked Anna's pussy off my cock. I'm surprised she didn't suck the skin off it too.
I pressed my tip against Anna's pussy, rubbing it against her several times then pushing it inside her. Like her namesake, Anna K was soaking wet. Probably even more so, since Brittany, Anna and myself had been eating her pussy for the best part of an hour. I pushed in deep, feeling practically zero resistance as I sheathed my cock in Anna's slick pussy. I could feel my balls press against her taint, my cockhead throbbing as it rubbed against her cervix.
I kept it there for close to a minute, letting her feel how deep my cock was. Anna has always got off on that. I think it filled her with a sense of accomplishment, knowing she could take such an oversized dick despite barely topping five foot one. I pulled back slowly, drawing my cock back out to the tip as Brittany lifted her head up. I placed a finger underneath her chin, leaning in to kiss her as I rowed back in, ramming my cock back into Anna's tight pussy.
Anna moaned loudly from underneath Brittany, tightening her grip on her thighs as I started thrusting into her. Brittany peeled her lips from mine, bringing a hand straight up to her mouth and slipping two fingers inside it. Lubing them with spit, she moved her hand down to Anna's pussy and started rubbing her clit. Anna's moans got even louder and her pussy instantly tightened around me as Brittany's fingers danced back and forth, rubbing Anna's clit with perfect pressure and speed.
I lifted Anna's legs off the bed and laid them against my chest. I wrapped my arms around them, using them for leverage as I thrusted harder, pulling myself into Anna's pussy. Loud smacks started filling the room as my six pack crashed into the backs of her thighs.
A few more thrusts and I saw some movement in the corner of my eye. I turned to look, still thrusting almost absentmindedly as Anna C crawled around behind me. I felt her arms wrap around my body, nails lightly grazing my chest as she kissed across my shoulder and up towards my neck. Anna's mouth moved up to my ear, kissing and biting my earlobe.
"That feel good, baby?" Anna asked me, whispering straight into my ear. "You like that tight pussy wrapped around your cock?"
"Uh huh," I said back, scarcely able to say much else as Brittany kept rubbing at Anna K's clit, tightening her pussy like she was turning a lever.
"I bet you do," Anna grinned. "And I know what you'll like even more."
I couldn't see what Anna did next but I felt her lips move slowly downwards as she kissed my back in several places. Between my shoulders. The centre of my spine. The small of my back. Then finally, I felt her face nestle in between my asscheeks, her tongue poking out from her lips and brushing against my butthole.
"Uhh!" I moaned, tipping my head back towards the ceiling as a spasm shot through the length of my shaft, my cockhead twitching as it smacked against Anna K's cervix.
Anna C kept her tongue outstretched as I drilled my cock into her namesake's pussy, licking my ass each time I pulled back. Should go without saying really, but everything about it felt fucking amazing. The nimble movement of Anna C's tongue as it brushed smoothly across my asshole, making my cock throb harder and harder. The tightness and warmth of Anna K's pussy as I sunk my cock into it, going balls deep each time I did. And with the way that Brittany was rubbing her clit, Anna's pussy seemed tighter and wetter every time I thrust inside it. Needless to say, I was getting very worked up, very fucking quickly.
I put a few more thrusts into Anna's wet pussy then pulled my cock back out again. I gripped my cock at the base, the shaft visibly throbbing as Brittany dipped her head down, parting those perfect lips. I steered my cock into Brittany's mouth, sinking right down to the base of my shaft, just as I had before. Brittany sucked me in much the same way, her cheeks forming a vacuum seal as she pulled her lips back slowly. Only this time, Anna C's face was in my asscrack. And when I say in there, I mean right fucking in there. I took a quick look back over my shoulder and all I could see was the top of her head. I felt her tongue press against my taint and she dragged it slooowly across my asshole.
"Oh my God," I moaned out softly.
I reached back with one hand, grabbing the back of Anna's head while I grabbed onto Brittany's with the other. Brittany's lips had pulled back to the tip, but when she felt me push against the back of her head, she took me straight back down again. My tip pushed through into Brittany's throat and I was amazed by the ease with which it did so. Brittany essentially swallowed me whole, not even flinching as I pulled her down to the base of my shaft and pinned her against my stomach.
Anna's tongue kept moving slowly, brushing against my asshole with the perfect amount of pressure. I could feel how hard my cock was throbbing, precum leaking from the tip of my prick and dripping down Brittany's throat. I was hoping that this might have cooled me off after fucking Anna's pussy, but I honestly think this was even worse. Or better, depending on how you look at it.
I could feel my cockhead twitching, my balls swelling as they pressed against Brittany's chin. I was going to cum, that much was clear. I could have done it in Brittany's throat (in fact, I was doing all I could to keep from doing that), but since this was Anna's big day, I thought it only right that I give the woman of the hour a special birthday gift. I tightened my grip on Anna C and Brittany, clutching two fistfuls of bright blonde hair as I pulled their heads in opposite directions. Anna's face popped free from my ass and I could hear her gasping for breath behind me as I pulled Brittany's head back, her lips dragging along my shaft.
My cock was dripping as I plucked it free, gripping it tightly at the base of the shaft as I moved it back towards Anna K's pussy. I pressed my helmet against her slit and shoved it back inside her. I thrusted hard, railing my cock into Anna's wet pussy with an immediate sense of urgency. Brittany's fingers went back to her clit and Anna C's tongue went back to my asshole, ensuring that my imminent climax was brought on even quicker.
And well...it worked. All I managed was a handful of thrusts before a particularly violent spasm shot through my cock like electric current. I buried it deep into Anna's pussy, my cockhead ready to shoot its goo as it twitched and throbbed against her cervix. Anna C shoved her face in my ass and a single lick across my asshole was all that was needed to finish me off.
"Aww, fuck!" I moaned out loudly, throwing my head back as my dick went off in explosive fashion.
A thick load shot out from the tip, flooding straight into Anna's womb. Brittany kept rubbing at the nub of her clit and Anna came too just a few seconds later, moaning just as loudly as me as orgasmic pleasure started coursing through her. Her pussy tightened around my shaft, squeezing more cum from my swollen balls. Brittany rubbed her the whole way through it, and between that and Anna still licking my ass, I was starting to wonder if I'd ever stop cumming. Just when I thought I'd run out of juice, Anna K's muscles would squeeze my shaft or Anna C's tongue would brush my asshole and more spunk would come shooting out.
After almost a minute of non-stop cumming, my balls were finally empty. I took a moment to regain my composure then pulled my cock out slowly. I moved to the side and Anna C moved in to replace me, inching forward with her tongue outstretched as my cum started leaking from her namesake's pussy. She pressed her tongue against Anna K's taint, catching some of my spunk on it then pulling it back into her mouth. She lifted her head up, holding my cum in between her cheeks as Brittany grabbed the sides of her face, pulling her in for a big, sloppy kiss.
Their lips came apart and both of them swallowed what they had in their mouths. Brittany dipped her head back down, running her tongue along Anna K's pussy, while Anna C licked the rest of my spunk from the bedsheets. By the time they were finished, you wouldn't have even known I'd cum.
My cock was red from overuse and I thought very briefly about taking a break. But the sight of Brittany's perfect ass as it perched on top of Anna's face was all it took to make me change my mind. I moved with haste, scurrying towards the headboard as I moved into position. I gripped my cock as I knelt behind Brittany, grabbing onto one of her hips.
Brittany'd had to wait a while and as I steered my cock inside her, her desperation was almost palpable. Brittany has never had much patience so I'm surprised that she made it this long without pulling half her hair out. She gasped loudly, blonde hair cascading down her back as she threw her head up sharply.
I uncurled my fingers from the base of my shaft and grabbed her other hip, the tip of my cock now perched inside her. I gave a brief thought to easing it in but quickly changed my mind. I tightened my grip on Brittany's hips and threw myself forward as hard as I could.
"Oh, JESUS!" Brittany screamed, a loud * SMACK * sound filling the room as my pelvis crashed into her tight toned ass.
I couldn't see her face, of course, but I could vividly picture Brittany's expression: shock and lust with a 20-80 split. Or maybe 10-90.
I started to fuck her hard and deep, drawing my cock back out to the tip then ramming it back inside her. My heavy balls were swinging back and forth, and I felt Anna's tongue start brushing against them as I pounded her friend on top of her.
Anna C moved out from in front of her and crawled around to the side of the bed. She knelt beside Brittany, looking at me with an impish grin as she slid her tongue along her upper lip. I knew what she wanted, but I had a better idea.
"Come here," I said, patting the small of Brittany's back.
Anna moved closer, resting her chin against Brittany's back, mouth wide open and tongue outstretched.
"Mm-mm." I shook my head, patting Brittany's back again. "Put your ass here."
Anna's grin grew even wider as she lifted her head up, raising a leg as she turned around and lifting it over Brittany's back. Anna planted her boots on the mattress, leaning forward and squatting down until she was basically lying on top of her. I released my grip on Brittany's hips and grabbed onto Anna's instead. I gave Brittany a few more thrusts then lifted my cock up a few inches higher, shoving it straight into Anna.
"Oh, FUCK! YES!" Anna yelled out, moaning loudly as I started thrusting.
Brittany's moans continued too. I couldn't see why but if I had to guess, I'd say that Anna K was licking her pussy. And even if she wasn't doing that, that's what I was picturing. Brittany turned her head to the side and Anna C kissed her from over her shoulder, moaning into her mouth as I pounded her tight pink pussy.
A handful of thrusts and I switched back to Brittany, keeping my hands on Anna C's hips as I rammed my cock into the blonde underneath her. The resulting smacks grew louder and louder, my hips now crashing into Brittany's ass while my sternum slapped against Anna's, her cheeks jiggling with each new thrust.
I put a few thrusts into Brittany's pussy then pulled my cock back out again. Now coated with two girls' juices, my cock was in need of a clean. I dipped down lower, pointing my cock towards Anna K's mouth. She parted her lips when she saw it coming, taking it in her mouth as I pushed it down lower. The position was a little bit awkward and she could only take about half my shaft. But that didn't mean that it didn't feel great, especially when her sprightly tongue swirled around the tip of my prick. I let her suck it for a few more seconds then plucked my cock from between her lips, stuffing it back into Brittany's pussy.
I kept that up for several minutes, working my way up and down to the stack. I seamlessly switched from pussy to pussy, using Anna's mouth to clean my throbbing cock off. A few more cycles and the girls dispersed. The Annas moved to the sides of the bed while Brittany moved to the edge, looking at me with a filthy grin as she patted her hand on the mattress.
I knew what she wanted me to do and I was more than happy to oblige her. I laid back across the mattress, with Brittany in between my legs and the Annas kneeling face to face, one of either side of me. My cock was hard as a rock, coated in a mixture of pussy and saliva as it pointed up at the bedroom ceiling. The girls moved towards it, converging on it from every angle.
Three tongues pressed against the base; Brittany's on the underside, Anna C's on the right side and Anna K's on the left. The girls raised their heads up slowly, dragging their tongues along my shaft in perfect synchronicity. My eyes clamped shut and I tipped my head back, moaning softly as I gripped onto the bedsheets. It felt amazing, pleasure coursing through my body as three slick tongues slowly climbed my twitching pole, licking up the various fluids that were smeared all along my shaft. By the time I opened my eyes again, all three girls had reached the tip, tongues brushing against each other as they licked my swollen cockhead.
Brittany gripped my cock, holding it tightly at the base of the shaft as she pointed it at the birthday girl. Anna took me inside her mouth and sunk her head down smoothly, taking my cock down inch at a time until her lips touched Brittany's fingers. She held me there for a couple of seconds then dragged her lips back slowly, plucking me free with an audible * POP *.
Brittany kept her grip on the shaft, pointing my cock towards Anna C. Sinking her head down, she copied her namesake almost to a T. She took my cock down as deep as she could, holding me there for a beat or two then pulling back up to the tip. Brittany stroked my cock up and down, smearing in the spit that the Annas had left there before taking a turn herself. She passed me around for another round of sucking then gripped me with both her hands, clamping one to the base of my shaft while she jerked me off with the other.
"OK," she said with a grin, "I need to sit on this cock."
The Annas moved to give her some room, Anna C moving up towards the headboard while Anna K went between my legs. Anna C knelt down beside me, leaning over and kissing my lips.
"Would it be OK if I sat on your face?" she asked me, a hand on my cheek as she lifted her head up.
I rolled my eyes. "Come on, this is me you're talking to."
Anna smirked, throwing a leg over me and planting her knees either side of my head. I looked up, getting an eyeful of Anna's thick ass as she dropped her hips down slowly, parking her pussy on top of my face. I poked my tongue out from between my lips, guiding it straight to the nub of her clit. Anna moaned as I started licking, and though I couldn't see her face, I had no trouble in picturing her reaction. Mouth open. Eyes closed. Head tipped back. Hands pawing at her perky tits. My mind was painting quite a picture.
I felt the mattress sink either side of me as Brittany straddled my waist, reaching back to grab my cock and rubbing the tip on her pussy. My cockhead twitched as I felt her wetness, her pussy ready to devour every inch. Brittany proceeded to do just that, releasing her grip on the base of my shaft as she sunk her ass down slowly. She took my cock down inch by inch, moaning louder the deeper I went. My cock was throbbing as she took it inside her. Brittany's pussy is always amazing; tight, warm and wet as can be. Yet somehow the feeling of her taking my cock without being able to see it made it feel that little bit better.
I felt her ass touch down on my thighs and she held the pose for a couple of seconds. My tip was pressed up against her cervix and Brittany's muscles were squeezing me hard, making me moan into Anna's pussy. Then I felt her slide back up, those tight, gripping pussy lips dragging up the length of my shaft until she only had the tip inside her. Then she dropped back down. I moaned again, a violent spasm shooting through my cock as Brittany's pussy swallowed up my entire shaft. A loud * SMACK * echoed around my bedroom as Brittany's ass crashed down hard on the tops of my thighs.


"Ohhh, FUCK!" Brittany screamed, her voice loud and shrill.
She rode me with immediate vigour, working her ass to the tip of my cock then dropping it straight back down. I kept my focus on Anna C's pussy, allowing Brittany to use my cock while I tongued at Anna's clit. I changed technique, switching from a short, sharp flicking motion to a longer, drawn out swirl. Her moans grew louder and her pussy started leaking profusely as my tongue moved slowly around her clit, twisting and turning every which way.
"Mmm, yes! That's it, baby. Right there," Anna moaned out.
Her hands reached down and grabbed my wrists, squeezing them tightly as I licked her out. I could feel her juices start coating my lips, trickling down the length of my tongue and igniting every taste bud. She tasted amazing and it only made me want to lick her harder, itching for that final payoff.
Then I felt a different sensation as Anna K's unmistakeable lips wrapped around one of my balls. I could feel my scrotum stretching out as she pulled my teste away from the other, dousing it in warm saliva. She released it with an audible * POP * and I could almost feel it springing back into position as she switched to the other ball. By the time she was done with them, both my nuts were drenched in spit.
"Gimme that cock," I heard her say. "I want to taste you off him."
Brittany pulled back up to the top, allowing Anna to grip my cock and pry the tip from her pussy. She tilted my cock back towards her mouth, keeping her hand gripped tight to the base as she sunk her lips down onto it. She took me down as deep as she could, her lips wrapping firmly around it as she pulled her lips back slowly, greedily cleaning off Brittany's juices.
My cock popped free from between her lips then I felt a heavy drop of spit drip down onto my swollen head. One hand stayed at the base of my shaft, the other gripping just below my tip. Anna proceeded to stroke my cock, smearing in her spittle as she pumped her fist up and down my shaft.
She jerked my cock about five or six times then pointed it back at Brittany, keeping it steady as she slid down onto it. Anna released her grip on my shaft as Brittany sunk back down to the base. It didn't take long to refind her rhythm and within a few seconds Brittany was riding me as hard as she could.
"Oh my God! Yes, keep going!" Anna C moaned. "Fuck, I''m gonna cum on your face."
She leaned back slightly, reaching behind her and grabbing my hair. She gave a sharp tug, pulling me deeper into that juicy, thick ass. A few more swirls of my talented tongue and Anna made good on her promise. She came hard, her entire body shaking above me as cum gushed forth from her tight pink pussy, coating my lips and tongue. She tightened her grip on my hair, nearly pulling a big clump right out of my head as my tongue kept spinning around her clit, licking her through the throes of climax.
Her orgasm peaked and her moans started fading out, giving way to some gentle panting as she started to recover. Her grip on me loosened and I pried my head back out of her ass, keeping my tongue outstretched as I ran it slowly along the slit of her pussy, licking up the excess fluid.
I unwrapped my arms from around her thighs and Anna climbed down off my face. But I wasn't finished yet. I reached out without a second's delay, wrapping my arms around Brittany's back and pulling her down on top of me. Brittany yelped as I dragged her down, mashing her lips up against my own and kissing me aggressively. I moved my hands down to Brittany's ass, gripping onto her tight, toned cheeks and pulling them both apart.
Anna K's tongue pressed against my balls, licking up to the base of my shaft then dragging along the underside. Brittany peeled her lips from mine, her eyes bulging as her wet pussy tightened around the width of my shaft. I had an idea where Anna's tongue had gone next and Brittany confirmed it a few seconds later.
"Oh, fuck! Yes, Anna! Lick my asshole, baby!"
I started to buck my hips off the mattress, ramming my cock into Brittany's pussy with a flurry of upward thrusts. It didn't take many to finish her off. I sheathed my cock in her perfect pussy, feeling her muscles squeeze it tight as Brittany started cumming. She craned her head back, neck veins popping as her muscles tensed, her face turning slightly red. I could feel her juice running down my shaft, soaking me from base to tip.
Her orgasm peaked and she dropped her head down, a look of pure pleasure now spread across her face. She leaned in and kissed me, lifting her ass up slightly so only my tip was still inside her. The next thing I felt was Anna's tongue, pressing against the base of my shaft then licking along the underside, lapping up Brittany's juices.
She repeated that a couple more times then gripped my cock at the base of the shaft, prying the tip from Brittany's pussy. Brittany climbed down from on top of me, allowing me to watch as Anna gripped my cock with both hands. She started at the top, poking her tongue out from between her lips and swirling it around my cockhead. She parted her lips and leaned in slowly, ready to wrap them around my cock. Then, at the very last second, Anna had a change of heart.
"Actually, why don't you stand up?" Anna suggested, lifting her head up as she knelt at the edge of the bed.
"Sure," I shrugged.
I stepped down off the mattress, scurrying around to the side of the bed until I was standing at the end of it. Anna turned, grabbing my cock with both hands again as she sat on the edge of the bed. Anna gazed up as she poked her tongue out, licking slowly across my helmet. She smacked her lips together, getting a taste of my precum as it mixed with Brittany's wetness. Anna clearly liked the taste and she went back in for more, licking my cockhead a few more times then wrapping her lips around it.
Anna C crawled up behind her, kissing across her namesake's shoulders as she watched her suck my cock. Brittany, meanwhile, climbed down from the bed, wrapping her arms around my body as she moved around behind me. She started at my abs, nails lightly grazing my skin as her hands ran slowly up my chiselled torso. She kissed my neck, continuing down the length of my spine as she slowly dropped down to her knees. I felt her hands grab onto my ass, prising both my cheeks apart then shoving her face inside it.
"Ugh!" I moaned, my crown twitching in Anna's mouth as Brittany's tongue pressed against my asshole.
I looked back over my shoulder, seeing little more than the top of Brittany's head, both arms tucked behind her back. By the time I turned back 'round, Anna's hands had left my shaft, now grabbing onto both my hips as she moved her head in closer. I felt my tip push past her tonsils, my twitching cockhead leaking profusely as it slid into Anna's throat. Anna reached around and grabbed my asscheeks, using them for leverage as she pulled herself closer, taking the last few inches.
My shot back, moaning towards the bedroom ceiling as Anna's face pressed against my stomach, my cock now throbbing as it lodged in her mouth and throat. She held me there for several seconds then pulled her head back slowly, dragging her lips back up to my helmet. Anna's lips locked tightly around it, using her tongue to tease my slit.
While she was doing that, Anna C crawled out from behind her, moving right up to the edge of the bed and wrapping her lips around the base of my shaft. Anna K popped me from her lips then moved into the same position. Before I knew it, the two of them were face to face, twin sets of soft pink lips latched onto the base of my shaft.
My hands moved down, almost instinctively. I grabbed onto the back of their heads, holding them still as I started trusting. They poked their tongues out, lapping at the underside as my dick slid back and forth, sawing between their perfect mouths. Brittany kept her tongue outstretched, rewarding each thrust with a lick of my asshole. I'm not sure I have the wordpower to describe how great it felt, so I'll just say this: holy fucking shit!
I kept that up for a couple of minutes. I could've kept it up all night, quite frankly, but Anna K was getting antsy. She'd been playing with her pussy for some time now and clearly she was itching for more. I reached back behind me, easing Brittany's head back as I pulled my cock back slowly.
I looked at Anna K, curling my finger as I beckoned her towards me. Anna grinned as she moved in closer, grabbing onto the back of my head and pulling me in for a kiss. Anna's fingers ran through my hair, her other hand now stroking my cock as we started making out. I wrapped my arms around the small of her back, squatting slightly as I slid my hands down and grabbed the backs of her thighs.
I got a firm grip on Anna's quads, counting to three inside my head then lifting her into the air. Our lips came apart and Anna gave an excited yelp as she wrapped her arms around my neck. Anna loves being held up like this, and since her body's so small and petite, I barely had to flex my muscles. I turned on my heels, walking the two of us away from the bed. I reached down and grabbed my cock, holding her up with a single hand as I pointed the tip at her pussy. I lowered her slowly, Anna's wetness engulfing my helmet as I slipped my cock inside her.
"Here, allow me," came a voice from in front.
Brittany had moved around behind Anna, offering her assistance as she gripped onto the base of my shaft. I moved my hand back to Anna's thigh, Brittany holding my cock nice and steady as I dropped her further down. Once my cock was halfway in, Brittany's hand came free from my shaft, allowing me to sink her the rest of the way. I did just that, lowering her down until the backs of Anna's thighs were pressed against the tops of mine. Anna moaned then kissed me again, my entire cock now sheathed in her pussy.
I held her there for a couple of seconds then lifted her back up slowly. Brittany pressed her tongue to the base then licked along the underside, tasting the coat of juices that Anna's pussy had left on my shaft. Brittany did that a couple more times then wrapped her lips around one of my balls, sucking on it greedily then switching across to the other.
Anna peeled her lips from mine, looking at me with an excited grin; she knew what was coming next. I held her there for a few more seconds, letting the tension build up further then finally giving in. My grip on her loosened almost entirely to the point that I was barely holding her. Anna plummeted down my shaft, only stopping when I tightened my grip, just before she reached the base. It was almost like I'd dropped something and caught it before it hit the floor.
"OH MY GOD!" Anna screamed out, throwing her head back sharply as I impaled her pussy on my long, thick cock.
I lifted her back up again, suddenly feeling a new sensation as Anna C crawled around behind me. She grabbed my asscheeks, using her fingers to pry them apart then shoving her face in between them. I felt her tongue press against my ass and a spasm shot through my entire body. I'd been holding Anna K like she weighed next to nothing, but suddenly I could feel every pound of her as my muscles all but turned to jelly, my legs almost buckling beneath me.
I lifted and dropped her a few more times then decided to switch things up. I strengthened my grip on the backs of her thighs, lifting her up to the tip of my prick and holding her there as I started thrusting. She unwrapped her arms from around my neck, gripping it with both her hands as she let her upper body fall back away from mine. Her head tipped back, brown hair spilling down towards the floor as she hung there loosely, practically swinging from my neck.
I moved my hands up, grabbing her back for better support. Anna C helped by grabbing her calves. Keeping her tongue outstretched, Anna continued to lick my ass, dragging it across my sphincter every time I pulled my hips back. That wasn't as helpful, but hey...I certainly wasn't complaining. Brittany helped out too, grabbing the backs of Anna K's thighs. What can I say? It was a team effort. I felt Anna's pussy tighten around me and suspected that Brittany had something to do with it. Turns out I was right.
"Oh, yes! Lick my ass! Lick my ass!" Anna moaned frantically, her arms beginning to shake.
I went at her harder, tightening my grip on her back as I rammed into her pussy with shorter, quicker thrusts. Brittany's tongue had her right at the edge and it didn't take many to finish the job. I buried my cock into Anna's tight pussy, keeping it inside her as her orgasm hit.
"OHHH, FUUUCCCKKK!!! YES!!!" Anna yelled, closing her eyes as she lifted her head up, a look of sheer ecstasy now plastered across her face.
Her pussy kept tightening around my shaft, like she was trying to squeeze my cum out. And with the aid of Anna C's tongue still dragging across my asshole, the birthday girl was almost successful. My arms were starting to shake and I felt like if I didn't put her down soon, I was going to drop her on Brittany's head. I couldn't wait any longer. I lifted Anna up off of my cock and placed her back down on the floor. I wasn't even sure if she'd finished cumming yet.
But if her orgasm had been cut short, Anna didn't have any complaints. She simply dropped straight down to the floor, kneeling beside Brittany with my now visibly twitching cock, pointed right at their faces. Anna C moved around from behind me and soon all three were lined up in front, Anna K in the middle, Anna C on her right and Brittany on her left. Cheeks pressed together, three sets of gorgeous eyes all stared up at once as Anna C reached out a hand and cupped my swollen balls.
"Cum for us," she said with a grin. "Empty these fucking balls!"
I didn't need any further encouragement, gripping my cock at the base of the shaft. I started to jerk it and within a few strokes, all three women had got what they wanted. I started off with Anna K, jerking out a hot rope of cum that hit her full in the face. It left behind a lengthy streak, stretching from the bridge of her nose, right the way down to her chin. Next, I pointed my cock at Brittany. I aimed a little higher this time, shooting out another thick rope that covered one of her eyes, stretching across her forehead and even messing her hair. Last but not least was Anna C. Anna continued to squeeze my balls, milking them hard as I stroked my cock, jerking out whatever was left and peppering her skin in various places.
"Oh, wow!" said Anna C, ginning as she looked at her friends. "I guess it was everyone's birthday today."
"Especially mine," I said with a sigh, making the ladies laugh.
To wrap things up, the girls passed my cock back and forth, taking turns to suck at the tip. Once they were done we all got dressed and headed back downstairs. I fixed us some dessert (actual dessert this time) and opened another bottle of wine. Once we'd finished the bottle Anna C and Brittany left, leaving me alone with the birthday girl.
"So what should we do now?" Anna asked me once we'd waved her friends goodbye. "Watch a movie? We could open another bottle of wine."
"Mm-mm. Come with me," I said. I grabbed one of Anna's wrists and led her across the room. "I've got a surprise for you."
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I took Anna upstairs to one of the guest rooms, where my birthday surprise was already set up. Both of us were in our cosy clothes; myself in a t-shirt and sweatpants and Anna in a cami and a pair of cotton panties. As I led her into the room, Anna spotted it straight away. My video camera (actually, technically it's Jessica Chastain's video camera, but she keeps it at my house; she allows me to use it as much as I want, with the proviso that I show her everything I record with it) was hooked up to a large TV, the menu displayed on screen.
"That's your surprise?" she asked. "You want to film us?"
She didn't sound too impressed and understandably so, since filming ourselves fucking was something we did almost every other month.
"Mm mm." I shook my head, pointing across to the king size bed. "Take a seat."
Anna climbed up onto the bed, resting against the padded headboard with her petite legs stretched out across the mattress. I grabbed the little remote that came with the camera then joined her on the bed, sitting beside her as I cycled through the menu. I navigated through to the camera's library then started flicking through the clips. Anna recognised a lot of them; some that we had watched together and some that she was in herself.
I scrolled right through to the end of the list, landing on a clip that I'd shot just a few weeks prior. From the thumbnail that the camera displayed, a simple shot of my bedroom door, the clip didn't look like much. I chose that frame intentionally, as any that came later would have spoiled the surprise.
"Ready?" I asked her, my finger hovering over the play button.
Anna laughed. "Well, I don't know what I'm watching here, but sure, lay it on me."
I hit play and the video started. As the thumbnail showed, the video opened on my bedroom door. I was behind the camera and you could see my arm creep into frame as I reached out to push it open. As the door swung open, I pointed the camera back down at the floor, hoping to build suspense. But as I looked at Anna and gauged her reaction, it seemed that all I'd built was a sense of confusion.
"What the fuck is this?" she laughed. "Why am I looking at your feet right now?"
"Wait for it," I responded swiftly, looking back at the screen as the camera started panning upwards.
The corner of the mattress came into frame, followed by my bedsheets as I slowly panned to the centre of the bed. More bare feet, these ones darker in skin tone with nails that were painted red. The camera moved slowly, along a pair of long, thick, ebony-skinned legs.
"Oh my God," said Anna.
The camera kept moving past the slit of a shaven pussy, past a curvy chocolate torso and up to a huge pair of breasts.
"Is that...?"
*
OK, sorry to interrupt but we need a little backstory here. I first met Anna at Alison Brie's birthday party way back in December 2022. After fucking the pair of them (and four more women besides), I got Anna's number and she came back for more the following month. Then again the month after that. Then again the month after that. And then...well you get the idea. After a few visits Anna wanted to take things further so she started bringing friends along. Blake was first, followed by Aubrey (though we already knew each other), then the two women from the previous chapter.
I know this is starting to sound like bragging (and honestly, it kind of is), but bear with me here; I'm telling you this for a reason. One night, and I can't remember how the subject came up, but Anna asked me about celebrity crushes.
"You," I said with a grin. "You're my celebrity crush."
"Well, of course I am," said Anna, flinging her hair back. "But let's just pretend that I'm not this hot for a second." That was a pretty typical Anna thing to say. The kind of conceited comment, where you couldn't tell if she was joking or not. "So you gotta pick someone else. Preferably someone you haven't fucked. And I realise that doesn't give you many options."
Honestly, I can't even remember the answer I gave and even if I could it wouldn't be relevant. But I gave whatever answer I gave then posed the same question to Anna, stipulating that it had to be a woman. (Call me selfish, but I wasn't interested in hearing about whichever male actor she might have had the hots for.) And it couldn't be a woman she'd been with before, so Aubrey, Brittany, Blake etc were all ineligible. But in spite of these conditions, Anna answered quickly. Wunmi Mosaku.
Full disclosure, it wasn't a name I was familiar with so I had to look her up on my phone. But when I did, I could see what Anna liked about her. If anyone else isn't familiar with her, just imagine that someone took Christina Hendricks' tits, Bryce Dallas Howard's ass and dipped them both in chocolate. Or if that doesn't work for you, imagine that someone made a clone of Lashana Lynch and then thought, 'fuck it, I'll make her even thicker'. If you'd like to know more about her, watch the movie Sinners. All I'm gonna say.
So I asked Anna if she was gonna bring her by some time but I got the impression that Wunmi intimidated her, which to be honest I found surprising. I mean, sure, Wunmi outsized her in just about every way, but I'd seen Anna pitted with some much thicker women and she'd more than held her own. Blake being a notable example. Though in fairness, compared to Wunmi, Blake was like a stick insect. But though Anna never brought her crush along with her, she did recommend my services. She's been a semi-regular for a couple of years now.
I didn't mention Anna's crush on her. Not for a long time anyway. Anna didn't tell me not to or anything, but the subject just never came up. It wasn't until April of this year, when Wunmi was in LA for the Sinners premiere, that I finally broached the issue. We were laying on my bed together, taking a break between sessions, when Wunmi asked me what I'd been up to lately. Which was her subtle way of asking me if I'd fucked any fanous women. Of course I had, and I reeled off a few of my recent conquests. Then she asked me what I had coming up.
Anna had called me the previous week, making sure I was free for her birthday. It wasn't really necessary since Anna is someone I always make time for, no matter how busy my schedule might be. Anna was well aware of this but with her 40th birthday being kind of a big deal, she wanted to double check. So naturally, when Wunmi asked me if I had anything planned that was the first thing I thought of.
"Aww, I love Anna," Wunmi declared. "Such a sweetie."
"She loves you too," I said with a smirk.
"Did she say that? Aww, that's sweet."
"No, I mean she really loves you," I pushed, being a lot less subtle than I had intended.
Wunmi turned to face me, raising an eyebrow as a tiny grin pulled at her big, full lips. "Wait, are you saying she's got a girl crush on me?"
"Mmhmm," I nodded.
Wunmi laughed, putting a hand to her mouth in what appeared to be a mixture of amusement and surprise. "Oh my God, I can't believe that!"
"Surprised?"
"Yeah, I had no idea. God, she's so cute. I love that! But, wait, hang on. But if she has a crush on me, why have we never...?"
"Honestly?" I said. "I think she's a little intimidated by you."
Wunmi practically burst out laughing. "Oh my god, are you serious right now?! Why would she be intimidated by me?"
I laughed back. "Well, you've seen her, right? You could crush her like a bug if you wanted to."
"Well, that's true," Wunmi chuckled. "I wouldn't though. Crush her, I mean. Unless she wanted me too, of course."
"Well, I certainly get a kick out of it," I said with a smirk. This, of course, was a reference to facesitting, which is something we engage in regularly.
"I know you do," Wunmi smirked. "So if she has a crush on me...maybe we should do something for her."
"Like what?"
"I don't know. Maybe we could make her a sextape or something?"
"Really?" I asked her.
"Yeah, I mean, if she has a crush on me but she's too intimidated to be with me physically, we could give her something to enjoy in private."
"Yeah? You think she'd like that?"
"Sure, why not? I mean she fancies me, she likes fucking you. Put the two together and what have you got?"
When she put it like that, it was hard to argue.
*
"Yep," I said with a grin.
"Oh my god," Anna gasped. "You guys...?"
"Yep," I said again.
"I had a feeling you were planning something," Anna smirked, pointing at me with an accusatory finger.
I held my hands up defensively. "Hey, this was her idea. I just went along with it."
"Right," said Anna, tilting her head. "And I'm sure you needed a lot of convincing."
I picked up the remote and pointed it at the camera. "I can shut it off if you don't wanna watch it. Just say the word."
"Oh, don't you dare," said Anna. She snatched the remote from me and placed it at the side of the bed. "I wanna see what happens."
By the time we'd finished speaking, I'd already climbed onto the bed. I pointed the camera at Wunmi's face, flashing that big, broad smile of hers as she placed a hand on my cheek. I leaned in to kiss her, holding the camera selfie-style as her plump lips pressed against mine, her tongue sliding straight into my mouth.
"Fuuuck, those lips," Anna purred beside me, her hands gently rubbing her thighs.
"Thanks," I quipped.
Anna turned with a sarcastic smile. "Obviously I was talking about her."
"Right, sure," I said with a smirk.
"Shut up," said Anna, swatting my arm. "You're distracting me."
Wunmi and I were still making out, her right hand at the back of my head, pulling me down on top of her as she laid her head on the mattress. I moved the camera as best I could, pointing it blindly as we changed position. Our lips came apart and I moved down to kiss her neck.
"Here, let me take that," said Wunmi, gesturing for the camera.
I handed it over and Wunmi held the camera up high, pointing it down at me as I kissed past her collarbone and down towards her chest. I grabbed onto her massive tits, lifting my head up as I cupped them in my hands.
"Holy shit, those fucking TITS!" Anna exclaimed, practically gawping as she stared at the screen.
Her reaction was warranted. Wunmi's tits are fucking amazing. I always have a good time playing with them and this time was no exception. I jiggled them in the palms of my hands, enjoying the way they wobbled and shook, and loving how heavy they felt.
"Fuck, they are beautiful," Anna declared, very much echoing my thoughts at the time. "Do they feel as good as they look?"
"Better."
"Oh my god, I'm so freakin' jealous."
"Wait 'til you see this," I said with a smirk.
Right at that moment, my head dropped down into Wunmi's tits. It looked like I'd collapsed and Wunmi's chest had caught me. I kept my grip on her perfect breasts, pushing them up and squishing them into the sides of my face. Wunmi brought the camera down and as she pointed it directly forward, all you could see was the top of my head.
"Oh my god!" Anna exclaimed, half gasping and half laughing as she brought her hand to her lips. "How did you breathe?!"
"I couldn't really," I chuckled back. "It was worth it though."
"I'm sure it was, holy shit!"
I slapped Wunmi's tits against the side of my face, heavy * SMACK * sounds pouring into the camera's mic. I pulled my head up to catch my breath then pushed those massive tits together, poking my tongue out from between my lips as I looked up into the camera.
"Wow!" said Anna, watching in awe as I dragged my tongue across Wunmi's tits, licking both her nipples. "God, that's so hot."
One of her hands moved up to her chest and started to rub across the tops of her breasts. She was getting very into it, very fucking quickly.
I wrapped my lips around Wunmi's nipple, sucking up as much tit as I could fit inside my mouth. Her tit popped free from between my lips and I moved across to the other. This time I used my tongue, swirling it slowly around her nipple. I finally left her breasts behind and started to kiss down her stomach.
I told her to turn and Wumni obliged me. She flipped over onto her stomach, pointing the camera back over her shoulder. It made for a really great shot, with her face taking up one half of the frame, and her back and ass filling up the other.
"Damn," said Anna beside me.
I didn't respond. Frankly, there wasn't much more that needed to be said. Wunmi's ass looked great from this angle. In fact, it looked great from pretty much every angle.
I moved into position, straddling the backs of her legs as I leaned my head in slowly. I pressed my tongue against Wunmi's ass, licking slowly across one of her cheeks then kissing it in several places. I moved across to her other cheek, repeating what I'd just done. Then I grabbed onto both cheeks, prising them apart just a little as I shoved my face in between them.
"Wow," said Anna softly, gently pawing at one of her tits.
I kept Wunmi's cheeks in my hands, slapping them against the sides of my face, just like I'd done with her tits. It felt just as awesome; maybe even more so, 'cause now I had her pussy and asshole staring me right in the face. I poked my tongue out from between my lips and pressed it against her clit. I licked her slowly, dragging my tongue along the slit of her pussy and all the way up to her butt. I repeated that a few more times then focused my attention on Wumni's asshole, licking across it with greater exertion.
"Oh my God, are you eating her ass?" Anna asked me; you couldn't see too well from the angle.
"Mmhmm."
"Fuck, that's so hot."
It really was. The angle didn't give the best view, but it was seeing Wunmi's reaction in the right side of the frame that made the shot so perfect. By now her eyes had fallen shut, her plump lips parted slightly as a chorus of moans tumbled out from between them.
I tightened my grip on Wunmi's ass, prying her asscheeks further apart as I lifted my head up slightly, taking a moment to catch my breath. Her asshole split open as I poked my tongue out, moving my tongue back in and pushing it straight inside her. That move drew a reaction, both from Wunmi when I actually did it, and from Anna right now as we watched it back. Wunmi's eyes flew open sharply, louder moans escaping her lips as I pushed my tongue in deep.
"Ho. Ly. Shit," said Anna slowly. "Damn, dude, you are not fucking around."
I couldn't help but laugh at that. It was just such an Anna reaction. She wasn't wrong though; I wasn't fucking around in the slightest. In fact, by this point my head was bobbing quite intently, pushing my tongue right into her ass then pulling it all the way out. I felt her asshole tighten around my tongue and at first I wasn't sure why. You could see in the video that one of Wunmi's hands had slid underneath her body. It wasn't hard to guess where it went.
"Wait, is she...?" Anna started asking.
"Yep," I said, grinning as I cut her off.
"Oh, wow. Does she cum?"
"Keep watching and you'll see."
Spoiler alert: she did cum. Pretty fucking quickly actually. The camera shook a little as her orgasm hit, but Wunmi's facial expressions weren't too hard to discern. Her eyes were closed again as she bit her bottom lip, slightly suppressing the long string of moans that flooded into the camera's mic. Her orgasm peaked, a final shudder shooting through her body as her features softened, a look of sheer serenity now spreading across her face.
I lifted my head up, leaning forward as I gestured for the camera. She handed it over, resting her arms back down on the mattress and laying her head on top of them. I pointed the camera down, getting a shot of the decent-sized bulge that had formed inside my boxers. I pulled them down with my remaining hand, revealing my shaft an inch at a time. The waistband slid down past my helmet and my cock flopped out into the open, rock hard and ready to go.
"Jesus," Anna gasped. I'm not quite sure why she sounded surprised, since she's seen my cock more times than I can count, but I enjoyed her reaction all the same.
I kicked off my boxers the rest of the way, gripping my cock at the base of the shaft as I moved towards Wunmi's ass. To start with, I held my cock like a club, slapping the head against Wunmi's asscheeks.
"Fuuuck," said Anna. "Her ass almost makes your cock look small!"
I laughed. "'Almost' being the operative word."
"Yeah, alright, don't brag," Anna grinned back.
I slapped her buttcheeks a few more times then laid my cock in between them. I have to admit, Anna had a point. My cock did look a few inches smaller as it nestled in the crack of Wunmi's thick butt, looking like the filling in a chocolate cake as it bisected both her asscheeks.
"Can you hand me the lube?" I asked her, pointing towards my bedside table. "It's in that top drawer."
"Oh my god," said Anna, perking up when she heard the word 'lube'.
"It's not what you think," I said with a smirk.
Anna looked a little disappointed. I was tempted to add the word 'yet', 'cause what she was expecting was definitely coming up, but I chose to leave her hanging.
Wunmi handed the lube to me and I squeezed some onto my dick. I tossed the bottle back down on the bed and stroked my long, thick cock, smearing the lube up and down my shaft. I slid my cock back into her asscrack, keeping the camera pointed down as I grabbed onto one of her cheeks. I started to work my hips back and forth, sawing my cock through Wunmi's fat ass.
"Holy fuck," said Anna. She was rubbing herself a bit harder now, teasing a nipple through the cami she was wearing.
She'd seen me do that to Blake a few times but Wunmi's huge ass was a whole different ball game. I only had the use of one hand so I couldn't wrap her cheeks right around it, but Wunmi's buttcrack was so fucking deep that I probably didn't need my hands at all. I kept that up for a few more seconds then pushed my tip into her asscrack. I could feel my crown press against her asshole, but her crack was so deep that I couldn't see it when I looked through the camera. It was like half my cock had disappeared.
"Spread this ass for me," I instructed.
Stuffing a pillow underneath her head, Wunmi reached back and grabbed her ass, fingers digging into those big, thick cheeks and prying them both apart. Suddenly my cockhead came back into view, along with Wunmi's asshole as I pushed my tip up against it.
"Wait," said Anna, "you said there wasn't any anal?"
"I didn't say that," I said with a smirk.
"Sneaky," said Anna, shooting me a playful glare.
I gave her my cutest butter-wouldn't-melt smile then turned back to the screen. A loud moan spilled out from the TV speakers as the tip of my cock pushed its way into Wunmi's asshole. I moved the camera in closer, showing how her asshole stretched as my girthy helmet slipped inside her.
"Damn," said Anna. "Fuck, that looks amazing."
She'd seen me fuck girls in the ass before (Blake being a prime example), but something about seeing such a tightly-framed close up stretched across such a large screen was clearly doing it for her. I held that close up for a few more seconds as I pushed my cock in deeper. Then, once my cock was sheathed to the base, I lifted the camera up higher, framing the entirety of Wunmi's thick ass as I drew my hips back slowly, pulling back out to the tip of my prick.
I held it like that for a fraction of a second then rammed my cock back in again. My pelvis slammed into Wunmi's ass, drawing a loud * SMACK * that all but burst straight through my speakers. Anna actually flinched beside me. Wunmi, though, did nothing of the sort. All she did was moan in pleasure as the full length of my meaty, thick shaft was drilled into her tight little asshole.


"Jesus," said Anna, staring in awe as I started to thrust into Wunmi's fat ass.
I knew full well that Wunmi could take it, so I wasn't holding back, drawing my cock back out to the tip then ramming it into her as hard as I could.
"Oh my god, look at her ass shake as she takes your cock," Anna observed, noting the jiggle in Wunmi's cheeks each time I thrust inside her.
It was a hell of a sight, and I still remember the hypnotic effect it had the first time that I fucked her ass. Even now while watching it back, the ripples that passed through those massive, thick cheeks still had a trance-like quality; the kind of image that drew you in and kept your full attention. It certainly had Anna's. It almost looked like she was halfway gone, and I had half a mind to click my fingers in front of her eyes to snap her back into reality.
I almost did that (as a joke if nothing else), but something else had grabbed my attention. I saw some movement in the corner of my eye and as I looked down, Anna's hand had slipped into her panties. She was so transfixed by the image on screen that I wasn't even sure if she knew what she was doing. But, consciously or not, Anna was rubbing herself with some degree of relish. I started to do the same, moving a hand down into my lap and stroking my cock through my sweatpants. I hadn't planned on jerking myself off while watching this video, but hey, what's good for the goose is good for the gander.
I put a few more thrusts into Wunmi's ass then drew my cock back slowly, gripping it tightly at the base of the shaft and prising the tip from her asshole. Wunmi kept her grip on her ass, pulling both her cheeks apart as she made her butthole gape.
"Wow," said Anna, purring softly as she rubbed her pussy.
"Impressive, huh?"
"How did you get it so big?"
I looked at her and grinned. "I think you know the answer to that."
Anna grinned back, reaching across with her remaining hand and placing it into my lap. I moved my hand away, more than happy for her to take over. She started to stroke my cock through my pants, her left hand still stuffed in her panties as she stared straight ahead, gazing at the massive screen.
I moved my cock back to Wunmi's asshole, ready to push it back in when suddenly I had an idea.
"Hang on," I said. "Back in a minute."
"Where are you going?" Wunmi asked, turning to face me as I stepped down off the bed.
"Where are you going?" Anna repeated, looking at me with an eyebrow raised.
"You'll see," I said with a grin, watching as I crossed my room and opened the closet door.
In hindsight, I probably should've cut this bit out 'cause it didn't make for exciting viewing. I fetched the tripod from inside my closet and placed it down at the side of the bed.
"Ohh, OK," said Anna.
By this point Wunmi had moved her arms, using them to prop herself up as she watched me set up the camera. I affixed it to the top of the tripod, had a quick look to make sure the shot was framed OK, then moved back towards the bed.
"Getting serious now, huh?" Wunmi grinned as I moved back towards the bed.
I climbed back onto the mattress, returning to my previous position. I pressed my cock back against her asshole and pushed it back inside her. Wunmi moaned as she felt me enter. As much as I liked the POV shot, this angle was even better as it captured things that the last one didn't. Like when Wunmi's hand slid back underneath her; this time you could see exactly where it went.
I felt her asshole tighten around me as she started to rub her pussy. I pushed my cock in the rest of the way then leaned forward slightly, balling my hands into fists and planting them down beside each of her shoulders.
"Ohhhhh, OK," Anna repeated, holding the word a little longer. "I see why you needed the tripod."
Knees rested either side of her thighs, I started to thrust into Wunmi's asshole. Those familiar * SMACKS * started filling the room, both at the time when I was actually fucking her, and again right now as they poured from the speakers. Her ass was rippling harder than ever. You couldn't see it quite as well, but I could feel every movement in both her cheeks as my pelvis crashed against them.
A few more thrusts and I raised my ass up, lifting my knees off the mattress as I drew my cock back out to the tip. My muscles flexed as I pushed myself up, balancing on my hands and toes as Wunmi's asshole wrapped around my swollen crown. I held the pose for a couple of seconds then dropped my hips back down again, ramming my cock back into her ass. Wunmi threw her head back sharply, almost screaming right up to the ceiling as my cock bottomed out inside her.
"Oh, shit," said Anna. "Fuck, she takes that so good."
She really did. No matter how hard I slammed down into her, Wunmi took it with barely a flinch, moaning out in ecstasy with every downward thrust. It looked amazing from the angle I chose, just Wunmi's thick body laying flat underneath me as I drilled down into her ass. You could even see how her ass was jiggling, her cheeks so fat as I dropped down into them that they were almost bouncing me straight back up.
"Oh, yes! Fuck me like that," Wunmi moaned out. "Fuck, you're gonna make me cum."
A few more thrusts and she did just that. A wordless scream flew forth from her lips as a powerful orgasm started coursing through her body. I switched position for the last few thrusts, placing my knees back down on the bed and using my elbows to prop myself up as I all but laid on top of her. My hips were still moving, pumping swiftly up and down as I dicked her through the throes of climax. She turned her head and I leaned in to kiss her, her final moans going into my mouth as her climax hit its peak.
The thrusting stopped and I lifted my head up, straightened my back as I grabbed her asscheeks, pulling them slowly apart. I eased my cock back out of her ass then went to fetch the camera. I removed it from the tripod then walked back across to the bed.
"Turn over," I said and Wunmi did so, rolling over onto her back and laying flat across the mattress.
I climbed onto the bed, throwing a leg over Wunmi's body as I straddled her massive chest, my cockhead resting against her chin. She lifted her head up, quickly parting those perfect lips as she took me into her mouth. She only had the head inside, but the way she teased the tip with her tongue meant it felt amazing regardless.
I kept the camera pointing down, reaching out with my remaining hand and grabbing the back of her head. Her head came up higher as I pulled her closer, allowing me to push in deeper. I sunk my cock about halfway in then started thrusting slowly, drawing my cock back out to the tip then pushing it straight back in.
"Fuck, that looks amazing," Anna exclaimed.
It was hard to argue. Even though my cock was only halfway in, the close up shot of me fucking Wunmi's mouth was definitely one of the highlights. Her plump lips were wrapped around it perfectly and you could see how much spit she was leaving on my shaft each time I pulled it back. Those gorgeous eyes staring up into the camera was merely the icing on the cake.
"It gets better," I said with a grin, remembering what happened next.
I plucked my cock from between her lips and shifted back across the bed, now straddling Wumni's stomach.
"Oh, yes," said Anna. She stroked me harder in anticipation, sensing what was coming next.
"Here, take this a second," I said to Wunmi as I handed her the camera.
She took the camera and turned it around, pointing it at her massive tits. I grabbed the bottle of lube from the mattress and squirted some onto my cock, using my hand to smear it in. I slapped my cock down between her tits then gestured for the camera.
"Mm-mm," said Wunmi, shaking her head. "I'm gonna keep this, if you don't mind. This looks fucking hot."
She definitely wasn't wrong about that. I couldn't see it at the time, of course, but as I watched it back Wunmi's POV shot looked fucking amazing. As I grabbed her tits and pushed them together, they took up the entire frame. In fact, her tits were so big that she couldn't get them all in shot. It was basically a cleavage shot with the tip of my cock poking out the top of it. And when I started thrusting, that shot got even better with my cockhead jabbing right at the camera lens, almost hitting it on several occasions.
As for the actual titfuck itself? Well, needless to say, it felt amazing. There aren't many pairs of tits that can wrap right around my shaft, but Wunmi's are definitely one of them. In fact, they were wrapped so tightly around it, that it almost felt like I was fucking her pussy. And with the amount of lube that I'd smeared on my cock, conditions were just as slick.
"OK, you can take this now," Wunmi said, raising the camera and handing it to me.
We switched roles at this point, with Wunmi grabbing hold of her tits while I took control of the camera. She pushed them together just as tightly as I did, and as I pointed the camera back down at her tits, all you could see was my swollen cockhead poking out from Wunmi's cleavage. Wunmi lifted her head off the mattress, leaning forward as she parted her lips. She caught my cockhead in her open mouth, sucking at the tip each time it popped out. It made the titfuck even better and before too long my cock was throbbing as it cut through her amazing rack.
With the titfuck scene now in full swing, Anna decided to take things further. She slid her hand underneath my waistband and felt my cock through my underwear. She stroked it like that a couple of times then pulled my cock through the pee hole, jerking it off underneath my sweats.
"You know, it's easier if I take these down," I said, hooking my thumbs underneath the waistband.
"I'm not stopping you," Anna replied, and with that I got right to it.
I lifted my ass off the mattress and pulled my sweatpants down, kicking them off my feet and flinging them onto the bedroom floor. I left my boxers on for now. Anna already had full access so there wasn't much need to remove them. Anna reached across to the nightstand and took out a bottle of lube; the same kind that I'd used in the video.
She flicked the cap off the bottle and squeezed some onto my helmet, letting it drip down the length of my shaft. Anna started to jerk my cock, smearing in the lube as she stroked up and down my shaft. Looking across, I saw that her other hand was back inside her panties, and I watched for a second as she performed both tasks. Both her hands were working in tandem, rubbing herself and stroking me with equal skill and precision.
By the time I'd looked back up at the screen, my cock had come free from Wunmi's tits. I played with her breasts for a little bit longer, slapping my cockhead against each one, then running my tip around each of her nipples, leaving behind a trail of precum that ringed her areolas.
"Can I ride you now?" Wunmi asked, fluttering her lashes in a way that was hard to say 'no' to. Not that I ever would, of course.
"Yes, you can," I answered quickly, climbing down from on top of her chest.
She moved across to the side of the bed and I moved in to take her place. I laid back across the mattress, stuffing a pillow underneath my head as I pointed the camera at my rockhard cock. Wunmi crawled into frame, turning around to face the wall then backing up towards me.
"Beep, beep, beep," said Anna with a smirk, making me laugh as she stroked my cock.
Wunmi reached back and grabbed my cock, pointing the tip at her asshole. She gripped it firmly at the base of the shaft, holding it steady as she sunk down onto it. She tipped her head back, moaning towards the bedroom ceiling as my swollen cockhead slipped inside her. She worked her ass about halfway down then removed her hand from the base of my shaft, grabbing both her asscheeks as she dropped her hips down lower. Her ass touched down on my six pack abs and she moved her hands around in front of her, placing them both just above her knees as she all but perched on the end of my torso, my entire length now sheathed inside her.
"Jesus," said Anna, saying what I was thinking at the time.
That shot was one of the best in the video. Wunmi's ass was pressed against my abs, but since her cheeks were so thick and juicy, you could still see the base of my shaft. It made for an alluring image, showing how thick my cock was and how much girth was stretching her out. She stayed like that for a couple of seconds then lifted her ass up slowly, working it up to the tip of my cock then dropping it straight back down. Her asscheeks rippled as they struck my abs; I'd considered adding a slomo effect so you could see every jiggle and bounce.
She started to ride my cock in her ass, slowly at first but quickly picking up speed. Before too long she was going full pelt, slamming those asscheeks against my stomach with very little self-control. Wunmi was doing every ounce of work. All I had to do was sit back and watch, and try to keep the camera steady as Wunmi's tight asshole slid down the length of my shaft, sinking to the base each time.
"Wow," said Anna. "She's really using this, huh?" 'This' meaning the cock that she was stroking up and down.
"Mmhmm," I said back, moaning slightly as she jerked me off.
Anna's handjobs always feel great, and with the image of Wunmi riding my cock stretched across the TV screen, I had the perfect visual accompaniment.
"Can I taste you?" Wunmi asked, peering at me from over her shoulder.
I nodded from behind the camera. Wunmi leaned forward, getting down on all fours with my cock still lodged in her ass. My cock bent forward as she lifted her ass up, doing so at a tortuous pace. She dragged her asshole up to the tip then off my cock entirely, my dick shooting out like a catapult and springing back into place.
"Fuck, you're so hard," Anna purred softly, looking slightly mesmerised as she stared at the giant screen.
"Well, you are stroking my cock right now," I said back, a wry smile pulling at the sides of my mouth.
Anna turned to look at me then cocked her head to the side. "I meant there," she said, pointing a finger at the huge TV.
"I know. I'm just saying...I'm hard now too."
"Yes, you are," Anna grinned back, looking at my cock as she stroked it. I think she knew what I was getting at.
Anna released her grip on my shaft then pulled her cami up over her head. She took off her panties then moved into position, getting down on her hands and knees, and crawling to the foot of the bed. I removed my clothing and knelt behind her, gripping my cock at the base of the shaft and pressing it against her slit. Even with the lube on my tip I could feel how wet she was, a palpable moisture smearing across me as I rubbed my crown against her pussy. I pushed it inside her, almost stunned by the lack of friction. Anna's pussy is always wet, but at that moment it felt even slicker than it usually did. Combine with that the lube still coating my shaft, and I barely had to push myself forward. All I had to do was slip it inside her and Anna's pussy took care of the rest.
By the time I looked back up at the screen, Wunmi had turned to face the camera. She grabbed onto my hips, raising her head 'til it was directly above me then parting her thick set of lips. She dropped her head down slowly, keeping her lips stretched nice and wide as she took my cock in between them. I watched my cock disappear from view, then all I could see was the top of her head as Wunmi's face pressed against my stomach.
I gave a moan from behind the camera which Anna echoed in the here and now. I drew my cock back slowly inside her as Wunmi started taking me down, and as Wunmi's lips wrapped around my base, I rammed my cock back into her pussy. The feeling of my cock as I drilled it inside her, combined with the awesome visuals, sent waves of pleasure coursing through Anna's body. I thought she was gonna cum right there.
Wunmi dragged her mouth to the tip then started to pump up and down my shaft. I matched her speed as best I could, driving my cock into Anna's tight pussy with perfect synchronicity. Moans started pouring from between her lips and I couldn't tell which sound was loudest; Anna's groans of orgasmic pleasure or Wunmi's sloppy, slurping sucks as she cleaned her ass off my cock.
By the time she finally popped it free, my cock was pretty much dripping; almost as wet as it was right now. She started to move back into position but I stopped her quickly before she could turn.
"Wait. Go get the tripod."
Wunmi hopped down off the bed, her fat ass jiggling behind her as she scurried across the room, fetching the tripod and bringing it over.
"Put it right there," I said, pointing to the foot of the bed.
Wunmi put the tripod in place. I passed her the camera and she clipped it on, then climbed back onto the bed. She moved back into her previous position, backing that ass up towards my cock. Wunmi reached back and grabbed her ass, spreading her cheeks as wide as she could. I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft and pointed the tip at her asshole. Wunmi kept her ass spread wide, her butthole splitting open as my tip pressed against it and started to slip inside.
I let go of my cock, tucking my arms back behind my head as I watched her drop her ass down. She took my cock right down to the base then started to ride me the same as before. Wunmi was still doing all the manual labour, and now I didn't even have to hold the camera. And speaking of the camera, the change in angle made this position even better. I still had the sight of that perfect ass, bouncing and rippling as it hit my abs, while the camera captured her massive tits, flopping up and down incessantly as she rode my big, thick cock.
I let her ride me for a few more minutes then decided to switch things up. I'd been lying there and taking it for sometime now, and frankly I was feeling lazy. I placed my hands on the mattress and pushed myself up, wrapping my arms around her body and pulling her down on top of me. I grabbed onto the backs of her thighs, pulling them back and spreading them wide. Once I had her exactly as I wanted, I started to buck my hips off the mattress, thrusting up into Wunmi's asshole.
"Fuuuck," Anna moaned.
Now that she was taking my cock, Anna's commentary had pretty much stopped, but she'd still chime in with something like that when she saw something she particularly liked. And what was happening now was definitely worthy of comment.
The position we were in looked particularly awesome, especially with the angle I'd chosen. Wunmi's thick thighs were splayed out widely, her big ass thrusting outwards as my cock rammed into it hard and fast. Between her legs you could see her titties, wobbling about as she took each thrust. Only one thing could make it look better and that was added a few seconds later. I released my grip on one of her thighs, moving a hand across to her pussy and pushing two fingers inside it.
"Ohhh, fuck! YES!" Wunmi moaned out, her brown eyes bulging slightly as I filled her remaining hole.
I sunk my fingers in nice and deep, to the point that I could feel my cock as I rammed it into Wunmi's ass. It made each thrust feel even better and the extra stimulation made me twitch inside her ass.
A few more thrusts and I pulled them back out, using the wetness from Wunmi's pussy to rub her throbbing clit. Her moans grew louder, her asshole contracting around my shaft and squeezing it for all its worth. I responded to this by thrusting harder, pushing through the tightening grip as I drilled it deep into Wunmi's backside.
But while I was thrusting harder on tape, in the here and now I was doing the opposite. Knowing full well what was coming up next, I'd slowed my thrusts so I could take it all in, basically using Anna's pussy to jerk myself off. Not that she was complaining, mind you. With the slower pace, Anna could feel every inch of my cock and she gave a little appreciative moan every time my swollen cockhead pressed against her cervix.


I felt Wunmi's legs start shaking and knew what was about to happen. I pulled my fingers from Wunmi's clit, just in time for a torrent of squirt juice to spray forth from her quivering snatch. I was particularly thankful for the camera right then or else I would have missed it, and Wunmi had put it in the perfect place to capture her explosive climax. In fact, she'd placed it a little too well, as when those juices sprayed from her snatch the lion's share went over the camera, leaving behind little beads of squirt which ran down lens like raindrops on a window pane. I'm surprised she didn't fry the circuit board.
Regardless, I absolutely loved it when I watched it back, particularly now when I was fucking Anna. Anna clearly liked it too as the second that those juices were splashed across the screen, she reached back in between her legs and started to rub her clit. I felt her pussy get instantly tighter. My natural instinct was to fuck her harder but I managed to fight temptation. And I was glad I did 'cause fucking a pussy that was gripping so tight at such a measured pace felt absolutely amazing. I could feel her muscles squeezing every inch, along with every ounce of wetness that trickled out from deep inside her, adding to the coat of moisture that was already smeared up and down my shaft.
Wunmi took a moment to regain her composure then climbed back down from my cock. She scurried up towards the headboard, pulling the pillow from beneath my head then planting her knees either side of it. I looked up, enjoying the sight of that huge, thick ass as she dropped it down slowly, parking it on top of my face. She leaned forward, laying her body on top of my own.
Parting her lips, she took my cock straight into her mouth, keeping them open as she sunk her head down slowly. The camera angle captured it nicely. It would've been better if it had been a bit closer but it still looked pretty awesome. The way my cock slowly vanished from sight as Wunmi dropped her head down. Her lips wrapped around the base of my shaft and she held me there for several seconds, sucking and slurping as she pulled back up. My cock was clean when she reached the tip and it made for a fun little before and after shot while I was playing around with the footage. One moment my cock was coated with ass juice, the next it was dripping with spit.
She took my cock down a few more times then lifted her head back up again. She crawled forward to the edge of the bed and grabbed the camera from the tripod. She moved right back into her previous position, only this time Wunmi straightened her back, pushing her ass down into my face. And when I say push, I mean push. It felt like she was giving me all of her body weight.
Wunmi turned her upper body and pointed the camera straight down at her ass. I wouldn't have known that if not for the footage as obviously I couldn't see a thing. But it made for an enticing image; her fat ass filling the shot with a few tufts of hair poking out from between her cheeks.
"Holy shit," said Anna.
Again, her reaction was warranted, as to the untrained eye this probably looked like a sticky situation. But Wunmi was a pro. We'd done this together a number of times and she knew exactly how much I could take. Though she did like to test my mettle at times on occasion, and this was one of those times. I could feel my oxygen slowly depleting as she pushed her ass down harder, sinking my head into the mattress. I was actually starting to panic a bit now, and was about to grab her legs in surrender when suddenly that massive ass was airlifted from on top of my face.
My mouth came open, gasping for air like I'd just swam up from the seabed. But Wunmi didn't show me much pity, allowing me just a single breath before she dropped that ass back down again. This time she went one better, reaching forward and stroking my cock as she smothered me with her ass. She moved the camera back and forth, making sure both actions got equal screen time. One minute the camera was trained on her ass, showing how deeply I was buried beneath it, the next it was pointing straight at my cock, showing how thick and hard she'd made it as she stroked it up and down.
She kept that up for a couple more minutes then lifted her ass up one last time. She handed the camera to me, panting a little as I caught my breath. She placed her knees either side of my hips, reaching behind her and grabbing my cock. She gripped it tightly at the base of the shaft, moving it around just a little until the tip was touching her asshole. Then she sunk down onto it.
I pointed the camera at Wunmi's face, capturing her expression as my cockhead split her open. She'd taken me in her ass more times than I could count, but she still gave this cute little gasp each time I slipped inside her, like she was still a little shocked by the size of my dick. To be fair, I did the same thing whenever she popped her tits out, 'cause those things got better each time I saw them. Her gasp was followed by a drawn out moan, her eyes falling shut as a look of sheer bliss started spreading across her face.
By the time I panned the camera back down, her ass was pressed against the tops of my thighs, my big, fat cock now buried inside her. She placed her hands on top of her thighs as she started to ride me slowly, working her ass to the tip of my cock then letting it fall back down. I kept the camera pointed forwards, aiming it straight at my long, thick cock as Wunmi's asshole swallowed it up, showing how much she was taking.
She rode me faster, the smacks of her asscheeks against my thighs getting harder, louder and much more frequent. I waited 'til she hit max speed then pointed the camera upwards, capturing those massive tits as they flopped all round her chest.
"Oh my god, those tits are perfect," Anna moaned out, her pussy tightening around my shaft.
At first, I just thought it was her muscles contracting as she looked at Wunmi's tits. But as I took a look down, I saw that she'd slipped a hand between her legs and was now rubbing her slick, pink pussy. Her moans were getting louder and louder, and though I couldn't see her face, I could vividly picture her lustful expression. I'd seen it so many times by this point that it was practically burned into my brain.
There was still a good third of the video left, but as I continued to ram into her perfect pussy, one thing became palpably clear: Anna was ready to cum. I fucked her faster, tightening my grip on her hips as I delivered a sequence of quick, hard thrusts deep into Anna's pussy. It didn't take many to finish her off.
"Ohhh, FUCK!" she screamed, drowning out the sounds from the video as her climax hit her with full, unrelenting force.
I rammed my cock into her one last time, burying it inside her as juices gushed from Anna's tight pussy, soaking me from base to tip. Anna kept rubbing at the nub of her clit, her pussy gripping and squeezing so tight that I almost came as well. I waited for her grip to loosen then eased my cock from her pussy. Glancing down, I noted how wet she'd left my cock. She always left it pretty wet, but this time was a cut above. A thick layer was coating my shaft, so slick and shiny that it looked like I'd just doused it in lube.
She took a moment to regain her senses then started to turn on her hands and knees. I looked at the screen as she turned to face me. Not much had changed in the video with Wunmi still riding in the same position. By the time I looked back down, Anna's eyes were fixed on mine. She poked her tongue out from between her lips and dragged it slowly across my crown, not just tasting her pussy off me but licking up the precum that had formed inside the tip. I grabbed the remote and paused the video, stopping Wunmi's tits mid-bounce.
"Paused it for you," I said with a smirk.
It was mostly for her benefit, but also partly for mine. I was still facing the screen, of course, but when Anna's eyes are staring up at you, you can't help but stare right back. Especially when she's sucking your cock. Anna grinned back, licking my cockhead a few more times then wrapping her lips around it. She moved her head in closer, taking my cock down inch by inch. It always amazed me how well she did that, and for such a tiny girl, Anna could take a lot inside her. And not just in her mouth.
I felt my tip move past her tonsils and before I knew it my cock had pushed into Anna's throat. Her face pressed against my abs and she held me there for several seconds, feeling me throb inside her gullet. Anna reached up and grabbed my hips, pushing back against them as she moved her head back slowly. Her lips dragged back along my shaft, sucking up the juices that had coated every inch. She popped me free with a smack of her lips, grinning as she turned back around.
She knelt before me in the same position, looking back up at the TV as I hit play on the remote control. Wunmi started to ride me again as I gripped my cock at the base, pressing the tip against Anna's wet pussy. Ideally I'd have changed position, but this was the only one I could think of where both of us could see the TV. I was about to push my cock inside her when suddenly an idea hit me.
"Hang on, I've got an idea. Go down there," I instructed, pointing past the foot of the bed.
"On the floor?!" Anna asked.
"Yeah, like this."
I eased Anna forward, guiding her to the edge of the mattress and down onto the bedroom floor. Anna placed her feet on the carpet then leaned forward under my direction.
"Ohhh, OK," she said with a giggle. "I see what you're going for."
I took a seat at the edge of the bed as Anna grabbed onto the TV stand. The stand was a decent size (and thankfully, nice and sturdy), but her face was still pretty close to the screen. It might make her eyes hurt a little but I didn't hear her complaining. Especially when I grabbed her hips and pulled her back towards me. My helmet slipped into Anna's tight pussy, a gentle moan escaping her lips as I guided her down my shaft.
I worked her pussy about halfway down then looked back up at the screen. There was about two feet between the bed and the stand so Anna could lean completely forward. The TV was raised about a foot from the stand so I could see most of the screen. Anna's head blocked a little bit off but hey, you can't have it all, can you?
By this point, Wunmi had changed her position. She'd placed her feet either side of my hips, leaning back in a crab-like stance as she placed her hands on the mattress. She started to ride me nice and slow, working her asshole along my shaft as she moved her hips and down. Everything about it was hot as fuck. The lustful expression on Wunmi's face. The way her tits slowly bounced up and down. Her visible wetness of Wunmi's pussy as she rode my cock in her asshole. I zoomed in closer, capturing the moisture as it trickled out from Wunmi's pussy and ran down the length of my shaft, adding some extra lube.
I released my grip on Anna's hips, allowing her to do the work as she pushed herself back off the TV stand, throwing her ass back towards me. All I did was sit there and take it. In fact, I was doing that twice. It was kind of amusing to me that I was technically fucking two women at once (one live and one on screen) and yet I wasn't moving a muscle in either scenario. I'll be honest with you, I've had harder days at work.
Though that did change shortly after, at least in one scenario. It seems I'd grown tired of laying back and taking it, and figured that I should start pulling my weight. I reached up with my free hand and grabbed one of Wunmi's thighs, signalling to her that she should take a well-earned break. She took the hint, working her ass to the tip of my prick and holding it there as I started thrusting.
Wunmi's moans increased in volume, throwing her head back sharply as I drilled up into her asshole. I don't know if I was overcompensating after doing so little for such a long time, or whether I was just re-energised after taking an extended break, but I wasn't holding back in the slightest. I went at her hard from the very first thrust, ramming my cock into Wunmi's butthole with a flurry of upward thrusts.
Wunmi lifted a hand off the bed, bringing it around in front of her and putting it to her clit. She started to rub it back and forth, her asshole contracting and gripping my shaft. It was a nice idea in theory but it made her positioning even more awkward, and there was no way she could hold that pose for long. But it did give me an idea.
I was laying a little to the right of the bed, so I could just about reach the nightstand if I stretched my arm out far enough. I managed to open up one of the drawers, getting my hand in as best I could and feeling around inside it. Wunmi looked at me slightly confused, wondering what the hell I was doing (and probably, why I'd stopped thrusting). After several seconds of awkward fumbling, I finally found the cordless Hitachi and hauled it out in triumph.
"Oh my god," she laughed when she saw what I was holding. "You're asking for it now."
I switched on the toy, turning it up to the highest setting and holding it against her clit.
"You know it's gonna go all over you, right?"
"Yep," I grinned, feeling her asshole tighten around me as the toy started buzzing against her.
I started thrusting once more. It was slightly awkward with the toy in one hand and the camera in the other, but I did the best I could. I zoomed in tight to her pussy and ass, making sure I got it all in frame, panning up occasionally to capture her reaction. Her eyes had rolled into the back of her head and she was moaning loudly as she took each thrust, almost eclipsing the sounds of the toy as it thrummed against her clit.
She was getting close. Which was just as well, 'cause I wasn't sure how much longer I could keep this up. I've always been pretty good at multitasking, but operating a camera and a sex toy whilst fucking a girl in the ass was beyond even my capabilities. I thrusted harder to finish her off, and thankfully it worked like a charm.
"Ohhh, FUCK!" she cried out. "Yes, yes, yes! I'm gonna..."
She didn't even get to finish her sentence. I rammed up into her one last time, pulling the toy from her clit as a spray of fluid spurted forth from Wunmi's snatch. I followed it as best I could, keeping it frame as it shot into the air and rained back down over my torso, leaving puddles in between my pecs and in the grooves of my six pack.
"Jesus," said Anna, panting slightly as she backed up into my cock.
Looking down, I was almost stunned by how wet my cock was. I was starting to think that we should watch home movies every time we fuck, 'cause Anna was creaming all over my shaft like it was going out of style. Honestly, I'd never seen anything like it, and every time I looked back down, my cock was slicker than the time before.
By the time I looked back up at the screen, Wunmi had hopped down off my cock and knelt between my legs. Moving my cock out of the way, she pressed her tongue just above my pelvis and started to lick across my abs. She continued to lick as she moved up the bed, dragging her tongue past my sternum and up towards my chest. By the time she reached my collarbone, all her juices had been licked up.
At this point she switched to kisses, leaving several on my neck and jaw. I turned to face her, holding the camera up and pointing it down as those plump lips pressed against mine. We kissed with passion and lots of tongue, Wunmi's hand placed on my chest then sliding down my torso. I followed her hand as it got further down, capturing the moment that she grabbed my cock and started jerking it off.
Wunmi peeled her lips from mine and moved back down to the foot of the bed, kneeling in between my legs. She grabbed my cock with both her hands, one at the base and the other just below the tip. She poked her tongue out from between her lips, flashing a little grin at the camera as she licked across my helmet, lapping up the precum that had pooled in my urethra.
She encircled it with her tongue a few times then wrapped her lips around it, removing her hand from the top of my shaft as she started to take it down. She swallowed half right out of the gate, uncurling her fingers from the base of my shaft so she could take the rest of it. She did just that, placing her hands down onto the mattress as she sunk her head down the rest of the way. Looking through the camera, all I could see was Wunmi's hair as her face sat flush with my abs, my cock embedded in her mouth and throat.
She held me there for close to a minute then started to lift her head up. Her cheeks hollowed inwards, her mouth forming a vacuum seal that sucked up everything that got in its way. By the time her lips pulled back to the tip, every drop of ass juice had been slurped up off my shaft. But Wunmi was just getting started.
She gripped my cock at the base of the shaft and took me back into her mouth. This time she was all about the wetness, using her mouth to coat me in spit, while her hand took care of the distribution, smearing her saliva over every inch of shaft. There was actual lube right there beside her, but I guess that she thought this would be more fun. And honestly, it was hard to disagree. And not only was it much more fun, but it was every bit as effective. By the time that Wunmi was done, my cock was literally dripping with spit, utterly coated from bottom to top.
Wunmi shifted forward slightly, grabbing ahold of those massive tits and wrapping them around my cock. Wunmi started to bob up and down, keeping those tits locked firmly around me as she worked them along my shaft. The position was a little bit awkward but she did a good job of it regardless, pumping those titties up and down my shaft with perfect pressure and speed. And needless to say, all that spittle that was coating my shaft made the titfuck an absolute breeze.
She jerked my cock off a few more times then released me from between her tits. I climbed down off the mattress and moved around to the foot of the bed. I moved the tripod out of the way and positioned myself behind her, gripping my cock at the base as I pointed the tip at her asshole. My cock was still wet from the titfuck so I didn't even need any lube. Just a simple push to split her open and my cock slipped in with consummate ease.
Wunmi looked back over her shoulder and I panned the camera up to her face, showing Anna how much she liked it. She wore the same expression that she always did when I fucked her asshole: one of pure, unadulterated lust, like having a dick in her ass was her favourite thing in the world. And to be honest, I have no reason to believe it's not.
By the time I pointed the camera back down, my cock was buried inside her. I kept it there for a couple of seconds, letting her feel how deep I was, then started to thrust into Wunmi's asshole. Grabbing onto one of her hips, I drew my cock back out to the tip then rammed it back inside her, going ballsdeep each time I did so.
My pelvis crashed into Wunmi's ass, making those buttcheeks bounce and jiggle. Even after all this time, I was still stunned by the sight of it. The movement in those cheeks almost defied belief. I don't think I have the vocabulary to accurately describe it, so I'll just say this: holy fucking shit!
I removed my hand from Wunmi's hip and drew it back behind me. Bringing it forward, you could hear my fingers cut through the air, followed by a deafening * SMACK * as I spanked Wunmi's asscheek. Wunmi gave an appreciative moan so I pulled my hand back and did it again, leaving behind a visible handprint on that beautiful chocolate skin.
"Turn around for me. Suck this cock," I instructed, prising my dick from Wunmi's asshole.


Wunmi did so without hesitation, turning around on her hands and knees. She parted her lips and stuck out her tongue, inviting me into her open mouth. I took the invitation, slotting my cock in between her lips and sinking it down to the base. Wunmi kept her mouth stretched wide, lapping at my balls with her tongue as my cockhead pushed into her gullet.
It felt amazing, and a feat as impressive as that called for a change of angle. I moved the camera lower and held it to my right, giving an incredible side on view as she held my cock in her mouth and throat. I stayed like that for several seconds, keeping the camera in the same position as I started to fuck her mouth.
It looked fucking awesome, and with the camera in that position I captured every detail. Every tear that welled in her eye. Every drop of spit that dripped from her chin. Every lick from her outstretched tongue as she lapped at my swollen balls. My hand on her head as I held her in place. You could even see her throat bulging as I worked my cock inside it.
It was one of the best shots in the entire video and Anna responded to it well, throwing her ass back at me even harder as she watched me thrust into Wunmi's throat. By this point I was getting close (both right now and in the video), and I started to lift my hips off the mattress, thrusting forward into Anna's pussy as she backed it up towards me.
It made my cock go even deeper, my tip now pressing against her cervix each time I thrust inside. Anna responded by moaning louder, to the point that I almost couldn't hear the TV. She started pushing back harder against me, and as her pussy started gripping me tighter, I could tell she was as close as me.
I prised my cock from Wunmi's mouth and she turned back around the other way. I pressed my cock against her asshole and shoved it back inside her, thrusting with the same kind of urgency that I was in the here and now. Wunmi dropped her head onto the mattress, reaching a hand back between her legs and putting two fingers to the nub of her clit. She rubbed it hard and I felt her asshole tighten around me, gripping my cock like she was turning a lever.
Needless to say, that finished me off pretty fucking quickly. I only managed a handful of thrusts before my cock started throbbing inside her, my helmet twitching like it could blow at any second.
"Aww, fuck! I'm gonna cum!" I blurted out suddenly, prying my cock from Wunmi's asshole and taking a few steps back.
She moved quickly, turning on her hands and knees and stepping down onto the floor. She knelt before me, gripping my cock with both her hands. She spat on my cock for extra lube then started to jerk it hard, keeping one hand clasped tight to the base while she pumped my shaft with the other.
I buried my cock into Anna's pussy, grabbing her hips and pulling her back against me. I felt my cockhead throb inside her, and as the first rope of jism bursted out onto Wunmi's face, I started cumming into Anna's pussy. Feeling my cum in her set her off and she started cumming as well, her pussy contracting around my shaft and squeezing out more of my load.
My eyes stayed fixed on the huge TV, and I can only assume that Anna's did too, watching intently as Wunmi jerked my load onto her face. She released her grip on the base of my shaft, using her arm to hold her tits up as she pointed my cock down lower. She continued to jerk with her remaining hand, pumping out the last of my load all over her massive tits.
Anna and I just sat there and watched, my cock still sheathed in her cum-filled pussy as Wunmi started wrapping things up. She poked her tongue out, squeezing my cock just below the tip as she licked out the last few drops. She gave my cock a little goodbye kiss then smiled and waved at the camera.
The screen went black for a couple of seconds before the camera kicked me back out to the menu. Anna finally raised herself up, my cum oozing out from her pussy and dripping down onto my cock. Anna turned and dropped to her knees, placing her hands just above my knees as she moved her head in between my legs. She pressed her tongue against the base of my shaft and dragged it up to the tip, licking up my cum as it dripped along the underside. She pulled my cum back into her mouth, swallowing it in a single gulp.
"So," I said, looking at Anna as she licked my tip, "thoughts?"
"Masterpiece," Anna replied, and given that she's a director now that was very high praise indeed.
"Glad you enjoyed it," I said with a smirk. "Shower?"
"You read my mind," Anna grinned back.
I stood up from the foot of the bed and helped Anna off the floor, leading her across to the ensuite bathroom. Once she'd washed all my cum from her pussy, my first thought was to drop to my knees and eat her out right there in the shower. I was very close to doing so but managed to fight the urge, deciding instead to save my energy. The night wasn't over yet.
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Anna and I stepped out of the shower and before I'd even reached for my towel, she grabbed my arm and pulled me towards her. She wrapped her arms around my neck, a hand gripping the back of my head as she pulled me in for a kiss. I curled my arms around the small of her back and grabbed her perky ass. Anna's tongue pushed into my mouth and I felt her hand grip hold of my cock, already half hard as she started jerking.
It didn't take long for her to finish the job and within a few strokes, my cock was as stiff as a board. Anna peeled her lips from mine, using my cock like a leash as she led me back through to the bedroom. Anna walked me straight to the bed then turned around to face me. Again, her arms went around my shoulders. But instead of kissing me this time, Anna all but leapt on top of me, using my neck for leverage as she pulled herself into the air.
I reacted quickly, grabbing onto the backs of her thighs and using them to hold her up as she wrapped her legs around me. Then she did start kissing me, running her fingers through my still wet hair as she mashed her lips against mine. As the kissing intensified, I felt my body start toppling forward. It was slow and subtle, and at first I couldn't even tell what was happening. But as my upper body started leaning at an angle, the penny quickly dropped; Anna was pulling me down to the bed.
I let myself fall forward, laying on top of Anna as she dropped down onto the mattress. The kissing continued with Anna's hand going back to my cock. I thought she was just gonna stroke it again, but when I felt the tip press against her pussy I knew that she wanted more. I broke the kiss, managing to lift my head up even as Anna tried to pull me back down.
"Wait," I said, "don't you want your cake?"
"Cake?!" said Anna. "No, I wanna fuck!"
She tried to pull me down again, but I actively resisted.
"But I was gonna...feed it to you," I said, grinning with a suggestive pause.
"Ohhh..." said Anna, catching my drift. "OK. That sounds fun."
"Oh, it will be."
Anna's hands came free from my neck and I was finally able to stand up straight. I grabbed onto Anna's wrists and pulled her off the bed, walking her into the centre of the room.
"Get down on your knees," I instructed.
"Yes, sir," Anna smirked, then dropped down onto the bedroom floor.
I moved across to the bedside table and opened one of the drawers, removing a blindfold and a pair of handcuffs. I walked back to Anna and squatted behind her, affixing the blindfold over both her eyes.
"Hands."
Anna reached her hands back and I cuffed them both together. I moved back around in front of her, placing a finger underneath her chin as I leaned in close to her face.
"Ready for your cake?" I asked her.
"Mmhmm," said Anna.
"OK, I'll go fetch it."
But I didn't have to fetch the cake, 'cause I had someone to bring it to me. I grabbed my phone and texted Wunmi.
Me: We're ready for you.
OK, let me back up a second. So I know what you're thinking. How did I sneak Wunmi into the house when I'd been with Anna the entire evening? Well, I'm not gonna lie, she'd been here a while. In fact, she got here before Anna did and had been waiting patiently in one of the guest rooms. It was a long wait, sure. But she had lots of food and water, plus a TV with headphones, and she brought a book along with her to ensure she had plenty to do. Besides, she said it would be worth the wait and I agreed with her wholeheartedly.
I pulled on a pair of boxer briefs, opened up the bedroom door and stepped out into the hall. I watched as Wunmi strolled through the hallway, wearing a set of frilly white lingerie with Anna's cake clasped in her hands. She flashed me an excited grin and I returned one of my own, admiring her body in the lingerie. Should go without saying really, but it was really struggling to contain her assets. One false move and it looked like her tits would've popped right out.
We waited in the hall for a minute, keeping up the pretense that I'd actually gone somewhere to fetch the cake. To kill some time, I decided to try it. I used my finger to scoop up some frosting then slipped it in between my lips. It tasted good so I scooped up some more and offered it to Wunmi. I slid my finger in between her lips and Wunmi took it all the way down, raising her eyebrows suggestively. A hint of things to come, perhaps.
I decided that we'd waited long enough and opened the bedroom door. Wunmi crept in first, being extra quiet so Anna wouldn't hear her, then placed the cake on the side of the bed.
"OK, who wants cake?" I asked as I entered the room, closing the door behind me.
"I do," said Anna. She was smiling excitedly, like she was thinking of the various ways that I might feed her birthday treat to her.
I had a few things in mind, but it wasn't what she was expecting. I nodded to Wunmi who quickly stripped out of her lingerie. She moved towards the bed, turning around and dropping her ass down like she was going to sit on the edge. But instead she sat on top of the cake, instantly flattening it as a gooey mess of frosting and sponge smeared all over her giant ass. She stayed like that for several seconds, really working her ass around to make sure it was completely covered. By the time she stood back up, her chocolate ass had turned vanilla, completely caked (no pun intended) in a tube's worth of thick white frosting.
She turned around to show it off, giggling silently from her over shoulder as she shook her coated ass. It looked amazing. I've never been too keen on sweets, but I would happily have licked up every last morsel. In fact, it took quite a lot of willpower to keep myself from doing that. Wunmi crept in front of Anna, and I have to say, it made for an amusing image: Anna sat there with her blindfold on, completely unaware that this massive, cake-covered ass was poised mere inches from her face.
"Ready?" I asked her, trying not to laugh.
"Mmhmm," said Anna.
I nodded to Wunmi again who promptly grabbed the back of Anna's head and pulled her into her ass. As far as I'm aware, Anna hadn't done that before. Certainly not with an ass that size. But Wunmi did not go easy on her. She pulled her in there as deep as she could. To the point that her face entirely disappeared.
"MMPF!" Anna exclaimed, then followed that up with what I think was, "oh my god!" But her voice was muffled that really it could have been anything.
Wunmi held her in there for several seconds, gripping a fistful of Anna's brown hair as she pulled her face from her asscrack. Anna gasped for breath. Cake covered her entire face: her mouth, her nose, her blindfold. Some was even in her hair. But even with the mask of frosting, I could still make out her shocked expression. She looked absolutely stunned, like someone had just slapped really hard across the face.
"Oh my god," she said again, a little more clearly this time. "Is that...?"
She didn't get a chance to finish her sentence. Wunmi gave her a couple of seconds, just about long enough to catch her breath before she pulled her straight back in again. But this time she didn't just hold her there. As soon as her face went into her ass, Wunmi started grinding against her, twerking her booty into Anna's face.
"Yeah, you like that, baby?" Wunmi asked her. "You like that fat arse in your face?"
"MMM!" Anna exclaimed. Though I wasn't sure if she was answering affirmatively or if that was all she could say. Probably it was a bit of both.
Wunmi pulled her back out again, keeping her grip on Anna's brown hair as she started to work her hips back and forth, throwing her ass into Anna's face. She didn't do it super hard, but specks of cake were flying everywhere, going all over the carpet and my freshly washed bedsheets. She repeated that a few more times then pulled her ass from Anna's face, giving her a much needed break.
"Holy shit!" Anna said, gasping. "Well, I've never eaten cake like that before!"
Wunmi and myself both burst out laughing. Wunmi gestured for the cake and I handed it over. She placed it down on the bedroom floor, this time leaning over and pressing her tits down into it. Just like with her ass, the cake went everywhere, completely covering both her breasts. Lifting her head up, Wunmi knelt in front of Anna, cupping her massive tits.
"How about like this?" Wunmi asked, shoving her tits into Anna's face.
Anna's reaction was much the same, unleashing a helpless, high-pitched squeal that even Wunmi's giant tits weren't capable of suppressing. Again, she was buried completely. In fact, Wunmi's tits were so big that they almost wrapped right around her head. She slapped them against her face a few times then finally took pity on her, pulling her tits from Anna's face.
Again, Anna gasped for air, gaping her lips as wide as she could as she filled her chest with a fresh dose of oxygen.
"Oooh, yeah. Keep that mouth open," Wunmi instructed.
She waited for Anna to catch her breath then pushed a titty towards her mouth. She slotted it neatly in between her lips, stuffing Anna's mouth with cake-covered breast meat. Anna suckled on Wunmi's tit, slurping up frosting before she popped it free with a smack of her lips. Wunmi did the same with the other and by the time she plucked it free, both of her nipples had been sucked clean.
She placed a finger under Anna's chin, poking her tongue out as she leaned her head in, licking up the cake from around her mouth. She gave Anna a peck on the lips then beckoned me towards her. She kept her finger under Anna's chin, kissing her again as she felt my cock through my sweatpants. Needless to say, I was already hard as a rock.
She grabbed my waistband and pulled it down. I hadn't bothered to put my underwear back on so my cock was easily accessible. Wunmi grabbed my cock and stroked it, leaving my pants at the top of my thighs. I pushed my pants down the rest of the way, stepping out of them and kicking them aside.
Wunmi turned to face me, grabbing a tit with her remaining hand as she pulled my cock towards them. She wrapped her titties around my shaft, pushing them together with so much force that you could hear the frosting squelch in between them. She started to pump them up and down my cock, smearing cake along the length of my shaft. It felt awesome, and as it turns out, frosting is actually a pretty good lubricant. Messy, of course, but surprisingly effective.
By the time she was done my cock was coated, a thick layer of frosting coating both my girthy shaft and my swollen balls. There were even white circles on my pelvis where her tits had been slapping against it.
"You want some more, sweetie?" Wunmi asked, running a finger over Anna's lips.
"Mmhmm," Anna nodded.
"Open this pretty mouth for me."
Anna parted her lips again and Wunmi moved to the side, allowing me to step in front of her. I placed a hand at the back of Anna's head and gripped my cock with the other. I steered forward without delay, slotting my cockhead in between her lips. Anna wrapped her lips around it, giving a little satisfied moan as she lapped at the tip of my prick, tasting a mixture of precum and frosting. Anna started to bob her head, cake smearing all around her lips as she took my cock in deeper.
Wunmi stood, placing a hand at the side of my face and turning me towards her. As we kissed, I felt my cockhead push in further, clearing Anna's tonsils and pressing against the back of her throat. Still holding the back of her head, I felt a hand lay on top of my own as Wunmi grabbed her head as well, pushing her closer towards me. I felt my tip break through her barrier and Anna choked just a little as my cock slid into her throat.
Wunmi's free hand slid into my hair, gripping tightly as she pried her lips from mine.
"I think your friend here wants some too," Wunmi grinned as she pulled my head down into her tits.
Wunmi grabbed her massive tits and pushed them into my face. They weren't as messy as they had been earlier but I could still feel the frosting smearing all over as she rubbed those titties against my face. I stuck my tongue out, licking every stretch of titty that I could get my mouth to.
I could still feel Anna sinking deeper, taking my cock down inch by inch until I felt her face press against my torso.
"Oooh, good girl," said Wunmi, and though I couldn't see her face, I could picture the grin that was plastered across it.
Anna sucked her cheeks in, her mouth creating a vacuum seal as she dragged her lips back slowly. Wunmi released me from between her tits and I looked down at Anna as she plucked my cockhead from between her lips. My entire cock was slick with spit, still smeared with lumps of frosting.
Wunmi dropped down beside Anna, gripping my cock at the base and pulling it away from her. Wunmi parted her thick set of lips and took my cock in between them. She released her grip on the base of my shaft and latched onto both my hips. I felt her hands move around behind me, grabbing my asscheeks as she threw herself forward. She swallowed my cock in a single hit, all but shoving her face into my stomach as she took me down to the base.
She started to bob her head back and forth, digging her fingers into both my cheeks as she used my ass for leverage. Spit was smearing all over my shaft, cleaning up the last of the cake as she pumped her mouth up and down me. By the time she popped me from between her lips, my entire shaft was sparkling clean.
Wunmi gripped my cock at the base, jerking it slowly as she turned towards Anna. She grabbed onto the back of her head and pulled her in for a kiss, practically mashing her lips against Anna's. She broke from the kiss, brushing Anna's hair back behind her ears.
"Isn't she pretty?" Wunmi asked, her left hand still stroking my cock.
I nodded, not feeling the need to answer verbally. I mean, asking if Anna Kendrick is pretty is like asking if Tom Brady is good at playing football.
Wunmi slid a finger under the strap of Anna's blindfold and teased it away from the side of her head. "I want to see those pretty eyes. Should we take this thing off her now?"
I nodded again. Wunmi let go of my cock and gripped the front of Anna's blindfold.
"OK. You ready?" Wunmi warned her, readying Anna for the sudden influx of light.
"Mmhmm," said Anna.
Her eyes were closed as the blindfold came off, and she opened them slowly to adjust to the light. The first thing she saw was Wunmi's face, beaming that gorgeous smile at her as she blinked her bleary eyes.
"Hi," said Wunmi.
"Hi," said Anna, blushing.
"Happy birthday. I hope you enjoyed your gift."
"I did," said Anna. "Thank you for giving it to me."
"You're very welcome, sweetie." Wunmi gripped my cock again, holding it tightly at the base of the shaft. "But since you've watched me take this dick, I think it's only right that you return the favour. Don't you agree?"
Anna nodded her head, a bashful grin now stretching across her face.
"Good girl," said Wunmi. She placed a finger under Anna's chin and gave her a peck on the lips. "Get on the bed for me."
Anna stood and moved towards the bed. Something caught her eye and Anna changed course, moving towards the big TV. She picked up the camera from the TV stand and turned around to face us.
"Maybe we should use this," Anna suggested, still blushing slightly as she held the camera aloft.
It was weird seeing Anna so timid and shy. Especially in my bedroom where she's usually so feisty and assertive.
Wunmi looked over at me. "I like the way she thinks. OK, honey, give that to me then get up on that bed. I'm not going to tell you again," Wunmi added with a playful smirk.
"Yes, ma'am," Anna grinned back.
She handed the camera to Wunmi then climbed up onto the bed, laying flat on her back with her head on top of the pillows.
"Mm-mm. Head up here," Wunmi instructed, slapping her hand against the foot of the bed. Clearly, she had something planned.
Anna changed position, still laying flat on her back but now with her head at the end and her feet near the headboard. Wunmi fetched the tripod from the closet and attached the camera to it. She placed it in the centre of the room, adjusting the camera until she found the perfect shot. Then she moved towards the bed, beckoning me to follow her. Frankly, she needn't have bothered, 'cause watching that fat ass move as she walked was all the encouragement I needed. Hell, I'd probably follow her off a cliff if that ass was moving in front of me.
Wunmi moved to the foot of the bed, looking at me as she pointed to the headboard. I think I knew what she wanted. Anna parted her legs for me as I climbed up onto the bed. I moved in between them, pressing my lips just above her right knee then kissing along the inside of her thigh. I looked up as I did that, watching as Wunmi turned around slowly and stuck her ass out behind her.
"Oh my God," said Anna, looking up; Wunmi's ass was directly above her.
Wunmi reached her hands back behind her and slapped one of her buttcheeks. I was reminded again how much her asscheeks jiggled, even from the slightest movement.
"You like that big arse?" said Wunmi.
She grabbed both her asscheeks, pulling them up as she raised her hands then dropped them back into place.
"It's beautiful," said Anna.
You could tell how much she liked it by how distracted she was. By now I had reached the top of her thigh and was moving closer to her already wet pussy. Normally this teasing would be driving her wild, but Anna was so transfixed that it was like I wasn't even there. I wasn't complaining though, and the sight of Anna staring up in awe at Wunmi's thick ass definitely made up for the lack of attention.
"You want me to sit on your face?" Wunmi asked her.
"Please," said Anna without hesitation, seemingly unaware of what she was letting herself in for.
I thought about warning her but decided against it. She's a big girl (age wise, anyway), she can take care of herself.
I hooked my fingers underneath her panties and started to pull them down, watching as Wunmi's massive ass dropped down towards her face. She set it down on top of her and suddenly her ass was all I could see. It was like Anna's head had come off.
"Mmm!" Anna moaned, about as loudly as she could when that huge ass was smothering her.
I pulled her panties past her feet then tossed them down onto the floor. As I moved back in between her legs, I saw that Wunmi was pushing her cheeks down, smothering her even more.
"Yeah, you like that, huh?" said Wunmi. It sounded more like a statement than a question. "You like that fat arse in your face."
Anna lifted her hands up and placed them on Wunmi's thighs.
"Mm-mm," said Wunmi. "Hands on the bed."
Anna put her hands back down and I reached out to grab her wrists, pinning them against the mattress. It left her entirely at Wunmi's mercy, but I knew she was in safe hands. I moved my head in towards her pussy and poked my tongue out from between my lips, pressing my tongue up against her taint then dragging it slowly upwards. Anna's pussy was incredibly wet and I could taste all her delicious juices as I ran my tongue across it.
I moved my tongue right up to her clit and Anna started moaning louder. It was the first time she'd acknowledged my presence since I got up onto the bed. Seriously, if you ever need to get Anna's attention, just start eating her pussy. She'll stop what she's doing at the drop of a hat. I started to spin my tongue in a circle, swirling it swiftly around the nub of her clit. She tried to move her arms again but I held them tight, clamping her wrists to the bed. I could hear a sort of scratching noise, which sounded like Anna's nails raking across the bedsheet. I wasn't sure if she was running out of breath or if she was really enjoying my tongue. Again it was probably both.


Wunmi finally took pity on her, grabbing ahold of her giant cheeks and lifting them off of her face. Anna lifted her head off the bed, moaning loudly as she gasped for breath.
"Uh uh. Head down," said Wunmi, pressing her hand against Anna's forehead and pushing her back down onto the bed.
She dropped her ass back down on her face and started to grind up against her. I could see that Anna had poked her tongue out and was tasting Wunmi's pussy and ass as she rubbed them both against her. I watched intently, enjoying the sounds of her muffled moans as my tongue moved faster around her clit, spinning and spiralling every which way. By now her pussy was leaking profusely, warm fluids oozing out of her and smearing across my lips and chin.
I peeled my tongue from Anna's clit, letting go of one of her wrists as I brought my hand up towards my mouth. I slipped two fingers in between my lips, wetting them both with spit then moving them down to her pussy. I rubbed the tips up against her slit then pushed them both inside her. I curled them up like a fishhook, finding Anna's g-spot and rubbing my fingers against it.
I moved my tongue back down to her clit, her pussy tightening around my fingers as I started to flick it against her. She moaned loudly, lifting her free hand up off the bed and placing it on the back of my head. She gripped me tightly, nearly pulling my hair out as I tongued her throbbing clit.
Wunmi lifted her ass up again then turned around to face us. She dropped to her knees on the bedroom floor, looking down at Anna as she grabbed her massive tits.
"You want these titties in your face as well?" Wunmi asked her, jiggling her tits invitingly. Like the sheer size of those chocolate beauties wasn't inviting enough already.
"Mmm, yes!" Anna gasped. "Gimme, gimme, gimme!"
Wunmi pushed her tits down hard, squishing them into Anna's face. Once again her face disappeared. Another loud moan escaped her lips. At least, I think it was loud. By the time it passed through Wunmi's tits it barely came out as a squeak.
Her pussy tightened once again, gripping my fingers with so much force that I was starting to wonder if I'd get them back out. She was getting close now and I started to flick my tongue at her harder, my fingers slowly grazing her g-spot. Wunmi lifted her tits from her face right when Anna started cumming.
Anna lifted her head off the mattress; half gasping for breath, half crying out in ecstasy as her climax started pulsing through her. Her hair was dishevelled, her face bright red, mouth hanging open as a wordless scream filled the expanse of the room. Wunmi reached around from behind her, putting her hands to Anna's tits and rubbing both her nipples. My tongue kept moving against her clit, licking her through the throes of climax.
Finally she reached her peak, her voice giving out as her head slumped back down to the mattress. I peeled my tongue from Anna's clit, waiting for her muscles to loosen so I could get my fingers back. Anna took a moment to recover then reached up to Wunmi's tits, taking them in both her hands.
"Oh my god," she purred out softly, gently squeezing those massive tits.
I understood her reaction completely. Seeing Wunmi tits is one thing, but getting your hands on those perfect mounds is a whole different ballgame.
"Can I...?" Anna trailed off, sticking her tongue out and lapping at thin air.
Even without finishing her sentence, it was pretty clear what she wanted. Wunmi leaned down once more, moving her chest towards Anna. Though instead of pushing them into her face, Wunmi simply let them hang there, dangling them teasingly just above the small brunette. Anna shifted her head to the side, focusing first on Wunmi's right breast. Anna kept her tongue outstretched, licking slowly across her nipple.
I watched intently as she licked her tit, prising my fingers from Anna's tight snatch. I lifted my head up and straightened my back, shifting forward as I gripped my cock, pressing the tip against Anna's pussy. Wunmi grabbed ahold of my wrist and pulled it towards her mouth. She took my fingers in between her lips, moaning slightly as she sucked them clean. Clearly she enjoyed the taste.
By the time I plucked my fingers free, Anna's lips were wrapped around her nipple. She was sucking hard, pulling at her teet like a hungry infant. And compared to Wunmi, she was practically infant-sized.
I was ready to push my cock inside her when I suddenly remembered the camera. I'd gotten so caught up in everything that I'd forgotten we were even using it. I hopped down from the bed and snatched it from the tripod, quickly returning to my previous position. I used my free hand to lift Anna's legs up and lay them against my chest. I pointed the camera down POV style and pushed myself forward without further delay, slipping my cock into Anna's tight pussy.
She peeled her lips from Wunmi's breast, uttering a tiny 'ahhh' of pleasure as she felt my cockhead split her open. As I pushed in deeper, Wunmi grabbed onto both her tits and started to move them side to side, dragging both her nipples over Anna's outstretched tongue. By the time my cock was sheathed to the base, Anna had puckered her already plump lips, allowing Wummi's nipples to slide across them, like she was giving the world's slowest motorboat. Slow or not, it looked amazing, and I could feel my cockhead twitch inside her as it pressed against her cervix.
Much like before when I was eating her pussy, Anna barely acknowledged my presence. Normally when my cock's inside her, Anna's moans would be bouncing off the walls. But other than the initial entry, it was like she didn't even know I was in there. But again, I wasn't complaining. It didn't make her pussy feel any less awesome, and the sight of those enormous titties sliding across her lips was the perfect visual accompaniment. I started to slowly thrust into her pussy, basically using it to jerk myself off.
Anna peeled her lips from her nipples, looking up at Wunmi as she asked her sweetly, "can you slap me with them?"
"My tits?" Wunmi asked her.
Anna nodded.
Wunmi laughed. "You sure you can handle that? I don't hold back on that, do I, Tyler?"
"Mm-mm," I said back, shaking my head behind the camera.
"I can take it," Anna said, a confident grin now stretched across her face.
"OK, hon', you asked for it," Wunmi declared.
She leaned down further, her tits now hanging either side of Anna's head. I kept the camera pointed forward as Wunmi started to shift back and forth. Her shoulders moved from side to side, her tits swaying pendulously beneath her and slapping against Anna's face. True to her word, Wunmi didn't hold back in the slightest. She moved her shoulders as quick as she could, ensuring her tits were swinging back and forth with full, unrelenting force.
"Oh my god," Anna murmured as heavy slaps started bouncing off the bedroom walls.
Anna's reaction was hard to make out 'cause I couldn't really see her face. But I could tell from the way her pussy tightened that she was loving every second of it. Wunmi slapped her a few more times then lifted her head up slowly, pulling her tits from Anna's face. Her face was a picture. She looked slightly punch drunk, but was grinning from ear to ear like she'd just had the time of her life.
"Wow," she whispered softly.
"I think she liked that," Wunmi grinned, looking up at me and the camera. Then she looked down at Anna, affectionately stroking the sides of her face. "Want me to sit on this face again?"
"Please," said Anna.
Wunmi leaned down to kiss her then started shifting forward. She planted her knees either side of Anna's head then dropped her ass down slowly. Her ass touched down on Anna's face. It wasn't outright smothering her this time, more resting on top of her so Anna could eat her pussy. And I could tell from the look of pleasure that spread across Wunmi's face, that Anna was doing just that.
You couldn't really see what she was doing though so I moved the camera up higher, capturing the expression on Wunmi's face as she played with her perfect tits. A grin stretched across her face when she saw the camera pointing at her. Wunmi let go of one of her tits, grabbing the back of my head as she pulled me in to kiss her. I changed the camera angle, holding it up like I was taking a selfie as her thick lips pressed against mine. Wunmi's tongue wrapped around my own, moaning softly into my mouth as Anna ate her pussy.
Our lips came apart but Wunmi kept her grip on my head, pulling me down and straight into her massive tits. Finally her hand came free and Wunmi grabbed onto both her tits as she pushed them into the sides of my head, trapping my face in between them. I kept on thrusting, fucking Anna's pussy almost absentmindedly as I was smothered by that huge set of tits. I held the camera in the same position and as luck would have it, I managed to capture most of the action. Not that you could see that much. It was basically just the top of my head sandwiched in between her tits.
She held me there for a few more seconds then finally let me go. I pulled my head back to catch my breath but didn't stray too far. Wunmi's hands went under her tits, holding them up for me as I moved my head back towards them. This time I took one in between my lips, sucking up as much tit as I could fit in my mouth and swirling my tongue around her nipple.
"Allow me," Wunmi said.
She took the camera from me and held it up above her head, pointing it down at me as I worshipped her amazing rack. Now that my hands were free I reached down to grab her tits, pushing them together as I dragged my tongue from one to the other, licking both her nipples. Then I wrapped my lips around them, sliding them back and forth from one huge tit to the next. That descended into full on motorboating, and soon all you could hear was the sound of my lips as I blew loud raspberries against Wunmi's massive tits.
I kept that up for another few seconds then finally pulled my head back. I could've kept that up all night but there were other things that needed my attention. I wrapped my arms around Anna's legs, using them for leverage as I held them against my chest. Wunmi kept the camera pointed downwards, getting a great shot of my cock as I rammed it hard into Anna's tight pussy. You could see how deep my cock was going, not to mention how wet it was each time I pulled it back.
Holding the camera with her left hand, she brought the right one up to her mouth, slipping two fingers in between her lips. Wetting them with spit, she moved them down between Anna's toned thighs and placed them against the nub of her clit. Wunmi started to rub back and forth, moving the camera a little bit closer as she strummed at Anna's clit. Anna's pussy contracted around me, her moans getting louder from under Wunmi's ass. I responded to that by thrusting harder, working my hips with greater exertion to push through the tightening grip.
Once I started doing that Anna was putty in my hands. She came almost instantaneously, screaming under Wunmi's ass as the feeling started coursing through her. Wunmi kept rubbing at the nub of her clit, making sure she came as hard as possible. And boy, did she achieve her goal. Muscles tightened all over her body, most notably her pussy which was gripping my cock to the point of bursting. Juices gushed from deep inside her, soaking my cock as I sheathed it to the base.
Finally her orgasm peaked and Wunmi's fingers were peeled from her clit. I waited for her grip to relax then eased my cock from Anna's pink pussy. As always, my cock was coated with Anna's juices. For another woman that may have been noteworthy, but for Anna it was par for the course.
Wunmi took one look at my cock and immediately started leaning forward. She handed me the camera and by the time I'd taken it and pointed it down, the two had formed a 69. Wunmi parted her full set of lips and I steered my cock in between them. Wunmi kept her lips wide open, only closing them once my tip had cleared her tonsils and my abs pressed against her face.
I moved my free hand to the back of her head, needlessly holding her there as I kept my cock inside her. Then I started to pull back slowly, feeling those lips drag across my shaft as I worked it back out to the tip. By the time I'd plucked it free, my entire cock had been sucked clean.
Anna reached up from underneath Wunmi and grabbed her massive ass. If that ass wasn't calling to me already, it certainly was by then. I had some lube in my nightstand drawer, but there was another way of prepping my cock which I thought would be a lot more fun.
I moved my cock back towards her mouth and Wunmi parted her lips for me. They stayed apart as I steered my cock in and this time Wunmi kept them like that, those thick lips gaping open even as I started thrusting. The result was a sloppy facefuck of truly epic proportions, complete with all the wet, squelchy gagging sounds that one would expect from such an endeavour. And it looked fucking awesome from the downward angle; my cock ramming into Wunmi's throat then coming back out in again drenched in spittle. By the time I pulled back out, my shaft was literally dripping.
I moved around to the foot of the bed. Wunmi was kneeling right on the edge so I had to make do with standing. Fine by me; I'd find a way of fucking that ass if I was hanging upside down. Anna gripped her asscheeks harder as I moved into position, prising them apart to reveal her winking asshole. I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft, pointing the camera back down at her ass as I pressed my tip against her sphincter.
Needless to say, I definitely didn't need any lube. I pushed myself forward gently, my cock slipping in with consummate ease. Wunmi's head had dropped down between Anna's legs and she gave a little moan into her pussy as she felt my cockhead slip inside her. I uncurled my fingers from the base of my shaft, grabbing her ass with my unoccupied hand as I pushed my cock in deeper.
I was amazed by how easily my cock went in, and the slightest push was all it took to sheathe my cock to the base. Or at least, as close to the base as I could. With an ass as thick and fat as Wunmi's it's almost impossible to go balls deep, no matter how hard I try. I kept it there for a couple of seconds then pulled my cock back slowly, working it out to the ridge of my crown then drilling it straight back in.
There was nothing slow about that. In fact, I drove back in so hard that I barely saw my cock disappear. It was there one moment and gone the next. My hips crashed against Wunmi's ass, sending ripples through both her cheeks. I proceeded to pound her hard and fast, drawing my cock almost all the way out then ramming back in with full, unwavering force. Rhythmic smacks started filling the room, drowning out her muffled moans as she ate out Anna's pussy.
Speaking of Anna, I could feel her tongue now brushing against my balls, licking them diligently as they swung just above her face. I'd been in this position with Anna many times before (it was her and Blake's joint favourite) and when I started to feel her tongue on my balls, I knew full well what she wanted.
"Grab this ass for me," I said to Wunmi, slapping a cheek to get her attention.
She did as instructed, reaching back with both her hands and grabbing her massive ass. She gripped her cheeks as hard as she could, fingers digging into her chocolate flesh as they pried them both apart. I pulled my cock back slowly, her asshole gaping open as I prised my cock from inside it. My shaft was a mess, coated with ass from base to tip. I wasn't concerned though, and with Anna's mouth in such close proximity, it wouldn't stay like that for long.
As I pushed my cock down towards her mouth, Anna's lips were already wide open. I steered my cock in between them, pushing it in as far as I could. The position was a little bit awkward and I could only go about halfway in. Anna didn't seem to mind though, wrapping her lips around my shaft and greedily sucking my cock. I adjusted the camera to focus on Anna but you couldn't see too much of her face, just my cock half-submerged in her mouth as she took it as deep as she could.
I kept it there for a close to a minute, letting her get a good taste of it. Clearly though that wasn't enough, and when I started to pull it back up, Anna pursed her lips around it like she didn't wanna let it go. And knowing her, she probably didn't. I had to fight to get it back out, and when I did half my cock was slick with spit.
Wunmi's ass was still gaping open, to the point that I could slot my cock right into her. And that's exactly what I did. I pushed my cock into her stretched out ass and immediately started thrusting, quickly finding my previous rhythm. Wunmi kept her grip on her ass, keeping her butthole spread apart and creating almost zero friction as I rammed my cock inside it.
I kept that up for the next few minutes, drilling my cock into Wunmi's ass and using Anna's mouth to cool myself off. But the longer I fucked her, those cooling breaks became more and more frequent. At one point I was literally going one for one. One thrust into Wunmi's ass, one dunk into Anna's mouth, and rinse and repeat for one full minute. And only when my cock had settled, did I continue with my vigorous thrusts.
"Mmm, yes, baby. Eat my pussy," Wunmi moaned out. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum on your face!"
A few more thrusts into that big, thick ass and Wunmi made good on her promise. Her head craned upwards, muscles tensing all over her body as a powerful orgasm tore through her voluptuous frame. I buried my cock balls deep in her ass, feeling her muscles squeeze it tight as she rode the waves of climax. I could feel my cockhead twitching inside her, threatening to explode as her inner walls closed in around it. I gave a thought to prying it loose but managed to fight the urge. Though her ass was gripping with so much force, that I'm not sure I could have even if I'd wanted to.
Finally she hit her peak and her grip began to loosen. I pulled my cock back slowly, prying the tip from Wunmi's asshole. I pointed my cock down at Anna again, who opened her mouth to accept it. She wrapped her lips around my helmet, dragging her tongue across the tip as Wunmi started crawling forward.
She climbed down off the bed and went to fetch the tripod. She moved it right up close to the bed then adjusted the height so it was level with Anna's head. Again, she had something planned. Wunmi climbed back onto the bed and crawled between Anna's legs. One quick lick along her pussy to tease her, and she started to kiss up Anna's stomach, still crawling forward as she moved up to her chest. She briefly stopped at Anna's tits, swirling her tongue around each of her nipples and making her moan as she sucked my cock. She continued upwards, kissing up towards Anna's collarbone then licking across her neck.
I thought I knew where she was going with this so I plucked my tip from Anna's mouth, climbing up onto the bed and kneeling directly above her. Now my sack was right in her face and Anna moved straight towards it, latching onto one of my balls and taking it into her mouth. Wunmi parted her thick set of lips, keeping them open as she kept moving forward, taking my cock down inch by inch. Only once she'd reached the base did she finally close her lips up.
Of course, I couldn't see it at the time, but the camera angle that Wunmi set up was nothing short of perfect. It was very tight to the action, so much so that their heads and my cock were pretty much all you could see. Or rather, you would have been able to see my cock if it wasn't stuffed down Wunmi's throat. And with the mic in such close proximity, you could hear how hard she was sucking. Watching it back the next day (with Anna, and yes, we did fuck again while we watched it), the sounds of her aggressive slurps were filling the entire room.


She held me in her mouth for several seconds then started to pump her head back and forth, impaling her throat on my cock. It felt amazing and again the angle made it look even better. With the camera so close, you could see every drop of spit she left behind, many of them dripping from the base of my shaft and down onto Anna's neck.
I let her do that a few more times then moved my hands to the back of her head, holding her tightly as I started thrusting. I didn't go particularly fast, but I did go incredibly deep, sinking my cock right down to the base with every thrust I took. My balls spilled out from Anna's lips, so she simply stuck her tongue out instead, letting them drag across it as they slowly swung back and forth.
Again, the camera angle had all the goods. Framing Wunmi's face in such a tight shot, you could see how effortlessly she was taking my cock. Eyes staring up at me, she barely even blinked as my long, thick cock plunged into the depths of her throat. Anna started to shift back beneath me, moving right back across the bed until her head was almost hanging off the edge. Anna kept her tongue outstretched, and as I continued to pump my hips, I felt it drag across my taint and asshole.
A few more thrusts into Wunmi's throat and I pried my cock out from between her lips. My entire shaft was drenched with spit, and I gripped it at the base and stroked it as Anna kept licking my ass.
"Stay right there," Wunmi said.
I think she was talking to Anna but I followed her instructions too. Frankly, with Anna's tongue on my asshole, I wouldn't have moved if you'd paid me. Wunmi started moving backwards, licking her way down Anna's torso as she shifted back towards the headboard. Wunmi settled in between her legs, pushing her ass up into the air as she buried her face into Anna's wet pussy.
That did get me moving. I stepped back down off the foot of the bed and moved around towards the headboard, grabbing the camera as I walked past the tripod. I climbed back onto the bed and knelt behind Wunmi, pointing the camera straight down at her ass as I gripped my cock at the base. I pressed my cock up against her asshole, moving the camera in nice and close as I pushed the tip inside her. The close up shot looked fucking amazing, and you could see how much her asshole stretched as my swollen helmet split her open.
I held that shot for the next few seconds, keeping her asshole tightly framed as I pushed my cock in deeper, feeding it to her an inch at a time. Once my cock was sheathed to the base, I finally brought the camera back up, framing her entire ass as my pelvis pressed it against. That looked pretty awesome too; those thick cheeks pressed against my abs as her asshole wrapped around the base of my shaft.
But as great as my cock looked sheathed in her ass, the threesome did not end there and I finally pointed the camera forward to capture the rest of the action. Wunmi's arms were wrapped around Anna's legs, her head buried in between her thighs as she moaned into Anna's pussy. Anna was holding the back of her head, her free hand pawing at one of her tits. By this point she had lifted her head up, moaning all the while as Wunmi ate her pussy.
I pointed the camera straight back down, framing Wunmi's giant ass as I drew my hips back slowly. I worked my cock back out to the tip, grabbing onto one of her hips as I drove it straight back in. Wunmi moaned loudly as my hips crashed into her big, fat ass, ripples passing through both her cheeks.
I drew my cock back and did it again, only this time it was even harder, the resulting * SMACK * nearly bursting both my eardrums. I quickly fell into a steady rhythm, maintaining both the force and depth with every subsequent thrust. Those massive cheeks were jiggling like crazy, starting to put me into something of a trance as I stared at the camera's viewfinder.
Those cheeks were practically begging for a slap and I felt it my duty to give them what they wanted. I released my grip on Wunmi's hip and drew my hand back behind me. I brought it back forward as hard as I could, landing a firm slap onto Wunmi's left ass cheek. Wunmi gave an appreciative moan so I pulled my hand back and did it again, drawing an almost deafening * SMACK * which carried through the expanse of the room.
I smacked her ass a few more times then bent myself forward at the waist, leaning right over Wunmi's body as I delivered the next few thrusts. I could feel my balls swinging back and forth, slapping wetly against her pussy as I pounded her giant ass.
"Here, take this," I said as I reached my hand out, pushing the camera in Anna's direction.
Anna took the camera from me and held it out in her POV. At first she simply pointed it forward, aiming it at Wunmi as she ate her pussy, her eyes starting to roll into her head as I drilled my cock into her asshole. Then she panned the camera upwards, capturing my new position. I was up on my feet in an awkward squat, torso flush against Wunmi's back, my hands balled into fists as I pressed them into the mattress. I'm not sure if it was possible but it felt like I was going even deeper now, thrusting slowly but with greater force.
I fucked her like that for a couple of minutes but it put a strain on my biceps. I lifted my hands off the mattress and wrapped my arms around Wunmi's body, taking her with me as I straightened my back. I moved my hands up to grab her tits, gripping them tightly as I kept on thrusting. The resulting smacks grew even louder, my entire body now crashing into the back of hers.
Of course she wasn't eating Anna's pussy anymore but Anna didn't seem to mind. Anna got up onto her knees, pointing the camera at our faces as Wunmi turned her head, kissing me from over her shoulder. She moved the camera downwards, focusing on those massive tits as I clasped them in my hands. Anna changed the angle slightly, holding the camera selfie-style as she shoved her face between Wunmi's tits.
I pried my lips away from Wunmi's and peered down over her shoulder, seeing only the top of Anna's head as she mashed it into Wunmi's tits. I moved my hands to the sides of her breasts, pushing them together and squishing them harder into Anna's face.
"MMPF!" she exclaimed, her face now almost totally smothered.
I held them like that for close to a minute then jiggled them back and forth, slapping them against her cheeks.
"Mmm, YES!" Anna moaned out, tilting her head back slightly and closing her eyes as those big, heavy tits smacked against the sides of her face.
She was in heaven, and it was such a freakin' awesome sight that I almost forgot that I was fucking Wunmi's asshole. Keyword: almost. I felt her asshole tighten around me, and Wunmi moaned out a split second later, making the reason for that very well known.
"Ohhh, yes, Anna! Rub my clit."
That turned out to be the finishing touch and Wunmi came just a few seconds later. I rammed my cock into her one last time, sheathing it inside her as her orgasm hit. Anna pried her face from her tits, gazing at her intensely as she wrapped her lips around one of her nipples, suckling like a famished babe. Anna kept rubbing at the nub of her clit, making sure she came as hard as possible. And boy, did she succeed.
Wunmi's asshole clamped around my shift, squeezing it so tightly that I'm amazed I didn't cum. She threw an arm back behind her, grabbing the back of my head and pulling me in closer. I wasn't sure if that was just her reaction or if there was something she wanted me to do, but I started to kiss along the side of her neck. She turned to face me, mashing her lips against mine and moaning straight into my mouth as her orgasm reached its crescendo.
She peeled her lips away from mine, turning back to make out with Anna, as I finally let go of her tits. Her grip on me loosened and I eased my hips back slowly, sliding my cock from her asshole. I slotted my cock in between her asscheeks, rubbing it between them gently as I slowly ground against her. Anna and Wunmi broke from their kiss and Anna's hands moved down to her tits, groping them tenderly as she moved her head in, kissing them in several places. Wunmi took the camera from Anna and pointed it down at her face.
"You like those, don't you?" Wunmi asked her, running her fingers through Anna's brown hair.
"They're perfect," Anna replied, kissing her titties a few more times then shoving her face in them.
Wunmi tipped her head back and laughed. "Alright, honey, put them down. It's time you got some more dick."
Anna emerged from between her tits.
"Yeah, that got your attention, didn't it?" Wunmi chuckled.
Anna continued to kiss her breasts. She was acting coy but you could see the want in her eyes.
"How do you want it?" Wunmi asked.
"Cowgirl," said Anna, answering quickly. "And...I want you to sit on his face."
Wunmi turned to look at me. "Alright, you heard the lady. Get on your back."
Wunmi and Anna climbed down from the bed. They moved the tripod to the centre of the room, clipping the camera to it as I laid across the mattress, resting my head at the foot of the bed. They walked towards me hand in hand, letting go as they reached the bed. They started to move in different directions, Wunmi walking to the foot of the bed as Anna climbed onto the mattress.
Anna knelt in between my legs, grabbing the tip of my still hard cock and pushing it back as she moved her head in. She started with my balls, taking one in between her lips and sucking on it greedily. I looked up as she switched to the other, Wunmi's fat ass now looming above me. She dropped down slowly, lowering it onto my face and pushing against me as hard as she could, giving me all her weight.
I was crushed, pure and simple. Watching the video back, you could barely see my head at all, and if you cropped the shot at the top of my neck, you'd think that Wunmi was just sitting on the bed. There wasn't much room to maneuver in there but I poked my tongue out all the same and moved it to Wunmi's asshole, licking it as best I could. Wunmi started moaning above me, and I could feel her pussy getting warmer and slicker as it pressed down against my nose.
In the meantime, Anna had left my balls behind and was now licking her way up my shaft. I couldn't see her at the time, of course, but watching the video back, her eyes were glued to Wunmi's ass, gazing at it longingly as she licked the tip of my cock. Precum had formed inside my slit, but Anna made light work of it, lapping it all up with a few swift flicks of her tongue.
She swirled her tongue around the tip then finally locked her lips around it. To start with she stayed at the top, still staring forward as she worked the first few inches. It was like she was conflicted; wanting to properly suck my cock but wanting Wunmi's ass in her eyeline. But unfortunately for her, she couldn't have both. In the end she chose my cock, and I felt her lips start sliding down it as I flicked my tongue against Wunmi's asshole, my oxygen levels dropping quickly.
I felt my tip move past Anna's tonsils then push through into her throat. This was where Wunmi took pity on me and finally lifted her ass off my face. The timing could not have been better. I lifted my head up as I caught my breath, looking ahead at Anna right as her lips sunk down to the base. All I could see was the top of her head, but a sight like that is always awesome, especially when her pert little ass is sticking up and that lovely brown hair of hers is draping down over my hips.
But as great a sight as it may have been, I didn't get to look at it for long. Wunmi placed her hand on my head and shoved it back down to the mattress. She dropped her ass back down again, pressing it against me as Anna's soft lips dragged back along my shaft, leaving behind a coat of spit. Again, I couldn't see it but it felt pretty wet at the time, and as I watched the video the following day my suspicions were fully confirmed. My cock was dripping; long, gooey ropes of spit running down the length of my shaft and dripping down onto my balls.
Anna gripped my cock at the base, and now I could hear how wet it was as she jerked and sucked at the exact same time, smearing her spittle up and down my shaft. It felt amazing and I unleashed a moan into Wunmi's ass as she started to grind up against me, rubbing it all over my face. I poked my tongue out from between my lips, licking both holes as she rubbed them against me.
Anna took my cock down a few more times then dragged her mouth back slowly. My crown popped free from between her lips then I felt the mattress sink either side of me as Anna started shifting forward. She gripped my cock just below the tip and rubbed it against her pussy. Even with how wet she'd left my cock, I could feel how moist her pussy was as she dragged me along her slit, teasing my cockhead and making it twitch.
Finally she held it steady then started to sink down onto it. This is where I was glad for the camera 'cause it meant I got to see her reaction. She closed her eyes, parting her lips and moaning softly, like the tip of my penis slipping inside her was her favourite feeling in the world. And I don't wanna brag but I think it might be. I've seen that reaction many times before, of course, but believe me, it never gets old.
She uncurled her fingers from around my shaft and started to sink down lower. I felt her pussy slide down my shaft, moaning into Wunmi's ass as my cockhead pressed against her cervix. Anna's ass touched down my thighs and she held that pose for several seconds, feeling how deep I was inside her. Then she started to ride me, guiding that tight pussy up and down my big, fat cock.
Of course, my vision was somewhat obscured, but again the camera had my back. Watching it back, the sight of Anna riding my cock was as awesome as it always is. Her hands were rested just above her knees, completely reliant on her tight, toned thighs to work her up and down my dick. Anna tipped her head back, brown hair spilling down her back as she moaned towards the bedroom ceiling. And of course those perky tits of hers were hopping and bouncing with every pass.
Wunmi lifted her ass off my face, turning around and kneeling behind me. She put her hands to the sides of my face then leaned in from above, tasting her ass off my lips and tongue as she kissed me upside down. She lifted her head up, inching forward as she grabbed her tits and pushed them down into my face. Again I was totally smothered, scarcely able to breathe once more as those giant breasts were squished down on top of me.
"God, you look sexy riding that dick," I heard her say, and I could see in the video how intently she was watching.
Anna smiled back, panting and moaning as she rode my cock. Wunmi lifted her tits with her hands, holding them up for a couple of seconds then dropping them straight back down. They hit my face with an audible slap, striking me so much force that I'm surprised they didn't break my nose.
She repeated that a few more times then went to fetch the camera, pointing it at Anna as she climbed up onto the mattress. She planted her knees either side of my head then dropped that ass back down again, parking her pussy on top of my face. She gave me less of her weight this time, allowing me to actually breathe. Well, kind of anyway. I poked my tongue out from between my lips and put it straight to her pussy, feeling how wet she was as I licked up and down her slit.
She placed a finger under Anna's chin, holding the camera out to the side as she leaned in and kissed her. Their lips came apart and Wunmi held the camera in her POV, taking a pan of Anna's body. She started with her face, her features lit up in their usual way, moans pouring out from between her lips.
"Mmm, you like that, beautiful?" Wunmi asked her. "You like riding that big fucking cock?"
Anna bit her lower lip, eyes glossing over as she nodded her head. Wunmi moved the camera lower, pointing it at her perky tits as they continued to flop up and down.
"Oh my god, these tits are so nice," Wunmi purred, reaching out from behind the camera and grabbing one of Anna's boobs.
She kept the camera moving down, past Anna's flat, toned waist and down towards her crotch. She kept it there for several seconds, getting a nice close up of Anna's tight pussy as she worked it smoothly up and down my shaft. It was a great shot and it captured every detail. How deep she was taking me (right to the base). How wet her pussy was making my shaft (very.) And even how hard my cock was throbbing (again, very).
"Fuuuck, look at that," said Wunmi. "Can I taste you off him, please?"
Anna nodded then lifted her ass up, allowing my cock to slip from her pussy. She shifted back, kneeling in between my legs as she gestured for the camera. Wunmi handed it over then started leaning forward. She placed her hands down onto the bed then parted that plump set of lips, taking me into her mouth. Anna moved the camera in close, pushing the lens right into her face as her lips plunged down my long, thick shaft.
She took my cock right down to the base then started to pump up and down my shaft, keeping her grip on me nice and loose as she swallowed my cock repeatedly. Spit dripped out from between her lips, running down the length of my shaft and trickling across my balls.
I reached my hands up and grabbed her ass, squeezing both cheeks as she blew me. I moved a finger towards her asshole, rubbing against it several times then pushing the tip inside her. Wunmi moaned, her eyes bulging slightly as she continued to suck my cock. I pushed my finger in deep, sinking it down to the knuckle then working it back and forth, feeling it tighten as I licked her pussy. She took my cock down a few more times then lifted her head back up again, plucking my crown from between her lips.
"Holy shit," said Anna.
She kept the camera close, panning slowly up the length of my shaft to show how wet she'd left it. The answer, again, was very. It looked like it had been slathered in lube. Anna gripped my cock and jerked it, smearing in the spittle that Wunmi had left there.
I pried my finger from Wunmi's ass as she lifted her head up further, straightening her back and sitting back down on top of me. I kept my tongue on her pussy, flicking it against the nub of her clit as Anna returned to her previous position. Anna kept ahold of the camera, pointing it down as she gripped my cock and started to sink down onto it.
She worked her pussy right down to the base and started to ride me slowly, filming it all from her POV. It made for an interesting shot, my cock popping in and out of frame as her tight pussy swallowed it up. Of course it wasn't the steadiest shot, especially when she rode me harder, but it looked pretty good all the same, showing the viewer how much she was taking.
Every so often the camera panned up, lingering on Wunmi's face as I worked my tongue on her pussy. Her eyes were closed, moans pouring from between her lips as she grabbed her huge tits, kneading them firmly like big lumps of dough.
"Oh my God," said Anna. "I can't get enough of these tits!"
Suddenly the camera fell still as Anna stopped riding my cock. She sunk down to the base, keeping me inside her as she held the camera out to the side and shoved her face into Wunmi's tits.
"Wow, you can't, can you?" Wunmi laughed. "Here, why don't I take that from you?"
She took the camera out of Anna's hand and lifted it up as high as she could, pointing it back down at Anna as she grabbed her massive tits. This shot was particularly awesome as it offered an almost bird's eye view. To start with you could barely see her as she squished those tits together, jiggling them around and slapping them against her cheeks.



With Anna now somewhat preoccupied, I saw an opportunity to take control. I reached forward and grabbed her ass, lifting her up to the tip of my cock. Then, once I had her in place, I started to buck my hips off the mattress, drilling into her pussy with a flurry of upward thrusts.
"MMM!" Anna moaned loudly.
She pulled her face from Wunmi's tits, throwing her head back sharply and screaming towards the camera as it hung just above her head.
"OHHH, FUCK!!!"
The lens was pointed right at her face, capturing her expression as I fucked her from beneath. Her eyes were bulging, looking like they were about to pop out of her skull as her lips gaped open just as wide, directing loud screams straight into the camera's mic.
Wunmi moved the camera back down, pointing it at Anna's pussy as I rammed my cock inside it. Anna let go of Wunmi's tits and reached down towards her crotch, putting two fingers to the nub of her clit. She rubbed herself hard, seriously testing the camera's shutter speed as her fingers moved in a hectic blur.
I felt her pussy tighten around me, squeezing my cock for all its worth. A few more thrusts and Anna came, soaking my cock with her vaginal fluid. I buried my cock in as deep as I could, pulling her down on top of me as the feeling started to spread through her body. Wunmi moved the camera up slowly, over her abs as they popped and flexed, and past her perky tits. She finally stopped at Anna's face, now twisted in the throes of climax. Her eyes were closed, mouth still open as her voice gave out, her cheeks turning slightly red.
A final shudder went through her body, signalling that she'd reached her peak. Her eyes came open, a look of sheer contentment now spreading across her face.
"Wow," said Wunmi from behind the camera. "You came hard, huh?"
Anna nodded slowly, a cute smile pulling at the sides of her mouth as she looked straight into the camera.
"I think we should get him off now," said Wunmi. "Where do you want him to do it?"
Anna reached forward, grabbing one of Wunmi's boobs. "I think he should cum on these tits. Then I can lick it all off."
"Ooh, good idea."
Both girls climbed down from on top of me and walked around to the foot of the bed. I scooched across to the edge of the bed, placing my feet on the bedroom floor as I perched at the end of the mattress. Wunmi handed the camera to me then both girls got down on their knees, Wunmi crawling in between my legs with Anna just behind her. Anna leaned in and kissed her neck, wrapping her arms around Wunmi's body and grabbing her massive tits.
I laid back on the mattress, grabbing a pillow from the top of the bed and stuffing it underneath my head. I kept the camera pointing forward, watching through the viewfinder as Wunmi turned her head, kissing Anna from over her shoulder. I reached forward with my remaining hand, gripping my cock at the base of the shaft and moving it into Wunmi's cleavage. Anna pushed her tits together, wrapping them tightly around my cock. She started to pump her tits up and down, working them smoothly up and down my shaft.
"Oh, wow!" said Wunmi as she broke from the kiss. "You know what you're doing, huh?"
Anna grinned and nodded her head. She hadn't given a titfuck before (for obvious reasons), but with the amount of times she'd seen Blake do it to me, Anna was practically an expert. Wunmi turned her head towards me, leaning forward and spitting down into her tits. My cock was pretty wet after fucking Anna's pussy, but when it comes to titfucks, you can never have too much lube.
She leaned in closer, gaping apart those perfect lips and wrapping them around my helmet. She started to suck at the tip of my prick, licking up precum as it pooled in my urethra. I moaned loudly from behind the camera, feeling my cockhead twitch inside her mouth, my shaft throbbing in between her giant tits. I tried to hold off for as long as I could, but I couldn't fight it any longer.
"Fuck, I'm gonna cum!" I blurted out suddenly.
Wunmi's head shot up in an instant, releasing my cock with a smack of her lips. Anna let go of Wunmi's tits and moved around beside her. Wunmi took over, grabbing onto her massive tits and squeezing them around my shaft. Wunmi started to bob up and down, pushing those giant tits together as she jerked me harder and faster. A couple more strokes and my cock exploded. Thick ropes of semen shot up into the air, raining back down over Wunmi's tits.
"Uhhh!" I moaned as I hit my peak.
My head slumped down into the pillows and I almost dropped the camera as my muscles turned to jelly.
"Holy fuck!" said Anna.
I mustered the energy to lift my head up, looking at Anna's gawking face as she stared at Wunmi's tits. It was then that I'd noticed how hard I'd cum. Wunmi's chest was covered in spunk, and I really do mean covered. Cum was streaked across the tops of her tits, some of it even trickling down and running across her nipples.
My cock slipped out from between her tits and Wunmi turned towards Anna, holding up her spunky tits as Anna moved her head in. Anna poked her tongue out, giving long, slow licks across Wunmi's tits as she lapped up all the semen. Anna swallowed the cum in her mouth then buried her face between Wunmi's tits, allowing whatever cum was left to smear across her skin. Anna emerged from between her tits, kissing her to wrap things up.
"Did you have a good birthday?" Wunmi asked her, taking Anna's face in her hands.
"Oh my god, best one ever!" Anna responded, a beaming smile stretched across her face.
The girls shared a few more kisses then got into my bed together. I went to climb in with them, but Anna stopped me. It was pretty late by this point and they wanted to get some sleep. Which meant that I would have to sleep next door. I didn't love getting kicked out of my bedroom, but with the amount of sex I'd had that evening it felt like a fair trade.
I awoke the next moaning to the faint sound of moaning pouring through the bedroom wall. I willed myself out of bed (the prospect of potential morning sex made getting up surprisingly easy) and returned to my bedroom. I didn't feel the need to knock and walked in like I owned the place ('cause, well...I do). Anna was sprawled out across the bed, her legs spread open as wide as they'd go. Wunmi was between her legs, arms wrapped around her thighs with her head buried in between them. Her knees were perched at the edge of the bed, her fat ass pushed out behind her as she ate out Anna's pussy. It was a hell of a sight and it kept my morning wood thoroughly rigid as I closed my bedroom door.
"Morning," I said with a smirk.
Anna turned and smiled at me, but Wunmi didn't move a muscle, just kept going down on Anna like nothing had even happened. I grabbed some lube from the nightstand drawer and moved into position. I pulled down my boxers and squeezed some lube onto my rockhard cock, pressing the tip against Wunmi's asshole.
I won't go over everything that happened here, but suffice it to say, it was a great way of waking up. And by the time I'd cum in Wunmi's ass and Anna had licked it out of her, I was ready to start my day. The day, of course, consisted of a lot more sex. A double blowjob in the shower led to another threesome, then once Wunmi had taken off, I fucked Anna again on the sofa in the middle of a Netflix binge.
Anna took off herself early in the evening, and after I gave her a kiss goodbye, I asked how it felt to be in her forties.
"You know what?" she said with a smirk. "It feels pretty great so far."
I grinned back. "Well you know what they say. Life begins at forty."
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July, 2025
Special occasions. As I have no doubt mentioned before, these play a big role in my line of work, and it seems that every other month or so I'm having a regular guest and a group of her friends around to celebrate some kind of event. Birthdays usually, but the occasional bachelorette party too. Even a couple of divorces. Though whether those can be considered a special occasion or not I guess is a matter of opinion.
Though one special occasion I have yet to celebrate is an anniversary. Now I know what you're thinking: who would want to spend their anniversary watching their wife getting fucked by another man? Believe me, you'd be surprised. Though while that scenario has popped up on more than one occasion, I have yet to do it on a couple's big day. I honestly can't see that changing, but in this line of work you never really know.
Though it should be pointed out that not all of my regular guests are in relationships with men. Most, sure, but definitely not all. Some of them are single, of course, and there is one very noteworthy same-sex couple that visit me frequently, usually together. Hannah Waddingham and Juno Temple. Now before you start frantically Googling their names, you aren't going to find anything about their relationship, save for a few fantasies on lesbian chat sites (speaking from experience).
And there's a very good reason for that. Hannah and Juno's relationship is one of Hollywood's best kept secrets, and to say they play it close to their chests would be putting it very lightly. They don't go out to dinner together. They don't go on vacation together (unless coming to my place counts). Though they have been pictured kissing one another at a number of public events. [PICS] But, hey, friends do that all the time, right?
Anyway, I'm sure you can see where this is going so I'll go ahead and cut to the chase. I was enjoying a rare day off, catching some sun by the pool when I heard my phone vibrate beside me. I picked up my phone and looked at the screen. A FaceTime call from Juno Temple. It's always nice to hear from Juno (especially when she calls to book a stay) so I was grateful for the interruption.
But as I swiped the screen to answer the call, I got a little more than I bargained for. Juno wasn't alone.
"Hiii!" said she and Hannah; big, beaming smiles stretched across their faces as they chimed the word in unison.
Both were framed from the shoulders up, nuzzling up beside each other like the loving couple they were.
"Hey, ladies," I said, holding my phone up in front of my face as I adjusted the backrest on my sunlounger. "What you guys up to?"
"It's our anniversarrryyy!!!" they chimed again, saying the words in perfect sync like they shared a single voice.
"Oh, wow!" I said. "Congratulations! How many years is that?"
"Five," said Hannah. "Five wonderful, sex-filled years."
The girls turned to face each other, looking lovingly into one another's eyes before they gave each other a peck on the lips.
"I'm sure they have been," I said with a smirk.
"Well, you should know that, Tyler," said Juno as she looked at her phone. "You were there for most of it."
I laughed. "Fair point. So how was the special day? What did you guys get up to?"
"She cooked me dinner, didn't you, baby?" Hannah declared, turning to look at Juno again.
"Mmhmm," said Juno. "Then we had...dessert."
"Right," I grinned. "A lot of it, I'd imagine."
"Uh huh. My jaw still hurts a little," Juno quipped, rubbing the side of her face.
Hannah laughed and so did I. "Worth it though, I'm sure," I said.
"Oh, absolutely," Juno said.
"So what did you two get each other? Apart from, you know...orgasms."
The girls laughed. "Well, that's why we called you actually," Hannah said coyly. "We thought you might wanna take a look."
"At your gifts?" I asked her.
"Mmhmm."
"Phew, you thought right."
They laughed again. "OK. You wanna go first, babe?" Juno asked as she looked at Hannah.
"Sure," said Hannah. "What should we start with?"
"Why don't we start with that?" Juno suggested, pointing somewhere on Hannah's body. "Stand up for me, babe."
Hannah stood off the edge of the bed and Juno shifted back a little to get more of her body in shot. Hannah was wearing a full length fishnet body suit that my eyes, and more notably my cock, definitely weren't ready for. And not only that, she wasn't wearing a thing underneath, leaving her tits and pussy on full display. Hannah grinned, placing her hand on those lovely thick hips of hers as she struck a little pose for the camera. Needless to say, I was hard in an instant.
"Damn," I said simply, a little lost for words.
Juno giggled, flipping the camera back onto herself. "You like that?"
"Fuck yeah, I like that."
"Why don't you show us?" Juno said, a smirk pulling at the sides of her mouth.
I was a little confused by this. It sounded like an instruction for Hannah, yet she was looking straight at the camera. "Are you talking to me right now?" I asked her.
"Yeah," she said. "Show us."
"Show you what?"
"How much you like it."
"Ahhh," I said, the penny finally dropping. "OK."
I flipped the camera on my phone and pointed it down at my crotch, a visible lump already forming inside my shorts.
"Oooh, yeah," Juno grinned, clamping a finger in between her teeth. "That's what I wanted to see."
"Ohh, babe! Let me see, please," Hannah said off screen.
Juno turned her phone around, pointing the camera at Hannah again as she showed her the bulge in my shorts. Hannah leaned in for a closer look, her tits pushing together as she did so, which made my cock even harder.
"Ohh, wow!" Hannah purred, running a hand over one of her tits.
"You've missed that cock, haven't you, baby?" Juno asked her.
"Mmhmm," said Hannah. "But at least I've still got yours."
"And my tongue," Juno added. "Turn around, baby. Show him the back."
I thought she'd never ask. Hannah turned on her stiletto heels and this time Juno took a pan of her body. Starting at her feet, she moved the camera over Hannah's strong calves, over the juicy backs of her thighs and up to that amazing ass.
"Holy shit," I muttered, almost forgetting that I was FaceTiming with them and not just watching porn on my phone.
"I think he likes that too," Juno laughed.
She moved the camera up Hannah's fit back, right up to her muscular shoulders. Hannah had reached back with one of her hands, piling up that lovely blonde hair and pinning it to the back of her head.
"Fuuck, that's so hot," said Juno, echoing my sentiments exactly. She reached out from behind the camera, giving Hannah a slap on the ass. "Spread your arse, babe. Show him what you've got in there."
Hannah let go of her hair, letting it spill down over her shoulders as she ran her hands down the small of her back. Hannah grabbed onto both her asscheeks and started to pry them apart. Juno moved the camera in closer, revealing the heart-shaped jewel that was sticking out of Hannah's asshole.
"See that?" Juno asked.
"Mmhmm. Another gift?"
"Yup," said Juno. "Why don't I pop that out of there and give you a proper look."
Juno reached out from behind the camera. She clamped her fingers around the jewel and started to pry it loose. Hannah moaned softly, keeping her buttcheeks nice and spread as her asshole stretched around the small metal buttplug. Juno pulled it past the widest point then the rest of the toy slipped out with ease, Hannah's ass staying slightly agape as she kept the grip on her cheeks.
She flipped the camera back onto herself and slipped the plug straight into her mouth. She wrapped her lips around the stem of the toy, sucking Hannah's juices off it as she pulled it back out slowly.
"Mmm," she purred, closing her eyes as she savoured the taste of her girlfriend's asshole. She popped it free with a smack of her lips, holding it up to the camera to show how clean she'd left it. "Fuck, she tastes so good."
She gave another wink to the camera then tossed the buttplug down onto the bed, pointing the camera at Hannah. "OK, baby, what else did I get you?"
Hannah turned, sitting back down on the edge of the bed. She gathered a few small bottles and put them in a line. "Lube. Lots of it," she said with a smirk.
Juno moved the camera in closer, panning across the row of bottles. She did it slowly, allowing me to read a few of the labels. It really was quite the selection, boasting almost every flavour imaginable. Cherry, raspberry, strawberry, passion fruit, bubblegum, cookie dough, mint chocolate, salted caramel. They really had all bases covered.
"That is a lot," I said, starting to picture all the wonderful ways that that oil might get put to use.
"Yeah," said Juno. "Should last us 'til Monday, shouldn't it, babe?"
Hannah and I both laughed at her joke, though part of me suspects that she might have been serious. Frankly, it wouldn't have surprised me.
Juno picked up the salted caramel and held it up to the camera. "This one's her favourite. Isn't it, babe?"
"Mmhmm," Hannah said, grinning at the camera as Juno pointed it back at her.
"OK. Next gift," said Juno.
She kept the camera pointed at Hannah as her girlfriend reached off screen, carefully selecting the next item and holding it up to the camera. It was a set of anal beads, one of those ones that started small then got significantly larger. It was hard to tell the size of them without any real sense of scale, but the biggest one looked about as thick as my cock. Which for Hannah is the perfect size. Her words, not mine.
"Nice," I said. "I'm sure you'll have some fun with those."
"We already have," Hannah grinned then tossed the beads aside. Next she picked up a Hitachi wand and showed it to the camera. "We wore our last one out."
"Our last one?!" said Juno.
Hannah giggled. "OK, our last ten."
"Last twenty, more like!"
Hannah laughed again. "OK, yeah, that sounds about right."
The next item was an anal douche, which Hannah held up without comment.
"What are you going to do with that?" I asked her, wondering if they might deploy said item beyond its primary use.
"It's for cleaning my bumhole," Hannah declared. "Of course we wouldn't use it for anything else." She tried her best to keep a straight face, but a little telltale grin just crept in at the end of the sentence.
"Yeah, babe," said Juno. "Very convincing. Oh, that reminds me, sweetie. What day does the milkman come?"
Hannah stuck out her tongue at the camera and reached for the next item. As she held it up to the camera, it looked like a normal buttplug. It was longer and thinner than the previous one, and silicone instead of metal.
"Another buttplug, huh?" I asked her.
"Yeah, but this one's...special," Hananh replied, keeping her answer intentionally vague.
"Special, how?"
"It's remote controlled," Juno chimed in. "So when I'm back in LA, she can wear it around the house and I can make her cum from across the Atlantic." She flipped the camera back onto herself and held something up to the lens. It was a pink U-shaped device, with one end thicker than the other. "And she got me this. Vibrating love egg." She pointed at the two ends one by one, starting with the thicker one. "This bit goes on my g-spot and this bit goes on my clit."
"Nice," I said. "Dual stimulation."
"Exactly," said Juno. "We tried it out earlier, and fucking hell, I nearly screamed the house down, didn't I, babe?"
"Yep," said Hannah. "My ears are still ringing now."
Juno laughed and so did I.
"Sorry, babe, I jumped ahead," said Juno. "Show him what else I got you."
Hannah picked up the next item and held it up to the camera. It was yet another buttplug, only this one had a bulb attached.
"Inflatable buttplug," Hannah said. "We haven't tried this one out yet but fuck, am I excited to." Hannah squeezed the bulb a few times and the size of the toy increased significantly, getting twice as big right before my eyes. "Look how big it gets! I think that's even thicker than you."
"Damn," I said as I raised my eyebrows. "Looks like I've got some competition."
Hannah laughed, placing the buttplug back down on the bed. What followed was a selection of dildos which Hannah showed me one by one. The first was a curved steel toy with balls at either end, one larger than the other. The second was an anatomically correct dildo with a suction cup which, according to Juno, was as 'close to my cock as [she] could find'. So I guess I should be flattered. Next was a curved blue silicone cock, also with a suction cup, followed by a clear glass beaded dildo. The last two were the most intriguing. The first was more akin to a set of anal beads, and was what I can only describe as three cockheads stacked up on top of each other. And last but not least, a double ended dildo. Not much to say about this one except that it was pink and it looked pretty fucking long (I later found out that it was 16 inches). So suffice it to say, Hannah had been spoiled rotten.
"Is that everything, babe?" Juno asked her.
"Mmhmm."
"OK, my turn," said Juno.
She flipped the camera onto herself, showing me the lingerie that Hannah had bought her. It was more...let's say lowkey than Hannah's, but incredibly sexy in its own right. It consisted of a frilly black set of bra and panties, coupled with a matching suspender belt and a pair of thigh high stockings.
"You like it?" she asked me.
"I like it a lot," I said, feeling my cock get even harder.
"Show me."
I didn't have to ask what she meant this time. I flipped the camera straight onto my cock, showing her how hard it was getting. Hannah sat back down on the bed and moved in close to her girlfriend.
"Oh my god, that bulge," she said, wrapping an arm around Juno's back.
"Mmm, I know," Juno purred. "That's the real birthday present, right there."
I flipped the camera back onto my face.
"Aww," said Hannah, pouting. "We were looking at that."
"Haven't you got some gifts to show me?" I asked them, my lips curpled up in a teasing grin.
"Right, yeah," said Juno, sounding like she'd forgotten all about it. "Handcuffs." Pink fluffy ones. Juno grinned as she held them up, letting them dangle from one of her fingers.
"Who's gonna be wearing those?" I asked with a smirk, already knowing the answer.
Juno scoffed and rolled her eyes. "Who do you think?" She placed the handcuffs down and picked up something else. "Blindfold." It was a lacy satin one. Very classy.
"Tape." She picked a roll of bondage tape and span it around her finger. "Never used this before."
"Restraints." She held up a velcro cuff, the kind you attach to the side of a bed. "She nearly broke the last ones when I used my latest strapon on her."
"Collar and lead." That one's pretty self-explanatory. Though one thing worth noting is that the collar said SLUT in big pink capitals.
Juno reeled off a few more items including nipple clamps, a ball gag, a flogger, a riding crop, a paddle, a tickler and a pack of candles. She didn't say what those were for, but I don't think they were for setting the mood. Next came two more sex toys, a bullet vibrator and a g-spot massager. But Juno had saved the best for last. Again, her words.
"You ready?" Juno asked me, preparing for the big reveal.
"Lay it on me," I said with a grin, genuinely excited to see what it was.
"OK."
Juno counted down from three then whipped out what can only be described as a DP strap on dildo. Yep, two cocks stacked up, one on top of the other.
"Holy shit," I muttered.
"Right?!" said Juno. "Isn't that the most awesome fucking thing you've ever seen?"
"Err...yeah, that's pretty fucking good. And she bought you that?!"
I shouldn't have been surprised really, 'cause Hannah fucking loves DP. Again, speaking from experience.
Juno threw her head back, laughing towards the bedroom ceiling. "Yeah, right? I think she's trying to tell me something."
"Right, well I won't keep you ladies any longer," I said. "It looks like you've got lots to do."
"Wait, hang on. I wanna show you how this thing works," said Juno, still holding the DP strap on.
"OK, go on then."
"Look, the base is rotatable, so you can have them on top of each other or side by side."
Juno demonstrated, twisting the base back and forth to show the various formations.
"Neat," I said, stroking my cock just a little as I pictured that thing in use.
"I know, right? Fuck, I can't wait to use this. You wanna see how this works too?" Juno asked me, biting her lip suggestively as she held up the g-spot massager.
"I've got a pretty good idea of how that thing works, but I'd love a demonstration."
"Coming right up," Juno said.
"Hold up, I better go inside first."
"Yeah, don't want the neighbours to catch you wanking," Juno smirked.
"I don't have any neighbours, Juno. You should know that," I said with a grin, remembering the threesome that we'd had by the pool.
I got up from the lounger and went inside, taking a seat on the couch.
"Ready?" asked Juno.
"Yep."
"OK. Here you go, babe."
Juno handed the toy to Hannah then scooched back onto the bed. She laid flat across the mattress, holding the camera in her POV as she pointed it down at Hannah. Hannah knelt in between her legs and started to tease her girlfriend, kissing her tight, toned stomach. She slid a hand under Juno's back, skillfully unclipping her bra and pulling it away from her chest. She tossed the bra down onto the floor and steered her mouth towards Juno's tits, licking her nipples one by one. Moving up slowly, she dragged her tongue over Juno's chest and up towards her collarbone. Juno moved the camera to the side, turning her head towards it as Hannah started kissing her neck, moving up to Juno's ear.
"Mmm, babe..." she moaned out softly, closing her eyes as Hannah licked her earlobe, nibbling it in several places.
Her eyes came open and she turned to face her, smiling at her girlfriend as she leaned in for a kiss. I watched intently as the girls made out, reaching down without even thinking and stroking my cock through my shorts. I was hard as a rock, and only got harder as they broke the kiss. Juno's new toy was moved into shot, sliding in between their soft pink lips. Both girls poked their tongues and pressed them against the massager, licking across it in perfect sync. That was an image I was used to, of course, but usually it was with my cock. And watching them do that with Juno's sex toy brought back a lot of memories.
Hannah pulled the toy away and started to move it downwards. Hannah smiled then moved her head in, giving her girlfriend a kiss on the lips before she started to move down the bed. The camera returned to its previous position, pointing at Hannah as she shifted downwards, kissing Juno's abs. Hannah settled in between her legs, teasing Juno further as she smelled her through her panties.
"Oh my god, you smell so good," Hannah purred, pressing her lips against Juno's crotch and kissing her in several places.
Hannah placed the toy on the mattress then hooked her fingers under Juno's waistband. She started to pull her panties down slowly, kissing her way down Juno's thighs. She shifted back to the edge of the bed, raising her head up and straightening her back as she lifted Juno's legs off the mattress, resting them against her shoulders. She pulled her panties past Juno's feet and scrunched them up into a ball, grinning at the camera as she brought them to her nose.
"Fuck, you're such a kinky bitch!" Juno moaned, keeping the camera trained on Hannah as she sniffed her wet panties.
She opened Juno's panties up and showed them to the camera, a visible wet patch smeared across the crotch.
"God, look how wet she is," Hannah smirked.


She brought the panties towards her mouth, poking her tongue out from between her lips as she licked up Juno's mess.
"Mmm," she purred, closely inspecting Juno's panties to see if there was any left.
She licked the fabric a couple more times then finally put them down. She wrapped her arms around Juno's legs and grabbed onto her calves, peeling off her designer heels. She started off with Juno's feet, moving her head from side to side as she kissed them both in turn. Then she gave them more focused attention. She started with the right one, pressing her tongue against Juno's heel and licking along the sole of her foot. She licked right up to Juno's toes then slid her tongue in between them, licking them one by one.
Then she moved across to the other, starting by smelling Juno's toes then slipping them into her mouth. She took four toes in between her lips, leaving only the big one poking out as she sucked them all together. Popping them free, Hannah kissed along the sole of her foot, moving over Juno's heel and up towards her calf. She started to kiss up Juno's leg, slowly lowering it down to the bed as her head dipped down in between them. She kissed along the inside of her thigh, finally stopping when she reached her pussy. She placed her hands on Juno's pelvis, using her thumbs to peel her open.
"Oh my god!" Hannah exclaimed. "Baby, you are so wet. Gimme your phone a second. I have to show him this."
Hannah reached out for Juno's phone and Juno handed it over. Hannah moved it down in between her legs and pointed it at Juno's pussy. She wasn't lying. Juno's pussy was soaking wet, to the point that visible drops of moisture were clinging to her labia.
"Fuuuck," I said from behind the camera.
I stroked myself harder, thinking about how good that wet pussy felt when it was wrapped around the base of my shaft.
"I know, right?" said Hannah. "And I get to lick all that up."
She started with a finger, pressing the tip against Juno's taint then running it along her pussy. As she held it up to the camera, her fingertip was visibly wet. She flipped the camera onto herself, popping her finger in between her lips.
"Mmm," she purred as she sucked it clean, eyes rolling into her head like she was tasting her favourite food. "God, I love that taste. Here you go, babe."
She handed Juno back her phone, rolling her tongue out and pressing it against her pussy. She dragged it slowly along Juno's slit, making her moan from behind the camera as she licked up all her juices.
"Oh my god, this...sweet...little...pussy," Hannah declared, spacing out the last four words by kissing her coochie in between each one. "Right, where did I leave that toy?"
She grabbed the massager from the side of the bed and steered the tip towards Juno's pussy.
"Hang on, baby. Gimme your phone back."
Juno handed it over again and Hannah pointed it down at her snatch. She worked the toy with her remaining hand, rubbing the tip against Juno's then starting to push it inside. The toy was quite thick and Juno moaned a little as the slit of her pussy spread around the bulbous tip. Hannah pushed the toy in deeper, stopping once she found her spot. Of course, she couldn't see or feel it, but the toy was shaped in such a way that once the shaft was fully inserted, the tip would be in just the right place.
"Ready, baby?" Hannah asked.
"Uh huh," said Juno, reaching up to cup her breasts and pawing at them through her bra.
Hannah pressed down on the power button and the toy hummed to life. It wasn't the loudest toy I've ever heard, and compared to a Hitachi for example, the thing was almost silent. But clearly it packed a hell of a punch, and because the tip was right on her g-spot, the effect it had was almost immediate. Juno started moaning softly, rubbing her tits just a little bit harder as the vibrator buzzed inside her, stimulating her innermost spots.
"How's that feel, baby?" Hannah asked her. "Does that feel nice?"
"Mmhmm," Juno moaned. She clamped her eyes shut, keeping her answer brief as she focused on the pleasure.
She's always loved having her g-spot played with so this really was the perfect toy for her. But, hey, I didn't have to tell Hannah that. She knows Juno's pussy even better than I do.
"Here, baby, take this back," Hannah said as she handed Juno's phone back.
Juno took it and pointed it down, training it on Hannah's face as she dipped her head down lower, poking her tongue out from between her lips. She pushed her tongue against Juno's pussy and started to lick her slowly, pressing it against her nice and hard as she dragged it across her clit. Juno moaned louder from behind the camera and her free hand moved down in an instant, grabbing the back of her girlfriend's head.
"Oh, baby, yes!" she purred out softly, combing her fingers through Hannah's blonde hair.
Juno's hand was obscuring my view but I could still make out what happened next. Hannah's lips had smothered her clit and as Juno's moans got louder still, there had clearly been a change in tactic. I couldn't see what she was doing, of course, but I knew full well how Hannah ate pussy, since Juno is such a fan of her girlfriend's technique that she passed it onto me.
Obviously there's nothing wrong with my technique, and there are dozens, nay- scores, of women who will attest to that fact. But one night when it was just the two of us, my tongue was going wild on her pussy, licking around it every which way when suddenly, out of nowhere, Juno stopped me. Of course, this was new to me, 'cause the only time I've ever been stopped is if I've made the woman cum too hard and she can't handle any further stimulation. But this time it was different.
"Wait, stop for a second," Juno said. "Let me show you how Hannah does it."
Now, of course, I was a little offended 'cause my oral prowess is always something I have taken great pride in. But I was kind of curious about this new technique. 'Cause, let's face it, if it's Hannah Waddingham's method of choice, then you know it's gonna be good. Besides, I've made her cum enough times with my own technique to know that it's still a winner.
Anyway, Hannah's technique is to seal her tongue around Juno's clit and flick her tongue from side to side. Nothing groundbreaking, but boy is it effective. I usually stick to my trusted methods, but I'll break out this trick every now and again, and it always goes down a storm. No pun intended. And of course, whenever I go down on Juno this is the method I use.
Juno was loving it, like she always does, and thanks to the way that she was holding the camera, I could see the effect that it had on her body. Her grip tightened in Hannah's hair, to the point that her knuckles were turning white. Her toes were curling and I could see her abs flexing as she tensed every muscle in her body. Hannah peeled her lips from her clit, just long enough to ask her a question.
"You gonna cum for me, baby?"
"Mmm, yes, baby!" Juno purred, her voice light and breathy. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum so hard."
"Flip that camera around, baby," Hannah instructed. "Show him that pretty cum face."
Hannah's mouth went back to her clit then Juno did as her girlfriend told her, flipping the camera back onto her face. This, I must say, was much appreciated. I mean, I've seen her cum face countless times, but never in such a close proximity. But with that high-def camera mere inches from her face, I could make out every detail. Every flutter of her eyelashes. The glistening white of her perfect teeth as they sunk into her lower lip. The deep red flush of her cheeks. The way her eyes rolled into her head as she teetered on the edge of climax.
Her eyes fell shut and a moment later her orgasm hit, a wordless scream flying forth from her lips and directly into the microphone. Her phone began to shake in her hand, so I sadly missed some of the finer details. But from what I could see of Juno's face, not to mention her high-pitched squeals, she was clearly cumming incredibly hard.
Finally, she hit her peak and her hand began to steady itself, allowing me to see that gorgeous face as she basked in the afterglow of post-orgasmic bliss. Her eyes opened slowly, breathy moans spilling out from her lips as a contented smile stretched its way across Juno's face.
"Good gift?" I asked with a grin, clearly well aware of the answer.
Juno simply laughed, flipping the camera back onto Hannah as she peeled her lips from Juno's clit. Hannah eased the toy back slowly.
"Bloody hell," she said to herself, her eyes bulging like a cartoon character. She looked completely stunned.
She plucked the toy from Juno's pussy and as she held it up to the camera, I could see what she was so shocked about. The toy was coated with Juno's cum. And when I say coated, I mean fucking...coated. Every inch was glistening with moisture, with thicker streaks of creamy wetness dotting it in several places. I shouldn't have been surprised really, since she's left my cock in a similar state more times than I can count. But I've never seen a woman cum that hard from the use of a sex toy. Though I suspect that Hannah's tongue had something to do with it too.
Hannah lifted her head up, gaping apart her full set of lips as she took the toy in between them. She worked it in as deep as she could, keeping that perfect mouth wide open as she pushed it to the back of her throat.
"Fuuuck, baby. I love watching you do that," Juno purred, reaching down to rub her pussy.
"So do I," I said, reaching a hand underneath my waistband so I could stroke my cock directly.
Juno laughed. "Is it bringing back memories?"
"Oh, very much so."
Hannah closed her lips, sucking her cheeks in as hard as she could as pulled the toy back slowly. She popped it free from between her lips and held it up to the camera. To the surprise of no-one, least of all me, the toy had been sucked clean.
She placed the toy back down on the bed and dipped her head back down again, poking her tongue out from between her lips. She pressed her tongue against Juno's pussy, licking up the excess juices as she dragged it slowly across her slit. As she did that, Juno panned the camera upwards, pointing the lens at her girlfriend's ass. Juno lifted a foot off the bed and placed it on one of her asscheeks.
"Oh my god. Look. At. That. ARSE!" Juno said, emphasising the final word by spanking Hannah's ass with her foot. "Oh, fuck, baby. Stay like that. I've gotta get back there."
Juno practically leapt off the mattress, scurrying around to the foot of the bed. Juno climbed back onto the bed, the camera trained on Hannah as she knelt down behind her. She reached out from behind the camera, placing her hand on one of her calves.
"Fuck, I love this body," Juno said, running her hand up Hannah's left calf and up to the back of her thigh.
Juno's hand kept moving upwards, grabbing onto Hannah's asscheek and squeezing it through the fishnet stocking.
"Mmm, this perfect arse," Juno purred.
She lifted her hand up into the air then brought it back down as hard as she could, landing a nice, firm smack to Hannah's left buttock.
"Babe, where's the tripod?" Juno asked. "I'm gonna need both hands for this."
"I think it's in the drawer," Hannah said as she pointed to the bedside table.
Juno hopped down off the bed once more and walked around to the nightstand. She opened the drawer, finding what she was looking for and carrying it to the foot of the bed. She set up the tripod, turning her phone into landscape mode then clipping it onto the head. She placed the tripod at the foot of the bed, slightly to the right of centre. Juno framed the shot very well. It was almost like she had done this before. And knowing these two, they probably have. Of course, the focus was on Hannah's ass, but I could see the entire right side of her body. Her toned thigh, that sculpted back, even her right breast. In short, it looked amazing.
"There, how's that?" Juno asked.
"Perfect," I said, speaking not only of the shot itself, but of the woman framed within it.
Juno stepped out from behind the camera and climbed back onto the bed. Again, she started with Hannah's thighs, running her hands up nice and slow then slapping both her asscheeks. She moved her head in, kissing her ass in several places then dragging her tongue across one of her cheeks. She gripped two handfuls of fishnet material and pulled it away from her skin. I had an idea what was coming next, and sure enough, Juno flexed those feminine biceps, pulling the fabric in different directions and leaving an ass-sized hole.
Hannah looked back over her shoulder, gasping in a mixture of shock and amusement. With a little arousal thrown in for good measure. "Oh my god! Babe, that was brand new!"
Juno grinned. "Oh, come on, babe. You know that's why I bought it. I'll get you another one, I promise."
"But you'll probably wreck that one too!" Hannah laughed back.
"Probaby, yeah," Juno admitted, shrugging her shoulders in an 'OK, you got me' kind of way.
She pressed her tongue against Hannah's clit and slowly dragged it upwards, along the slit of her slick pink pussy and up towards her asshole. She licked her butthole several times then grabbed onto Hannah's asscheeks, gripping them firmly as she pried them both apart. Hannah's asshole popped right open and Juno pushed her tongue inside it. She worked it into her as deep as she could, puckering her soft pink lips as they pressed against her asshole.
Juno began to bob her head, kissing Hannah's sphincter as she fucked her with her tongue. A few more passes and she pulled her head back, puckering her lips once more as she spat onto Hannah's asshole.
"Grab your arse, babe," Juno instructed and Hannah did as she told her, reaching back behind and gripping her juicy behind.
Juno pressed a finger against her butthole, using her spit as lube as she pushed it into her girlfriend's ass.
"Mmm, yes, baby," Hannah moaned out, her head now resting on its side as she turned to face the camera.
Juno pushed her finger in deep then started to pump it back and forth, sinking to the knuckle each time she did so. Hannah's moans increased in volume, eyes clamping shut as she enjoyed the penetration. But Juno was just warming up. Juno gave her a few more pumps then plucked her finger from her asshole. She brought her hand up towards her mouth and slipped two fingers in between her lips, tasting Hannah's ass off one as she doused the other in spit.
She returned her finger to Hannah's asshole and pushed it back inside her, only this a second finger went in too. Louder moans escaped her lips as her asshole stretched around Juno's fingers, biting down on her lower lip as she worked them down to the knuckle. Juno started to fuck her asshole, moving her free hand towards her pussy and rubbing Hannah's clit. Her asshole tightened around her fingers, clearly squeezing them nice and hard as she pumped them deep inside her.
"You like that, baby?" Juno asked her.
"I love it, baby," Hannah moaned back, tightening her grip on her asscheeks. "I love how you fuck my arse!"
"Yeah, you do, huh? You gonna cum for me, baby? You gonna cum for me while I fuck your arse?"
"Yes, baby. Fuck, I'm gonna cum so hard!"
Juno's hands started moving faster. Her right hand was almost a blur, fingers moving at a lightning pace as she strummed her girlfriend's clit. Her left hand kept up with the right, fucking her ass with so much force that it kind of made me wonder why she spent so much money on sex toys. But no matter how fast her fingers moved, Juno maintained her impressive dexterity, performing both actions with the finest precision and skill. She must have had a lot of practice.
A few more pumps from Juno's fingers and a few more rubs of her clit, and Hannah made good on her promise. She came hard, nearly screaming the entire house down as Juno's fingers kept ramming inside her, fucking her through the throes of climax. Her asshole tightened once again, to the point that I could see how hard she was gripping. I'm surprised she didn't snap Juno's fingers off. She pumped her fingers in one last time, keeping them deep in Hannah's asshole as she peeled her hand from her clit.
"Keep gripping that arse for me, babe," said Juno.
Once again she did as instructed, grasping her buttcheeks even harder as Juno began to retrieve her fingers. Her ass gaped open as she plucked them free, bringing her hand straight up to her mouth. She slipped her fingers in between her lips, tasting Hannah's asshole off them as she sucked them nice and hard.
"Mmm, yummy," Juno said. "Which toy shall we play with, babe?"
"I don't mind, baby," Hannah replied. "You can choose."
"Hmm," said Juno as she scanned a finger across the various toys scattered across the bedspread. "This one," she said with a grin, pointing to the inflatable buttplug.
She plucked it off the mattress, along with Hannah's favourite lube.
"We haven't used one of these before, have we, baby?" Juno asked as she flicked the cap on the bottle of lube, squeezing some onto the plug.
"Mm-mm," said Hannah, watching as Juno jerked off the buttplug, smearing the lube up and down it.
"First time for everything, eh?" Juno said, pressing the toy against Hannah's butthole and starting to push it inside her.
The toy was pretty small (so far) so Hannah barely reacted, even when her puckered asshole wrapped around the plastic stem. Juno grasped the bulb in her hand, a devilish smirk now forming on her face as she clasped her fingers around it. She squeezed it tight, inflating the plug in her girlfriend's ass. Still there was little reaction, and it wasn't until the third or fourth squeeze that Hannah finally responded. She gave a little gasp of pleasure. Not a lot, just enough to signal that something was happening. Another squeeze and that light gasp turned into a moan, a look of pleasure starting to spread across her face.
"You feel that, baby?" Juno asked her.
"Mmm, yes, baby," Hannah moaned back. "I can feel it stretching me out."
A couple more squeezes and Hannah let go of one of her asscheeks, reaching back in between her legs to rub her tight, pink pussy.
"Ooo," said Juno. "You're getting into it now, aren'tcha, baby?"
"Mmhmm," Hannah responded as she started to rub her clit, eyes falling shut as her mouth came open, louder moans now filling the room.
Juno gave a few more squeezes. You could see the stem getting slightly thicker, but it was clear that the real magic was happening inside. So it was hard to tell when it reached full size. Another few squeezes of the plastic bulb and it looked like the stem had stopped inflating.
"Hmm," said Juno, "think that might be it. Let's pop that outta there. I wanna see how big it's got."
Juno placed the bulb on the bed and gripped the stem of the buttplug. She started to pull it slowly, watching as Hannah's asshole stretched around the increased width.
"Oh my god!" she said, visibly gasping as the bottom curve slipped from her girlfriend's butt.
You could only see the very bottom of the toy, but even that was enough to tell just how much thicker the plug had gotten. Hannah's moans increased in volume and she rubbed herself harder as Juno kept pulling, working the toy past its widest part. I already knew how big it could get from the earlier demonstration, but seeing it coming back out her ass was a whole different ballgame, and it somehow made it seem much bigger. But Hannah clearly didn't mind the extra width. In fact, she seemed to actively enjoy it, and behind the tiny grimace of pain was an intense look of pleasure that couldn't be disguised.
"Fucking hell, I can barely get it out!" Juno exclaimed, clearly applying some physical exertion as she tried to pry it loose. "I might have to deflate it."


"No, keep going, babe," Hannah protested, a strain in her voice as she spoke. "I can feel it coming."
"OK, babe, you asked for it," Juno said. "I think it's coming now. Spread your arse, baby. This gape's gonna be insane!"
Hannah's fingers peeled away from her clit and she returned her hand to her asscheek, gripping them both as hard as she could. Another sharp pull and the toy slid past its widest part, the remaining length slipping out in an instant.
"Fuck. Ing. Hell," said Juno, staring in awe at her girlfriend's ass.
Just as she'd predicted, Hannah's gape was a sight to behold. I'd made that ass gape more times than I count, but this one was...well, I think Juno summed it up best; that gape was fucking insane!
As was the size of the toy. It had gone in looking like two of Juno's fingers and came back out the size of her fist! A fact, Juno proved just a few seconds later as she stuffed four fingers into Hannah's gaping ass.
"Oh my god!" Hannah shrieked. "Did you just shove your fist up my arse?!"
Juno practically burst out laughing. "More or less. You wanna try it?"
"What?! Fisting?!"
"Yeah," Juno shrugged. "I think you can handle it. Can't she, Tyler?"
"Mmhmm," I said. "I think she can handle pretty much anything."
"Me too," said Juno. "Come on, baby. You've already got four in there. What's one more gonna hurt?"
"Bloody hell, you're gonna kill me one of these days, baby."
"Was that a 'yes'?" Juno asked her, flashing an innocent, butter-wouldn't-melt smile that I don't think anyone was buying. Not when four of her fingers were shoved up another girl's ass.
"Fine, go on then," Hannah sighed, rolling those big green eyes. "But you're explaining this to the doctor if you have to take me to the hospital."
"We'd have to get an ambulance, babe," Juno grinned. "I won't be able to drive you with my hand stuffed up your bum."
Now it was Hannah who burst out laughing. "Oh god, baby. Please don't make me laugh when your fist's in my arsehole."
"Sorry, babe," Juno chuckled, then reached for the bottle of lube.
She popped the cap on the bottle and squeezed some onto her hand, using the other to rub it all in.
"Ready, baby?" Juno asked.
"As I'll ever be," Hannah replied. She sounded nervous and understandably so. "Go easy on me, babe."
"Erm, I mean...I'll try," Juno smirked. "But I am putting my fist up your arse. I think it's kinda hard to go easy when you're doing something like that."
Hannah tried to suppress a laugh but ultimately failed. "Babe, remember what I said about making me laugh?"
"Sorry," said Juno. Though I have to say, from the look on her face, she didn't look very sorry at all. "OK, baby, here it comes."
Juno tucked her thumb in, placing the tip against her palm as she slowly started pushing forward.
"OH!" Hannah shrieked, her eyes almost shooting from their sockets as the four of Juno's knuckles were pushed inside her ass.
"Fucking hell, it's actually going in!" Juno exclaimed, sounding just as shocked as Hannah as she watched her hand slowly disappear inside her. "How is it, baby? Does it feel good?"
"It's..." Hannah started, then quickly abandoned her answer. "Oh my god, I can't believe that's fucking in there!"
Juno laughed. "I'll take that as a 'yes'."
One more push and Juno's thumb had slipped inside her. Of course, I couldn't see what was happening internally, and I'm no expert on fisting by any stretch of the imagination. It's not something I've witnessed live, but I watched my share of porn back in the day (I don't watch much now, for obvious reasons) and have a vague understanding of how it works. The hand goes in with the fingers extended, then a fist is made internally once all five digits have been inserted.
And unless Juno knew a different method to me, I assumed that's what she was doing now. Whatever she was doing, Juno's hand was still inching forward, entering her girlfriend at a glacial pace. Juno gave one final push, and finally, after what like an eternity had passed, Hannah's asshole was wrapped around her wrist.
Like I said earlier, I've never seen a woman get fisted before (in her pussy even, much less her asshole), and suffice it to say, it had an effect on me. I couldn't hold off any longer. I took my cock out almost instinctively, getting a proper grip on it as I started to jerk it slowly.
"Wow," Juno said simply. In fairness, there wasn't much more to say.
"Is it in?" Hannah asked her.
"Oh, it's in, baby," Juno confirmed. "It is all the way in." Juno kept staring at her girlfriend's ass, admiring the spectacle with a kind of amused awe. "Oh my god, babe, I've got to get a picture of this. It's fucking crazy!"
Juno reached across with her remaining hand and plucked her phone off the tripod. She moved her phone in closer, giving me a- let's say- intimate close up as she snapped a picture of her inserted fist.
"OK, now who do I send this to...?"
"BABE!" Hannah shrieked, somehow sounding even more stunned than when Juno had started fisting her.
Juno laughed. "God, I'm kidding, baby. Don't worry. They wouldn't know it was you anyway. They'd just think I've been looking at porn."
"Oh my god, BABE!" Hannah repeated, though this time it was more of a warning.
"Right, yeah, sorry. Don't make you laugh. Hey, I've got an idea." Juno returned the camera to the tripod then grabbed for the Hitachi wand. "Why don't we use this?"
"Babe," said Hannah, steely faced. Or as steely faced as a person can be when they've got someone's hand in their ass. "Please tell me you're joking."
"What, why not?" said Juno defensively. "You've already got my fist up your bum. The hard bit's done, babe."
"But won't it hurt?" asked Hannah. "Cumming with your fist up my arse?"
Juno gave another raucous laugh. "Babe, the only one that's gonna hurt is me. *I* might have to go to the hospital after you fracture my index finger!"
"Alright, fine," said Hannah, pointing a finger at Juno while her hands were still clasping her ass. "BUT if I get an internal injury, I'm holding you personally responsible."
"You'll be fine, babe. Trust me." Juno held the toy out and gave it a little shake. "Do you wanna do the honours or should I?"
"You do it, babe."
"OK, here goes."
Juno flicked a switch on the Hitachi and the toy buzzed to life. I didn't see her turn the dial, but from the volume of the toy's vibrations, it sounded like she'd put it on max. Frankly, I'd have expected nothing less. She moved it forward, pressing the bulb against Hannah's clit and holding it against her firmly. Hannah moaned, eyes rolling upwards as the toy buzzed against her. I started to jerk my cock a little faster, enjoying the look on her face. I've seen that expression many times before but it's one that I never grow tired of.
"Fuuuck, baby," Juno exclaimed. "I can feel you squeezing already!"
Keeping the toy against Hannah's clit, Juno started to move her arm a little, pulling her hand back ever so slightly. It couldn't have been more than an inch or two, but it stretched Hannah's asshole like it had never been stretched before.
"Ohhh, FUCK!" she screamed as her eyes went wide, her expression a mixture of shock, pain and pleasure. "Bloody hell, that's THICK!"
She wasn't lying. I looked down at the cock in my hand, feeling insecurities that I'd never felt before. My cock is thick, of course (thicker than most, I'd wager), but compared to the width of Juno's fist, my girth was like a drinking straw, and I started to wonder if it would ever satisfy her again. I dwelled on the thought for a couple of seconds, then started to remember all the screaming, squirting, body-shaking orgasms I'd given her, and figured it would be just fine.
Juno worked her hand back and forth, essentially fucking Hannah with her fist. The movements stayed small- almost imperceptible, in fact- but from the sounds and squeals that Hannah was making, you'd think she was going from elbow to wrist.
"Oh my god, you are such a SLUT!" Juno exclaimed, her wicked grin stretched wider than ever.
Clearly she was enjoying herself, and it looked like she and Hannah had a new activity to add to their sexual arsenal. I just hoped they didn't do it too much or Hannah's asshole might suffer the consequences. Though with the amount of rigorous exercise she gets through, I was confident she'd keep herself in tip top shape.
"Ohhh my god," Hannah moaned out, gripping her asscheeks harder. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum, baby!"
"Mmm, yes! Cum for me, baby," Juno encouraged.
She moved her head in closer, knowing full well what a Hannah Waddingham orgasm usually consisted of. Particularly one achieved with a Hitachi.
"Oh, fuck! I'm gonna...I'm gonna..." Hannah groaned softly, appearing to take leave of her senses as her eyes rolled up into the back of her head.
Juno pulled the toy away and Hannah screamed at the top of her lungs as juices spurted from her quivering snatch, spraying over Juno's face. Juno clamped her eyes shut, parting her lips as wide as she could as she let the cum go everywhere; all over her face, in her mouth, even in her hair. She took a moment to enjoy the sensation, letting the juices run down on her face as she switched off the Hitachi and placed it back down on the bed.
"Fucking hell, babe! You drenched me!" Juno exclaimed. She actually sounded kind of shocked, like that didn't happen every time they had sex. "Right, let's get this out of you."
Juno pulled her arm back slowly, working her hand back to the widest part. Hannah closed her eyes, wincing slightly as her elastic asshole stretched once more. By the time that Juno had reached her knuckles, her fingers were extended again and they slipped back out with relative ease. I was little more than a humble observer, but it looked like the return journey was slightly less gruelling. Juno's fingers popped out of her ass, but Hannah's sphincter stayed gaping open as she kept her grip on her cheeks, stretching them as wide as they'd go.
"Oh my god, that's so fucking hot!" Juno exclaimed.
She plucked her phone from the tripod and pointed it at Hannah's ass, giving me a close up of her gaping butthole.
"Come here, baby. Taste yourself."
Hannah let go of her ass, finally allowing it to close back up as she lifted her head off the mattress. She turned around to face her girlfriend, four of her fingers already extended and pointed at Hannah's mouth. Hannah parted her full set of lips, opening them up as wide as she could as Juno steered her hand towards her, slotting all four fingers into Hannah's gaping mouth. She closed her mouth around Juno's fingers and dragged her lips back slowly, staring at her with those big green eyes.
"Fuuuck, baby!" Juno purred, as she popped her fingers free. "God, you are so fucking hot! Come here."
She moved her hand to Hannah's chin and pulled her in for a kiss. Their lips came apart and the two of them rested their foreheads together, staring lovingly into one another's eyes. It was actually kind of sweet, and if all you saw was a still of that moment, you'd never have guessed what they'd just been doing.
"I love you, you crazy bitch," Hannah declared, a broad smile stretched across her face.
"Right backatcha, baby," Juno said back, leaning in for another quick kiss. After that she turned to the camera, gazing at me through her phone screen. "You must be wanking now, mate."
"Mmhmm," was all I said.
"Well..." said Juno, "are you gonna show us?"
I flipped the camera on my phone and pointed it down at my cock, jerking it slowly with my remaining hand.
"Fuuuck, look at that cock, baby," Juno purred, she and Hannah both huddled together as they gazed at Juno's phone.
"Mmm, I know, baby," Hannah responded. "If only we had that to play with."
They turned to face one another, exchanging equally gorgeous smiles as they kissed each other once more.
"Lay back, gorgeous," Juno said.
Hannah did as her girlfriend instructed, laying back across the king size bed.
"Hold this," said Juno, handing Hannah her phone.
Hannah took the phone from Juno, turning it to landscape mode as she held it in her POV. Juno moved forward, those beautiful eyes staring right at the camera as she crawled on top of her girlfriend. Juno poked her tongue out, extending it as far as she could as she licked one of Hannah's nipples.
Hannah moaned from behind the camera as Juno moved across to the other, licking that one too then wrapping her lips around it. Juno's lips stretched further apart, soon encompassing the entire areola as she sucked up more of her girlfriend's breast. She lifted her head up slowly, popping it free with a smack of her lips and watching as it fell into place.
"Mmm! Fuck, I love these big tits," Juno declared, grabbing onto Hannah's breasts and jiggling them through her body stocking.
She moved her hands to the centre of her chest, gripping two fistfuls of fishnet material.
"May I?" she asked, trying to look all sweet and innocent as she gazed up into the camera.
Hannah laughed from behind the camera. "Well, you've already ruined it, babe, so yeah, you may as well."
Juno grinned then flexed her muscles, tearing a second hole in her girlfriend's fishnet stocking, this time baring her perfect breasts. She moved her hands back to Hannah's big tits and jiggled them both once again, now completely unencumbered.
"Oh my god," she purred out softly, seemingly in awe of her girlfriend's tits, like it was the first time she'd ever seen them.
She pushed Hannah's tits together then shoved her face in between them, squishing them against her cheeks.
"Mmm, yes! Fucking love it," Juno mumbled. Or at least that's what I think she said. Her voice was so muffled that it was kinda hard to tell.
She kept that up for over a minute, slapping them into the sides of her face until finally she came up for air. She took a moment to refill her lungs then tightened her grip on her girlfriend's tits, pushing them together with so much force that her nipples were almost touching. Then she moved her head in, wrapping her lips around one of her nipples as she moved her head from side to side, full on motorboating Hannah's big tits.
"Mmm, yes, baby. I love that," Hannah moaned, reaching out from behind the camera and brushing Juno's hair back.
"I know you do, baby," Juno replied as she peeled her lips from Hannah's right nipple.
She lifted her head up, sitting up straight on top of her girlfriend as she brought a hand down towards her chest and slapped one of Hannah's titties.
"Ahhh!" Hannah hissed, a red mark on the side of her breast.
"Yeah, you love it rough, don'tcha, baby?" Juno smirked, her voice sounding almost sinister as she moved her hands to Hannah's nipples, pinching them in between her fingers.
"Tell me you like it," Juno said, pinching her nipples harder.
"I love it, baby," Hannah moaned. "I love it when you treat me like a slut."
"I know you do, baby," Juno grinned. "'Cause you are a fucking slut, aren't you?"
"Yes, baby. I'm your little fucking slut."
"Yes, you are," Juno said.
She slapped her other breast then shifted backwards, moving down to the foot of the bed. She grabbed a hold of Hannah's calves and lifted her legs off the mattress, pushing them back as far as they'd go.
"Gimme the phone, baby," Juno instructed, taking the phone from Hannah. "Hold your legs up."
Hannah gripped her muscular calves, keeping her legs pinned back as Juno clipped her phone to the tripod. Juno picked up two of the toys, the curved steel dildo and the beaded glass dildo, and held one in each of her hands.
"Any preference, baby?" Juno asked.
"The glass one," Hannah said, answering quick as a flash.
"I thought you might say that," Juno grinned, then tossed the steel dildo down onto the bed.
She smeared some lube onto the clear glass dildo and pressed the tip against her girlfriend's asshole. The toy looked roughly twelve inches long with four equally sized beads evenly spread across the top of the shaft, with half inch gaps in between them. It was hard to gauge the girth of the beads but they looked about the width of my cock, which would suit Hannah perfectly. The bottom half of the toy was beadless and could either be used as a handle (which is what Juno was doing right now) or pushed inside for deeper insertion.
Juno moved the toy forward slowly, pushing the first bead into Hannah's tight asshole. Hannah tipped her head back, moaning towards the bedroom ceiling as her asshole stretched around the clear glass bead. Girth-wise, of course, it was nothing like she'd just endured, but Hannah loves anal so much, I think she could cum if you pushed a piece of string up her ass.
The bead slipped in with minimal effort and was quickly followed by the others. Once all four were stuffed inside her, Juno dipped her head down lower and moved it in between her legs. Her lips smothered her girlfriend's clit, and Hannah's moans increased in volume as Juno started eating her pussy, likely using the very same method that Hannah had used on her.
As Juno started to lick her clit, she pulled the toy back slowly, popping the beads out one by one until only the top one remained. She started to pump the dildo back and forth, fucking her asshole with three of the beads, while the fourth acted as a kind of buffer, ensuring the toy didn't slip out entirely.
Hannah tightened her grip on her calves, sinking her fingers into all that muscle as Juno started working her harder, pumping the toy into her girlfriend's asshole with ever increasing speed. Hannah was clearly loving every second, and I could see how hard her ass was gripping as Juno fucked her with the beaded toy. I started to jerk my cock a little harder, thinking about how tight that ass could get, especially when Juno was licking her clit.
Hannah's legs were starting to shake and I could see her knuckles start turning white as she gripped her calves even harder. It looked like she might cum already, which wasn't a surprise since the combination of anal and clit play has always had that effect on her.
"Yes, baby! Right there," Hannah moaned out, eyes clamped shut as her face lit up with pleasure.
Juno peeled her lips from her clit, lifting her head up as she pushed the dildo deeper inside her, almost sheathing it in Hannah's tight asshole. She slipped two fingers in between her lips, wetting them with spit then shoving them into her girlfriend's pussy. She started to finger her pussy hard, an audible squelching sound now pouring into the camera's mic.
"Oh, fuuuck! Yes!" Hannah shrieked, her eyes flinging open. "Yes, yes, yes, yes!"
The change in tactic proved decisive and Hannah came just a few seconds later. Juno pulled her fingers out right at the point of climax, allowing another stream of fluid to spray from girlfriend's pussy, shooting into the air like a fountain and raining down onto the bed.
"Mmm, yes!" Juno grinned, looking mightily pleased for herself as she plucked her fingers from Hannah's wet pussy, slipping them in between her lips so she could taste her girlfriend's juices.
Juno popped her fingers free then grabbed her phone from the tripod.
"Look how hard she fucking came!" Juno exclaimed, pointing the camera at the mattress.
"Damn," I said, as she zoomed right in on Hannah's wet patch, showing me how big it was.
"Right?!" said Juno. "I should've got her some plastic sheets." She pointed the camera at Hannah's asshole, the glass toy still lodged inside it. "OK, let's get that outta there, shall we?"
She gripped the toy with her remaining hand and started to pull it back, slowly retrieving it bead by bead. The end popped free from Hannah's asshole and Juno flipped the camera around, pointing it at her face as she gaped her lips apart. She fed the toy into her open mouth, pushing it in as deep as she could take it. Juno has always been pretty good at deepthroating so she managed an impressive amount, wrapping her lips around the clear glass shaft and pulling it back out slowly. She popped it free with a smack of her lips, licking up the remaining juices until the toy was sparkling clean.


She dropped the toy down onto the bed then dipped her head down lower, kissing her way over Hannah's stomach as she moved towards the headboard. She took a quick break at Hannah's tits, licking and gently biting each nipple, then continued up to her girlfriend's neck, kissing it in several places. Finally she reached her mouth, holding the camera up nice and close as they pressed their lips together. I continued to jerk it as I watched them kiss, my dick throbbing harder as they pulled their lips apart.
"Roll over, baby," Juno said as she kissed her girlfriend's cheek. "I want you on top."
Hannah wrapped an arm around Juno and flipped the pair of them over. Hannah leaned in to kiss her again then the two of them started moaning. At first I couldn't tell what they were doing, but as Juno lifted the camera up higher, I noticed some movement in Hannah's upper body. She was grinding her pussy on Juno's. The camera pointed over Hannah's shoulder as Juno's hand slid down her back. Then she lifted her hand in the air, slapping it down onto Hannah's thick ass.
"Turn around for me, gorgeous," I heard her say off camera. "Back this pretty arse up."
Hannah lifted her head up slowly, sitting up straight as she started to turn. Juno held the phone in her POV, getting her own fit body in shot as Hannah showed her ass to the camera.
"Mmm, yes, baby. Put it right here," Juno instructed, pointing at her pussy as she spread her thighs apart.
Hannah backed up in between her legs, turning to the side a little, but keeping that juicy ass pushed out as she parked her tight pussy right on top of Juno's. Hannah grabbed onto Juno's right ankle and lifted her leg onto the air, holding it tightly as she started grinding against her. She started slowly, gently moving that ass back and forth as they rubbed their pussies together.
"Ooh, baby," Juno moaned, reaching out from behind the camera and slapping Hannah's ass. "Fuuuck, I can feel how wet you are."
Hannah parted her full set of lips, poking her tongue from between them as she pulled Juno's foot to her mouth. For the second time that afternoon (or evening for them) Hannah worshipped Juno's foot. She started with her heel, pressing her tongue against it and licking along the sole of her foot. Her tongue moved up to Juno's toes then slithered between them one by one, licking the gaps in between each toe. Then she wrapped her lips around them, taking no less than four in her mouth and sucking them all at once.
"Aww, baby," Juno whined as she wiggled her big toe. "This one feels left out."
Hannah turned and raised her eyebrows, plucking Juno's foot from between her lips. "Oh, are you trying to break my jaw now too?"
Juno laughed. "Babe, you took my fist up your bum. This'll be a piece of piss!" That's 'easy' in British, by the way. They've got some weird sayings over there.
Hannah grinned and rolled her eyes. "You're really putting me through my paces tonight, babe."
"You love it, baby," Juno said then slapped her girlfriend's ass again.
Hannah opened her mouth once more, gaping it open as wide as she could as she pulled Juno's foot back towards her. The first four toes went in no problem, but Hannah really had to stretch her mouth to get the big one in there too. It took some effort but she managed to squeeze the last toe in, grabbing onto Juno's heel as she stuffed her foot in as far as she could. You could see her cheek bulging as Juno's big toe pressed against the inside of her mouth.
"Oh. My. God. You nasty fucking bitch," Juno said and even though I couldn't see her face, I could picture Juno's devilish grin. I've seen it so many times by this point that it's practically burnt into my brain.
Hannah batted her eyebrows again then plucked Juno's foot from between her lips. She kept her grip on Juno's ankle as she started to grind on her harder.
"Wait, baby, I've got an idea," Juno said, reaching out with her remaining hand and grabbing the Hitachi wand. "Stick that pretty arse out, baby. Put it right in front of me."
Hannah adjusted her position slightly, pulling her leg back up over Juno's and kneeling in between her thighs, backing that ass right up to her pussy.
"Yeah, baby, just like that."
Juno flicked the Hitachi on then moved it down in between her legs, squeezing it between both their pussies. Both of them started moaning as one, Hannah working her ass back and forth as she ground against the Hitachi. Hannah reached back and grabbed her ass, parting her buttcheeks slightly so the toy could really hit her clit. It worked like a charm and Hannah's moans grew instantly louder, blonde hair spilling down her back as she threw her head back sharply.
"Oh my god, that feels so good," she moaned out softly, tightening her grip on her ass as she ground against it harder.
Once the Hitachi was introduced, Hannah got there very fast. Which wasn't a surprise, 'cause I don't think a Hitachi has ever been pressed to her clit and not resulted in an instant climax.
"Oh, fuck...oh, fuck," she started to say, and from this point on her pussy was a ticking time bomb.
"You ready, baby?" Juno asked her.
"Uh huh," said Hannah, panting as she nodded her head.
"Hang on, baby. Not just yet."
Juno grabbed a hold of the tripod and awkwardly changed its position, placing it behind her and next to the foot of the bed. She rested her head on the mattress, looking up at the tripod as she clipped her phone to it. Not easy to do when you've only got one free hand.
"How does that look?" she asked.
I have to say that, given the circumstances, she'd set the shot up pretty well. The camera was pointing over her shoulder, framing her body from the chest down. She'd got most of Hannah in shot as well. Her head was cut off but I think I can forgive her for that.
"That...looks fucking hot," I said, still jerking my throbbing hard cock as I watched the two go at it.
"I bet it does," Juno laughed, now holding the toy with both her hands as she pressed it harder against their clits. "OK, baby...now."
What happened next was lightning fast. Hannah raised her hips up slightly as Juno pulled the toy from her pussy. Fluid gushed from Hannah's snatch, spraying down onto Juno's pussy like water from a hosepipe.
"Mmm, yes, baby. Cum on my pussy," Juno encouraged.
She pressed the toy back to Hannah's pussy, using her remaining hand to rub her own stiff clit. Now I realise why she needed both hands.
"Uhhh," Hannah moaned, which was Juno's cue to remove the Hitachi.
She did so swiftly, just in time for a second torrent to squirt straight out onto Juno's pussy.
"Ohhh, YES!" Juno shrieked.
She rubbed herself harder, seriously testing the camera's shutter speed as her fingers sped back and forth on her clit. She was basically using Hannah's squirt as lube, and I couldn't believe how wet it sounded. Juno's pussy was so utterly sodden that it almost sounded like she was rubbing her clit in the shower.
She returned the toy to Hannah's pussy, holding it there for a barely a second before she pulled it away once more. Hannah squirted one last time, and this time Juno came as well. She didn't squirt herself but I could tell from the volume of Juno's scream that her orgasm was just as intense. In fact, given that her mouth was basically right underneath the camera, the sound she made almost burst my eardrums. Thank God I didn't have my headphones in or I think she might have actually deafened me.
She rubbed herself through the throes of climax, giving a final, full-body shudder as she finally hit her peak. Her fingers slowed then almost stopped, gently rubbing her pussy which was literally dripping wet. Both from Hannah's squirt juice and her own creamy arousal. She took a moment to regain her composure then switched off the Hitachi, swapping it for another new toy: the double-ended dildo.
To be honest, I've always thought these things were pretty porn-y and I doubt that lesbians actually use them. And since Hannah and Juno aren't technically gay (they've both cum on my cock way too many times for that), I'm sticking with that theory. But even so, I was excited to see what they did with that. And the first thing Juno did with it was use it like a flogger, making Hannah yelp as she smacked her juicy ass with it.
"Lean forward, baby," Juno instructed. "Stick that lovely bum out for me."
Hannah did as her girlfriend told her, getting down on her hands and knees, with that thick ass thrust out behind her. Juno grabbed the bottle of lube and squeezed some onto the toy, greasing up one half of it as she stroked it up and down.
"Spread this arse for me, baby," Juno ordered, pressing the tip of the lube up end against Hannah's puckered asshole.
Hannah laid her head on the mattress, reaching back to grab her ass and pulling her cheeks apart. Her asshole split open and Juno took full advantage, pushing the tip of the plastic toy straight into her girlfriend's butt. Hannah moaned as it slipped inside her, gripping her buttcheeks nice and hard as Juno pushed the toy in deeper, feeding it to her an inch at a time.
Once the toy was halfway in, Juno moved the tripod, placing it at the side of the bed, flipping the camera into landscape mode so she could get them both in shot. Then she dropped onto her hands and knees. I expected her to turn and back straight onto it but, as she often does, Juno had something else planned. She moved forward slowly, parting those soft pink lips of hers as she crawled towards the twin-headed cock. She took the free end in between her lips, keeping her mouth wide open as she continued moving forward.
I heard a gentle gagging sound, which I guessed was the tip of the dildo pushing through into Juno's throat. In fact, I knew it was that 'cause it was the same sound she makes when she sucks my cock. But Juno didn't stop, and I could hear that sound getting slightly louder as she moved her head in closer, honing in on her girlfriend's ass.
"Oh, baby!" Hannah exclaimed, impressed by what she was seeing. Though to be honest, she shouldn't have been surprised 'cause taking eight inches of cock in her mouth is nothing new for Juno.
Juno closed her eyes, moving her head in one last time as she swallowed the remaining length. Hannah released her grip on her ass, using her hands to prop herself up as she looked back over her shoulder. Juno lifted her hands off the bed and grabbed onto Hannah's asscheeks, pushing them together as she attempted to smother her face with them. It didn't really work (Hannah's ass isn't that big) but hey, you can't fault her for trying.
Juno let go of Hannah's asscheeks and grabbed the tops of her thighs, using them for leverage as she started to bob her head back and forth, fucking her throat with the plastic cock. Her lips were moving a mile a minute, dragging them back up to the tip of the cock then plunging forward in the blink of an eye, swallowing half its length and kissing Hannah's asshole repeatedly. She kept that up for close to a minute, and by the time she was finally done, half the dildo was dripping with spit.
Juno turned on her hands and knees, reaching back behind her and grabbing the cock as she pointed the toy at her pussy. The tip of the dildo slipped inside her and Juno moaned as she pushed her ass back, taking the cock in deeper. She released her grip on the plastic shaft, placing both hands on the mattress as she worked her ass back further, pressing her cheeks against Hannah's as she made the cock disappear.
It made for quite the image; Juno's cute little perky ass pressed against Hannah's bigger, thicker one. And knowing there was a giant cock inside them (even though I could barely see it) just made it even hotter. They stayed like that for several seconds then both of them started to rock back and forth, moving together in perfect sync.
It was impressive to watch. Their asses moved at the exact same speed, dragging the same distance along the plastic shaft then crashing together with deafening smacks that made their buttcheeks jiggle. Both of them were moaning loudly, and the more of the cock they started taking, the louder their moans became. Before too long they were taking it all, working their holes right up to the tips and throwing their asses back at each other with ever increasing force.
Juno turned her head to the side and laid it down on the mattress, reaching back in between her legs and rubbing her throbbing clit.
"Play with your pussy, baby," Juno urged as she looked back at Hannah, moaning loudly as she spoke.
Hannah went one better. Adopting the same pose as Juno, she grabbed the Hitachi from the side of the bed, turning it up to the highest setting as she moved it in between her legs. That familiar buzz started filling the room and Hannah's moans got instantly louder as powerful vibrations thundered against her clit. They weren't moving quite as fast now, but the resulting smacks of ass on ass were as loud as ever, audible even above their moans and the constant hum of the Hitachi.
They kept that up for several minutes, violently slamming their asses together until the intensity of the clitoral stimulation finally got the better of them.
"Oh, fuck! I'm gonna cum, baby!" Juno exclaimed, eyes rolling up into her head as she strummed her clit in a blur.
"Mmm, yes! Cum for me, baby!" Hannah yelled back. "I want us to cum together!"
Moments later, she got her wish. She pulled the Hitachi away from her clit as yet another flood of arousal squirted forth from her quivering snatch, spraying down onto the mattress and soaking into their expensive bedding. Juno's climax wasn't as messy, but it was every bit as intense. Her eyes clamped shut, those usually gorgeous facial features skewed in all kinds of unflattering ways as a powerful climax started tearing through her body. She rubbed herself harder, fingers moving with so much force that I don't know how she didn't strain her wrist.
Hannah squirted two more times, before finally their orgasms peaked. Hannah switched the Hitachi off then dropped it down in between her legs, seemingly lacking the energy to even put it back where she found it.
"Oh my god. Baby," Juno purred, panting quite heavily as she spoke. "Fuck, you're amazing."
"You're amazing," Hannah responded, both reaching back and clasping each other's hands.
They stayed like that for a few more seconds then finally mustered the energy to move. They both started crawling forward, slowly revealing the twin-headed cock. Once their asses were far enough apart, the toy dropped down from between their legs, landing on the squirt-drenched bed.
The ladies turned on their hands and knees, crawling back towards each other as Juno grabbed the toy from the mattress. She spun it in her hand like a baton, flipping it over so Hannah's end was facing her and her end was facing Hannah. Then without a word, both of them parted their perfect lips, taking the dildo inside their mouths. They wrapped their lips around each tip, tasting each other's various juices as they drew their heads in closer, taking the cock down inch by inch.
Their eyes stayed glued on one another, both of them wearing the exact same grin as they slowly consumed the enormous toy. A tiny gag escaped each throat, letting me know how deep they were taking it as their faces moved closer together. One more push from each of the girls and their lips were pressed together. Once again the toy disappeared. Like...completely. I genuinely could've taken a snapshot of that, and if I cropped out their naked bodies, it would have just looked like two best friends sharing an innocent kiss. I could've plastered it all over the Internet and no-one would know any different.
They followed that up with a cute little eskimo kiss. Or at least, it would have been cute if they weren't both deepthroating a double ended dildo. They held the pose for a few more seconds then dragged their lips back along the shaft, popping the tips out one by one. Juno dropped the toy onto the bed and they shared another kiss, a proper one this time, where the only thing shoved down their throats were one another's tongues. Their lips came apart and the girls looked lovingly into one another's eyes as Juno reached for something on the bed.
"Baby," she said, grabbing ahold of the DP strap-on and holding it up by the harness, "I think it's time."
Hannah said nothing, simply grinning from ear to ear as the two leaned in for another long kiss.
"Get the phone," Juno instructed, gripping the toy at the plastic base as she moved it towards their mouths.
Hannah plucked the phone from the tripod, holding it up selfie-style as she and Juno poked their tongues out, pressing them against the base of each shaft. Once again they moved in tandem, heads swaying back and forth as they licked up and down the two-pronged dildo. It was a hell of an image, and with the camera in such close proximity it looked kinda like a POV shot, if I happened to sprout another cock from somewhere. Which, as someone who regularly fucks three plus women at once, would actually be kinda useful.
They licked up and down it a few more times then wrapped their lips around the plastic cocks. Now, of course the two shafts were very close together so that didn't prove to be easy, and even with their cheeks squished together and their mouths almost touching, they could only get the heads inside. But even so, it was fun to watch. They popped the cocks from between their lips and Hannah handed the phone to Juno.
"How do you want me, baby?" Hannah asked, looking at Juno as she jerked off one of the shafts.
"Hmm, what a question," Juno smirked. I could practically see all the options whirring around her brain. "I want you on your knees."
Hannah gave the toy to Juno then quickly assumed the position, getting down on all fours with that big butt pushed out behind her.
"Like this?" she asked, her grin growing wider as she peered back over her shoulder.
"Mmm, yes, baby. Just like that."
Juno clipped her phone to the tripod then stepped down off the bed, stepping into the strap-on's harness and pulling it up her legs. She tightened the straps around her hips and climbed back onto the bed, gripping one of the cocks as she knelt behind her girlfriend. Juno grabbed a bottle of lube and squirted some onto one of the shafts, smearing it in as she stroked up and down it. She pushed forward, pressing the cockheads against Hannah's twin holes. Once she had both cocks in place, Juno grabbed her phone from the tripod, holding it up in her POV.
"OK, here goes," said Juno, gripping one of her cocks at the base as she started pushing forward.
I have to say, it was a little awkward at first. This device was new to Juno and it took a little while to find her feet. Feeding your cock into a tight ass can be difficult enough at times, but when you're trying to put another in her pussy, well...it isn't a walk in the park. Her first few tries were unsuccessful. She'd press one cock against her girlfriend's asshole, only for the other one to slip away from Hannah's pussy as she started pushing forward. It took so long, in fact, that my cock was almost going soft as I watched her desperate fumbling. But Juno is nothing if not persistent, and after a handful of failed attempts, she finally achieved her goal.
"They're in!" she yelped, seemingly out of relief more than anything.
Hannah threw her head back sharply, moaning loudly as those plastic cocks finally breached her tight twin holes. It was a louder moan than I had expected, 'cause Hannah is usually pretty subdued until you really start pounding her, so I guess the wait must have gotten to her.
Juno started to push forward slowly, working the cocks in deeper. Once she was sure they weren't coming out, she released her grip on the one she was holding and grabbed onto Hannah's hip, pointing at the camera at her juicy, thick ass as she slowly started thrusting. Juno's moves were tentative at first, knowing full well that one false move and those cocks would pop out, and she'd have to start all over again.


Though slowly but surely, her self-belief grew. With each new thrust she went a bit harder, pushing the cocks in deeper and pulling them further back. Before too long she was going full pelt. Or at least as close to full pelt as she could when working two cocks at once. It was genuinely impressive how quick she'd learned and it wasn't long before strap-on-master-Juno was out in full force.
Juno let go of Hannah's hip, drawing her hand back as far as she could, and bringing it forward with an audible swish, landing a firming *SMACK* to her girlfriend's thick ass.
"You like that, baby?" Juno asked her. "You like those big cocks in you?"
"Mmm, yes, baby," Hannah moaned back. "I love how you fuck me with those big, thick cocks!"
"Yeah, you do, baby," Juno said, then slapped that juicy ass again, leaving behind a visible hand print on one of Hannah's cheeks.
Juno gave a few more thrusts, her confidence growing with every stroke. She even felt bold enough to take the cocks out, confident that she'd get them back in.
"Spread this arse for me, baby," Juno ordered, landing another smack to Hannah's red raw asscheek.
Hannah did as instructed, resting her head on the mattress as she reached back behind her, grabbing ahold of that big, thick ass. Hannah pried her cheeks apart as Juno pulled her cocks back, gripping the top one at the base of the shaft as she popped them free from her girlfriend's holes. Hannah's holes stayed gaping open and Juno was quick to capitalize, stuffing two fingers straight into her partner's ass. She pushed them in deep, sinking down to the second knuckle before she slipped her thumb into Hannah's pussy, gripping her like a bowling ball. She pumped them back and forth a few times then popped all three inside her mouth, tasting both her orifices.
"Turning around, gorgeous," Juno said. "I want you to taste these cocks."
As Hannah turned to face her, Juno rotated the base of her toy, twisting it around so the cocks were side by side. She gripped both cocks at the base of the shaft, squeezing them against each other so the tips were pressed together. It was clear what she wanted her to do. Hannah looked up at her, eyebrows raised in an 'are you serious' kind of way.
"Babe," said Juno, "fist up your bum. All I'm gonna say."
"Babe, you are incorrigible," Hannah responded, poking her tongue out from between her lips and licking both cockheads at once.
"Thanks," said Juno. I could practically hear the grin in her voice.
"That wasn't a compliment, babe," Hannah insisted.
"Baby," said Juno, "stop talking and start sucking."
"Ooh! Yes, ma'am," Hannah grinned. She pronounced it the British way, like she was addressing a queen of some sort. Which, in a way, I guess she kinda was.
She gripped both cocks just below the tip, squeezing them together as close as she could get them. Then she parted her lips, gaping them open as wide as they'd go as she moved her head in closer, squeezing the cocks into her open mouth.
"Oh my god, you fucking slut!" Juno exclaimed, gasping from behind the camera.
She released her grip on the plastic cocks, allowing Hannah to take control as she moved her hands down lower, gripping them both at around mid-shaft. Hannah moved her head in slowly, forcing more cock into her stretched-out mouth. She couldn't fit much in, only the first few inches but even so it was still impressive, 'cause those cocks weren't small by any means. In fact, they looked almost as thick as me, and given that women have struggled with my girth in the past, taking two that size in your mouth really is no small feat.
Juno reached out, gripping the back of Hannah's head and trying to pull her closer. She managed to squeeze a little more in- about a half inch or so- but it soon became clear that she'd reached her limit. Juno let go of the back of her head and Hannah pulled back swiftly, popping both cocks from between her lips.
"Fuuuck, baby," Juno said. "You're really going crazy tonight!"
Hannah laughed. "Well, you're the one telling me to do all this stuff!"
"You know I like to test your limits, babe. Besides, we've got an audience. We've gotta put on a good show."
"Oh, yeah," Hannah chuckled. "I almost forgot he was there. How you doing there, love? How many times have you cum?"
"None yet," I said, moaning slightly from behind the camera as I continued to jerk myself off.
"You haven't cum yet?!" Hannah exclaimed. "Babe, should we be offended by that?"
"No, babe," Juno replied. "You know he can go for hours. And that's when he's got your bumhole wrapped around his cock. Not his boring fist."
"Well, that's true," Hannah conceded.
She reached back up and grabbed both cocks, but instead of pushing them together, this time she did the opposite, pulling them apart as far as they'd go. Hannah moved her head in swiftly, taking one of the cocks in her mouth and taking it down as deep as she could. With the cocks so close together, she couldn't quite take the whole thing, but she managed a hardy portion all the same.
She held it there for barely a second then quickly pulled her head back, dragging her lips back up to the tip and off the cock entirely. Quick as a flash, Hannah turned her head to the left and did the same with the other one, taking it down as deep as she could then popping it straight back out. This continued for the next few minutes, her head on a swivel as she switched back and forth, sucking each cock in turn. To wrap things up, she angled them upwards and pressed her face against the undersides, dragging her tongue along the gap in between as she licked the sides of each shaft.
"Mmm, such a filthy bitch!" said Juno. "You want these cocks back inside you, baby?"
Hannah grinned and nodded her head, rubbing her face against the plastic cocks.
"Of course you do, you fucking slut."
Juno edged back to the side of the bed then stepped down onto the floor. She walked along to the foot of the bed and patted the corner of the mattress.
"Come here, baby," Juno said. "Put that juicy arse right here."
Hannah moved to the corner of the bed and laid out in the spoon position. In fact, it was almost a fetal position, with her legs tucked right up to her chest, her arms wrapped around them and her ass stuck out into the corner of the bed.
"Like this, baby?" Hannah asked, gazing at the camera with those seductive green eyes.
"Yeeesss, baby. You know what I wanted," Juno said, a hand emerging from behind the camera and slapping one of Hannah's asscheeks. "Hold this for a second, baby. I'm gonna need both hands."
Juno handed the camera to Hannah who lifted it up as high as she could, pointing it down at her thrust out ass. Juno gripped onto both her cocks, pressing the tips against her girlfriend's holes then gently pushing forward. This time they went in first try, and while I didn't have the greatest view, I could still see the point of penetration. Or rather, the point of double penetration.
Once she had the tips inside her, Juno took the camera from Hannah, pointing it down in her POV. This position was better for me, as when Juno had been fucking her doggy I'd only been able to see her ass. Now I could see both holes and fully take in the sight of them stretching as Juno pushed her cocks in deeper.
Once she had them about halfway in, Juno started thrusting. Once again she started slowly, working her cocks back out to the tip then pushing them both back in, going deeper and harder with each new thrust. Hannah started moaning louder and Juno moved the camera upwards to capture her expression. Her eyes were closed, a pure look of pleasure now stretched across her face.
The camera lingered there for several seconds then slowly panned back down, over Hannah's bulging chest, her titties bouncing as her curvy body hitched back and forth. By the time the camera had returned to her ass, Juno was thrusting as hard as she could, Hannah's right buttcheek jiggling delightfully as her abs kept crashing against it. Juno gave a few more thrusts then slapped Hannah's ass again.
"Spread this sexy arse for me, baby. I wanna see these holes open up."
Hannah reached back and grabbed her asscheek, pulling it back as far as she could. Juno pulled her cocks back slowly, leaving Hannah's holes agape as she plucked them free from inside her. Juno dropped down onto her knees, holding the camera selfie-style as she pressed her tongue against Hannah's pussy. She licked along it nice and slow, dragging her tongue over her stretched-out taint and up to Hannah's asshole.
"Oh my god, this pretty little arsehole," Juno said, licking across it several times then pushing her tongue inside it.
"Mmm, yes, baby. Eat my arsehole," Hannah moaned out, fingers digging into her ass as she kept her cheeks spread apart.
Juno pushed in closer, her face squished up against Hannah's right ass cheek as she worked her tongue in deeper. She started to bob her head back and forth, fucking Hannah's asshole with her outstretched tongue. Hannah's moans increased in volume then a second sound began to pour from my speakers as, somewhere out of shot, Hannah switched on her beloved Hitachi. The white bulb crept into frame then pressed against the nub of her clit. Hannah's moans got instantly louder as the toy started buzzing against her. Her muscles contracted, to the point that I could see her butthole tighten around Juno's tongue.
"Fucking hell, babe!" Juno exclaimed, prying her tongue from Hannah's asshole. "You are insatiable."
Juno grabbed onto her girlfriend's legs and rolled her onto her back. She scurried up the bed, throwing a leg over Hannah's torso as she straddled her massive chest. Juno twisted the base of her strap on, rotating the cocks back into their previous position then slapping them down between Hannah's big tits.
"Take the phone," Juno said, handing it to Hannah as Juno grabbed ahold of her tits and pushed them around her strap-on cocks.
Hannah held the camera basically right in front of her tits, giving an awesome close up view as they enveloped both of Juno's cocks. They didn't quite wrap the whole way around them (there were two of them, after all), but Hannah's tits provided an impressive amount of coverage, encasing the sides of both thick shafts.
"Oh my god," Juno laughed. "That is so fucking good!"
Frankly, I couldn't have put it better myself. I knew how good Hannah's tits looked when they were around my cock, but seeing those puppies wrapped two (even fake ones like these) was possibly even better. Juno spat into Hannah's cleavage, lubing both her cocks up as she started to pump those slender hips, sawing both shafts through her girlfriend's tits.
Needless to say, it looked amazing, especially with the close up view. All I could really see were those two big cocks jabbing right at the camera, getting so close that I thought they were going to smash her phone screen. Hannah panned upwards, that familiar smirk now stretched across Juno's face as she double fucked her massive tits. She held the shot for a few more seconds then slowly panned down Juno's body, showing me her perky tits followed by her flat, toned abs, flexing and rippling with every thrust.
By the time the camera had returned to her tits, Juno's cocks were moving faster, slicing through her girlfriend's rack like knives through a stick of butter. Hannah moved the camera again, this time holding it out to the side as she lifted her head off the mattress. She rolled her tongue out, licking one of the plastic cocks as they poked out from between her titties. What came next was like a game of whac-a-mole, with Hannah licking both cocks in turn, alternating from one to other.
She kept that up for over a minute, but before too long her attention started to wane. Her moans got louder, eyes clamping shut as she bit her bottom lip. I'd been so enamoured by the awesome spectacle that I'd almost forgotten about the Hitachi wand that was pinned to Hannah's clit. Even with the constant buzzing I could hear offscreen. In my defence, you hear that sound so much around Hannah that after a while it just kinda turns into background noise.
"Ooo! She's gonna cum!" Juno announced then scooted back to the foot of the bed as quick as her legs would carry her.
Juno knelt at the end of the bed, rubbing two fingers against Hannah's wet slit then pushing them both inside her. It didn't take much to finish her off. A couple of pumps of Juno's fingers and she pulled them straight back out as Hannah squirted with maximum force. A torrent burst from Hannah's pussy, arching into Juno's mouth which was wide open to receive it. Juno pursed her lips, spitting the squirt right back at her pussy just as Hannah came once more, this time spraying all over her face.
"Mmm, YES! Fucking love it!" Juno growled, lifting her head up as she rubbed the warm juices all over her skin.
That reaction was pretty normal for her, 'cause if there's one thing Juno likes feeling on her body it's Hannah's hot squirt juice. She'd probably bathe in it if she could. Actually, the more that I think about it, she probably already has.
After that, Juno moved quickly. She hooked her arms under Hannah's legs and scooped them up into the air, pulling them against her chest.
"Phone," she said, reaching out to Hannah who quickly handed it over.
Pointing it down, she used her free hand to re-lube her cocks and tossed the bottle back down on the bed. She pressed both cocks against her girlfriend's holes, gripping the bottom one for support as she guided them both inside her. I could only see the top one, of course, but if Hannah's loud moan was anything to go by, both went in at the first time of asking. Juno worked her cocks in deeper then started thrusting slowly, that familiar buzzing still filling my ears as Hannah kept the Hitachi wand pinned to the nub of her clit.
A few thrusts in and Juno opted for a change of angle. In fact, it was more like a change of viewpoint as she flipped the camera around onto herself and held it in front of her face. I have to say, it was unexpected. I mean, I'm never gonna complain about looking at Juno's face (it's one of my favourite things to look at, in fact), but given that all the action was happening below, it felt like an odd stylistic choice. But I knew she wouldn't have done it for no reason and as I saw that grin on Juno's face, I figured she had something planned.
And, well...she did. She slid her free hand up Hannah's right leg, gripping the heel of her designer stiletto and peeling it off her foot. It's possible that it could have just been a safety precaution. After all, with Hannah's feet so close to her head, a violent spasm at the point of climax and she could have one of Juno's eyes out. But knowing Juno as well as I did, she had a lot more in mind than mere self-preservation.
She brought the shoe right up to her face and poked her nose inside it, closing her eyes as she breathed it all in. Again, it was the kind of kinky thing that I was used to her doing. Her grin grew wider and more demonic as she tossed the stiletto over her shoulder and did the same with the other. Then she focused on Hannah's foot, holding her ankle as she kissed along the sole, still covered by her fishnet stocking.
She handed her phone back over to Hannah who held it out in her POV, pointing it up at Juno as she ripped the stocking right up to her ankle, completely exposing her girlfriend's left foot. She kissed her foot in several places then did the same with the other, tearing it free from its webbed enclosure.
Once both her feet were exposed, Juno grabbed onto both her ankles and pulled them closer towards her, moving her hands to the soles of her feet and pushing them both together. She poked her tongue out, pressing it against the heels of her feet, then dragging it slowly between them. She worked her tongue right up to the top then wrapped her lips around Hannah's big toes, sucking on them both at once.
As she played with her girlfriend's feet, Juno started to fuck her harder. I couldn't really see what she was doing, but I could tell from the smacks on the backs of her thighs that Juno's thrusts were short and sharp; rhythmically slow, yet delivered with astounding force. Whatever they were like, Hannah was clearly enjoying them, moaning louder from behind the camera as she took each two-pronged thrust.
Plucking Hannah's toes from between her lips, Juno took her phone from Hannah and pointed it down at her face. Hannah's eyes were tightly closed, mouth hanging open as her moans got louder still, not just filling their bedroom now but most of my lounge as well. She lingered on her face for a few more seconds then took a pan of Hannah's body, showing me every nook and cranny.
She started with those massive tits, Hannah's free hand now pawing at them and rubbing one of her nipples. Then Juno panned the camera lower, past her tight and clenching abs and down towards her pussy, her arm shaking as she held the toy against it. Juno moved the camera lower, holding it down and out to the side so I could see the full penetration. It really was an amazing shot, a nice tight close up of Hannah's thick ass as those two massive plastic cocks rammed into both her holes, the shafts coated in her various fluids.
In fact, I think I might have liked that shot a little too much, 'cause I could feel my prick start throbbing harder, my cockhead twitching like it could blow at any second.
"Oh, fuck," I moaned out, softly I thought, but clearly loud enough for Juno to hear it.
She lifted the camera up, aiming it down at Hannah's tight pussy as she continued to pound both holes.
"You gonna cum?" she asked.
The camera was pointed at Hannah, but I could tell she was talking to me. Hannah apparently couldn't though, and she answered the question before I could.
"Yes, baby. Fuck, I'm gonna cum so hard!"
Juno laughed. "I know you're gonna cum, baby. I was talking to him."
"I'm gonna cum as well," I said, groaning loudly as I stroked my cock.
"Show her," Juno said, the camera still pointed at Hannah. "I want her to see you cum."
I flipped the camera around onto my cock, visibly throbbing as I jerked it faster. Hannah lifted her head off the mattress, watching intently as I pulled myself off.
"Mmm, yes, baby. Stroke that cock," she purred out softly. "Shoot that big load for us."
That was all I needed to hear. A few more jerks and out it came; thick, creamy ropes of spunk bursting out like oil from a well, shooting up into the air and raining back down all over my stomach. Seeing my eruption set her off and Hannah came too just a few seconds later.
"Oh my god, YES!" she screamed.
She dropped her head down onto the mattress and that was the last I saw of her face as Juno pointed the camera downwards, capturing the second explosion. Yet another burst of fluid squirted out from Hannah's pussy, spraying over Juno's stomach as she rammed her cocks in one last time, sheathing them both inside her. Seeing her squirt made my cockhead twitch and yet more cum pumped out from the tip, leaving behind a gooey mess which ran down the length of my shaft. Hannah kept the toy at her clit, holding it tightly as violent convulsions started coursing through her body. Hannah squirted three more times, only stopping when she ran out juice.
"Fucking hell!" Juno exclaimed, countless beads of Hannah's squirt juice trickling across her midriff.
She pointed the camera at Hannah's face, looking like she'd just collapsed as she laid slumped out across the bedspread.
"You OK there, baby?" Juno asked her, chuckling from behind the camera.
Hannah gently nodded her head, seemingly unable of doing much else.
"I think we might have killed her," Juno quipped.


"We?!" I responded. "That was all you. All I did was jerk myself off."
Juno laughed, pointing the camera at her girlfriend's pussy. She prised the Hitachi from her trembling fingers, switching it off and setting it down on the mattress. Juno drew her hips back slowly, prying her cocks from her girlfriend's holes. I reached for a tissue to clean myself up but Juno quickly stopped me.
"Wait! Not yet. I want her to see how hard you came."
I kept the camera pointed forward, my cock still hard as my load dripped down to the base of my shaft, my six-pack strewn with streaks of jism. Juno crawled forward, laying on top of Hannah as she finally started to come to her senses.
"Look, baby," said Juno, holding up her phone. "Look at all that fucking cum!"
"Oh, wow! He came so hard," Hannah exclaimed, a lazy grin stretched across her face. "God, I wish we could lick it all up."
"Mmm, I know, baby. I love sharing his cum with you." Juno leaned in, giving her girlfriend a kiss on the lips. Suddenly, she shifted forward, lifting her head up as she straddled Hannah's chest. "But, hey, if you're looking to lick something up, why don't you start right here?"
She pointed down to her tummy and crotch, both of which were in need of cleaning. Juno twisted the base of her strap on, positioning the dildos side by side as Hannah lifted her head off the mattress. She poked her tongue out from between her lips, licking the cocks clean by one. Juno loosened the straps on her harness and slid it down her legs, stepping out of it a foot at time and kicking it onto the bedroom floor. Hannah lifted her head up higher, grabbing onto Juno's hips as she licked all the squirt from her stomach.
Hannah slid out from underneath Juno, kneeling in front of her as she wrapped her arms around her girlfriend's neck. Juno wrapped an arm around the small of her back, her free hand holding the camera as they shared a long, romantic kiss.
"I love you, baby," Hannah declared, gazing longingly into Juno's light green eyes.
"I love you too, baby," Juno responded. "Happy anniversary. Oh, baby! I almost forgot," she suddenly said, practically leaping out Hannah's grasp as she hopped down off the bed and scurried to the en suite bathroom.
She took the camera with her, so I was treated to the riveting sight of Juno digging through her bathroom drawers.
"What are you doing, babe?" Hannah called out from the bedroom.
"I bought you another gift," Juno yelled back.
"And you put it in the bathroom?"
"Yeah, well I wanted to put it where you wouldn't find it, so obviously I put it with the cleaning products."
"Oh, yeah. Very funny, babe. You know I'm a domestic goddess."
"Pfft! I don't think so, babe." Juno plucked something from the cupboard and stepped back into the bedroom. "Goddess? Yes. Domestic? No."
Juno reached out from behind the camera, handing Hannah a mysterious envelope.
"Here, babe. Your final gift."
Hannah took the envelope from Juno, looking more than a little perplexed as she held it in her hands. "What's this, babe?"
Juno perched on the edge of the bed, an excited smirk pulling at the sides of her mouth. "Well...open it up and you'll see."
Hannah looked at her, regarding her girlfriend with a suspicious grin as she opened the mystery gift. She slipped her fingers into the envelope, retrieving what appeared to be a sheet of folded up paper. Hannah's confusion seemed to grow as she opened the paper and had a quick scan of its contents.
"Oh my god. Babe!" she suddenly shrieked.
Obviously I was still completely in the dark and was actually kinda desperate to find out what it was.
"God, you are so sweet. Come here, baby," Hannah gushed, wrapping her arms around her girlfriend and pulling her in for a hug.
"You're welcome, baby," Juno said. "You deserve it."
Hannah gave her a kiss on the cheek then took another look at the paper. "So, when are we...? Wait. Babe, there's only one ticket."
"I know," said Juno, smirking.
Now Hannah looked really confused. But I can guarantee you something, she wasn't as confused as I was.
"So, what...I'm coming out to visit you?" Hannah asked. "When you're back in LA?"
Ah. So it was a plane ticket. Or I'm guessing some kind of booking confirmation, 'cause...where would you get actual plane tickets in 2025?
Anyway, Juno didn't answer the question. It seemed like she knew something that Hannah clearly didn't, and she wanted her to figure it out.
"Hang on," said Hannah. "OK...babe, you know I love you and this is very sweet, but...you've kinda messed this up."
"Have I?" asked Juno, feigning ignorance in a deliberately exaggerated fashion.
"Yes, babe. See?" Hannah pointed at the sheet of paper. "You've booked LA to London as the outbound flight."
Again, Juno said nothing, but her grin morphed into a full, beaming smile. Hannah looked back at her for a couple more seconds. Then the penny dropped.
"Ohhhh," she said. "It's not for me, is it?"
Juno shook her head.
Hannah pointed at Juno's phone. "Is it for...him?"
Juno nodded.
"Ohhh, babe!" said Hannah, pulling her in for another embrace. "God, you are the best girlfriend ever!"
Juno giggled. "Yes, I am, baby. And don't you forget it."
Hannah looked at the sheet once more. "But...wait, isn't that when you're...?"
"Mmhmm," said Juno, answering the question before Hannah could answer it.
"So, it's just gonna be...?"
"Yep."
I was still confused, as I'm sure you can imagine, and needed some clarification. "Wait. I'm sorry to interrupt but...what's for me? The plane ticket's for me?"
"Yes," said Juno, grinning.
"You guys are flying to me London?"
"I'm flying you to London," Juno clarified. "For her."
"So you're not gonna be there?"
"Mm-mm," said Juno, shaking her head. "I'll be in LA for a few months. And I can't have my girl being all alone, can I?"
"A few months?!" I asked her, sounding more shocked than I probably should have. I mean, a few months with Hannah sounded great and everything, but...I had a business to run.
Juno tipped her head back and laughed. "Relax, mate. You'll only be here a few days."
"Ah," I said, a little relieved. "And when is this exactly?"
"September," said Juno. "Seventh to tenth. That work for you?"
"Oh, I'll make it work. One way or another."
The ladies laughed. "Good," Juno said, then looked across at Hannah. "So are you gonna thank me?"
"Yes, thank you, baby. It's very sweet," said Hannah, giving her girlfriend a peck on the lips.
"No, I mean are you gonna...thank me?" Juno asked her, wearing that familiar smirk.
"Ohhh," said Hannah, grinning as she took the hint. "By all means, babe."
To cut a long story short, Hannah thanked her two times over. Once by going down on her, and again by fingering her as she held her new vibrator to her clit. But, needless to say, they didn't stop there, and once Juno came for a second time, they worked their way through their remaining gifts, using damn near all of them before the night was through.
They started with the anal douche, filling it up with milk which was promptly deposited into Hannah's waiting ass. After that they moved onto the anal beads, swiftly followed by the curved steel dildo, the blue silicone dildo and the weird triple cockhead thing (remember when I mentioned that?). All of these went in Hannah's ass, though I guess that kinda goes without saying.
What came next was a little more kinky. Juno used her new restraints to tie her girlfriend to the bed, laying her on her stomach with her ass thrust up in the air. She blindfolded her, popped the ball gag into her mouth then attached the nipple clamps to Hannah's big tits. She dripped hot wax onto Hannah's back then went to town on that big, fat ass, using the flogger, the paddle and finally the riding crop. After that she strapped on a cock (just one this time) and pounded her girlfriend in the ass, making her squirt about four or five times, before they finally called it a night.
By the time the call had finally ended, I'd made myself cum a couple more times and my phone battery was almost dead. I fixed myself a bite to eat and watched some TV, then headed up to my office so I could look at my planner. My September schedule was looking pretty busy, but I was determined to make room for my trip, even if it meant some cancellations. One thing was for sure: it would definitely be worth it.
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The few weeks between the call and my trip dragged like hell, just as I knew they would. Of course I had a lot of guests to help me pass the time, but when something like that is in my diary I turn into a kid at Christmas; I can't wait for the date to roll around. In fact, this time I was so excited that I thought about trying to extend my trip. After all, London is a long way to go for just four measly days. It almost takes that long to get there!
I texted a few of my regulars there (I've got quite a few in London) to see if any were free and luckily for me, one of them was. Actually, I tell a lie. Technically she wasn't free, but she was going to Paris, and asked me if I'd like to tag along. I was a little aggrieved that the city she was going to was one of the three that I'd already visited, and that I wouldn't get to see a little more of Europe. But remembering how great that city was and, more importantly, a particularly gorgeous woman who lived there, I answered 'yes' all the same. Of course it would mean having to purchase two more plane tickets (one to Paris then another one back to LA), but hell, I'm sure it would be worth it.
With that sorted out, next on the itinerary was arranging some accommodation. I was supposed to be staying with Hannah, of course, but with two trips to London now under my belt, I figured I could do a little better. Not that there's anything wrong with Hannah's house, it's just that I know of an alternative option that beat her place out in two key areas. One: it was super secluded so we wouldn't have to worry about the neighbours hearing, and more importantly, two: it was chock full of bondage equipment, which given Hannah's submissive tendencies, I was sure would be a very good selling point.
I'm talking, of course, about Rosamund Pike's country home. Or country fuck pad, if we're calling a spade a spade. After all, the house was built with sex mind so why not use it for that? And given that it isn't her primary residence, it seemed like a viable option. Provided that she wasn't using it herself, of course, which given her appetite for all things sex, was a distinct possibility.
I texted Rosamund to give her the dates and she told me that the house was free. She gave me permission to use her house, on the proviso that I tell her everything I did there. That was a deal I could make. I texted Hannah to give her the news and at first she was a little bit skeptical. But once I told her about the house and everything inside it, she agreed pretty fucking quickly.
It turned out that planning the trip was a pretty good way to pass the time, and by the time I'd arranged the accommodation, booked the additional flights, packed my suitcase and got my boarding pass off Juno, the big day had rolled around. Hannah was picking me up from Heathrow so I texted her my ETA. My flight was at 10.30pm PDT, so I'd be landing at around 5.30pm BST, almost a full day later (no matter how many times I've flown there, that always blows my mind). I left my house about 7pm and got a cab to LAX. I did all the usual airport stuff and boarded my flight to London.
This, of course, is the worst part of the trip, and no matter how many times I make that flight, it doesn't get any shorter. Finally the plane touched down in London, and once I'd made it to the terminal, I received a text from Hannah, telling me which part of the parking lot (or the 'carpark' as she called it) she was in and what kind of car she was driving.
I fetched my suitcase from the conveyer and made my way out to the parking lot, going in search of Hannah's vehicle. I found the part of the lot she was in but finding her car was a little bit tougher. After approaching a few vehicles and peering inside (luckily they were all empty), I heard a beep from across the lot. As I turned, a hand was waving at me from an open car window.
I approached the car and there sat Hannah, kitted out a light summer dress with her hair tied up in a bun. It was a good thing that she waved me over, as my 'approach and peek' method wouldn't have worked with Hannah's car on account of her tinted windows. Which may or may not play a very key role in this chapter of the story.
"Hi," she said, grinning at me through the open window.
"Hi, yourself," I echoed back.
"He's there?" came a second voice.
At first I couldn't tell where it was coming from, but as I took a peek inside her car, I spotted Hannah's phone, which was stuck onto the windshield with a suction mount. She was FaceTiming with somebody and while I couldn't see who it was, I could have given it a pretty good guess.
"Yep, he's here," Hannah responded, looking at her phone briefly then turning back to me. "You're driving."
It took me a moment to realise (with the vehicles being right-hand drive) but Hannah was actually sitting in the passenger's seat.
"The boot's open," Hannah announced. That's the trunk to you and me.
"Right," I said, then rounded the vehicle, stowing my suitcase on the way.
I opened up the driver's side door and clambered into Hannah's vehicle. The first thing I looked at was Hannah's phone, confirming that it was indeed her girlfriend Juno that was stretched across the screen. It was still the morning back in LA (about 9.30 to be precise) and Juno was still in bed. She was sitting up with her back against the headboard and the covers pulled up to her midriff. She was naked (at least from what I could see) and those nice perky tits of hers were out in the open as she held the camera out in front of her, framing herself from the waist up.
"Well, hello there," I said to Juno, closing the door behind me as I settled behind the wheel.
"Hi," said Juno. She paused for a moment, before adding impatiently, "well...aren't you gonna give her a kiss?"
"Alright, gimme a moment."
I leaned across the centre console, giving Hannah a nice, big 'hello' kiss. As I pulled away and fastened my seatbelt, Juno's familiar mile-wide smirk was filling every inch of phone screen real estate.
"This is gonna be fun," she said.
"Wait, what's gonna be fun?" I asked, glancing across at Hannah.
"Didn't she tell you?" Juno asked. "I'm gonna be watching you guys."
"Watching us?"
"Yeah," she said casually. "I'm gonna watch you fuck."
"You...are?" I asked slowly.
I didn't mind, of course. After all, it wouldn't be the first that someone had watched me fuck someone else. And Juno was much better looking than Alexandra Daddario's husband (sorry, if you're reading this). I just hadn't realised that that was the arrangement.
"Yeah. Don't mind, do you?" Juno asked. "I mean, you watched the two of us."
She made a fair point. With the amount of stuff I'd watched them do I think I'd still be in her debt, even if Hannah and I fucked in front of her for four days straight.
"No," I shrugged. "I don't mind."
"Good," said Juno. She paused for a moment then clapped her hands together. "Come on then. Chop chop. You guys can't shag in the carpark."
"Alright, gimme a second. I need to find out where we're going."
I fished my phone out of my pocket, digging through my texts from Rosamund until I found the zipcode...sorry, postcode...for her country home. There was a second phone stand on the centre console and I clipped my phone into that, punching the postcode into my GPS app. I put the car into drive and pulled out of the parking spot, following the signs for the exit. With the app on my phone now leading the way, I negotiated the network of roads leading out from the airport until I made it onto the M40. After that, it was a straight shot to the English countryside.
As soon as I put the car in gear, the three of us got to talking, starting with a quick catch up. It was only a few weeks since their anniversary, so there wasn't much to report, but the girls filled me in on what they'd been up to. It was all very pleasant, if not a little uneventful, until suddenly things took an interesting, albeit incredibly strange turn.
The car was cruising down the M40, with Hannah telling me about a new project she had just entered talks for, when suddenly her eyes went wide.
"OH!" she yelped, grabbing the door handle with one hand and the dashboard with the other like she'd just been struck by a case of vertigo.
Needless to say, it took me by surprise and I was more than a little perplexed to see her acting in such a peculiar way.
"You OK there?" I asked her, unable to hide the confusion in my voice.
"Mmm," said Hannah, nodding swiftly as she bit her bottom lip, still clinging to the car's interior.
"Do I need to slow down?"
I was only going 70, so I doubt that the speed had anything to do with it, but it was the only thing I could think of. Hannah shook her head, closing her eyes as her lip began to quiver. I glanced across at Hannah's phone, looking for some help from Juno. She was staying suspiciously quiet, clearly not as concerned by this sudden strange behaviour as I was. As I looked at the phone, all I saw was her smirking face as she appeared to tap at her phone screen.
It took me a moment, but as Hannah gave a little high-pitched 'eep' just a second after Juno tapped at her screen, I was reminded of a certain gift that Juno had brought her for their anniversary. She brought her lots of gifts, of course, as anyone who read that story can attest, but there was one in particular that came to mind: a remote-controlled vibrating buttplug.
Now that I'd thought of it, it all started to make a lot more sense, and I wasn't the slightest bit surprised that Hannah had worn it on her trip to the airport. It also explained why I was driving, 'cause I'd assume that operating a vehicle with a vibrating plug in your ass is a car crash waiting to happen.
I briefly glanced across at Hannah. "Got something in your ass there?"
"Maybe," said Hannah. She was playing coy but the smirk on her face spoke volumes.
"Do I get to see it?"
"Oh, I dunno. You're driving," Hannah declared. "Don't want you getting distracted, do we?"
"I can handle it, trust me. Let me take a look."
Hannah turned and looked at her phone. "What do you think, babe? Should we show him?"
"Hmm," said Juno, grinning. "Yeah, babe, let him take a look. He hasn't seen it up close."
Hannah grinned then removed her seatbelt, pulling her legs up onto the seat as she leaned across the centre console, sticking her ass in the air. Her dress slid down all by itself, revealing the curves of Hannah's thick ass. I also wasn't surprised to learn that she hadn't worn any panties.
I had a quick look at the road ahead, keeping a hand on the wheel as I reached across with the other, grabbing a palmful of Hannah's backside. Hannah's ass always felt amazing and this time was no exception. I squeezed her buttcheeks one by one then let my hand move into the middle where the small round base of the vibrating toy was poking out from between them. The toy was very quiet (which is why I couldn't hear it earlier), but now that her ass was up in the air, a very faint hum had filled the car's interior.
I took the base between my forefinger and thumb, teasing Hannah as I tugged at it slightly, pulling the stem from her asshole.
"May I?" I asked.
I was talking to Hannah, but Juno answered for her. "Yes, you may."
Juno tapped her screen once more and the faint buzzing came to a stop. I tightened my grip on the plug, keeping my eyes on the road as I started pulling. Hannah gave a little moan of pleasure and I allowed myself a very quick glance as Hannah's asshole spread around the vibrating toy. It wasn't the biggest thing she'd had in her ass (in fact, compared to my cock, and Juno's fist especially, it was absolutely tiny), but it still gave her hole a good stretch as I worked it past its widest part. The rest of the toy slipped out in an instant and I brought it around in front of Hannah, holding it up to her lips.
"Ooh, yeah. Taste it, baby," Juno encouraged and Hannah was quick to oblige.
She quickly parted her full set of lips, taking the plug into her open mouth as I pushed it in between them. I allowed myself another quick glance as Hannah locked her lips around the base, sucking her cheeks in as hard as she could as I pulled the toy back out again. As she popped it free from between her lips, all the juices had been sucked clean. I pressed the toy back against her asshole, taking a quick look to make sure I'd found it then pushing it back inside her.
"I think she needs to suck something else now," Juno suggested, and I have to say, I like the way she thought.
Hannah's hand went into my lap, pawing at the bulge in my pants as I started to pump the plug up and down, pulling it back to the widest part then pushing it back inside her.
"Wait, I've got an idea," I said. "Add me to the call."
Juno tapped at her screen again then moments later my phone started ringing. I tapped my phone to answer the call, and just like that, we had a second angle. Of course this closed my GPS app, but I didn't need that on the motorway anyway. And even if I had, a blowjob from Hannah is worth getting lost for.
"Put your phone over there," I said to Hannah, pointing at the window beside her.
Hannah grinned and did as instructed, plucking the suction mount from the windshield and sticking it onto the passenger side window. Now her phone was pointed right at her butt, giving Juno a close up as I fucked her ass with the buttplug. I adjusted the stand that was holding my phone, pointing it towards my crotch as Hannah began to unzip my pants. She reached inside, sliding my cock through the hole in my boxers and pulling it out completely.
"Mmm, yes," Juno purred and I could hear a faint buzzing sound start filling the car's interior.
"What's that I can hear?" I asked her. Obviously it was a toy of some kind, but the two of them owned so many vibrators that it was hard to guess which one it could be.
Hannah pressed her tongue against the side of my shaft then started to drag it up slowly, licking right up to the tip of my cock.
"That would be my vibrator," Juno said, making zero attempt to hide what she was doing.
Hannah's tongue slid over the tip, lapping up the precum that had formed in my urethra.
"Well, are you gonna show us?" I asked. I thought back to the call on their anniversary, remembering all the times that they'd made me show them as I jerked myself off, and thinking it was only fair that Juno returned the favour.
Juno flipped the camera on her phone. She'd kicked the covers to the end of the bed, exposing those fit, toned legs of hers as she held a bullet vibrator (a gift from Hannah, if i remember correctly) tightly to the nub of her clit. It was a good shot. You couldn't see her pussy unfortunately, but Juno's tight stomach and those amazing legs of hers are always a sight for sore eyes. She flipped the camera back onto her face, a look of pleasure now spreading across it as the small, but clearly powerful toy buzzed against her clit.
Hannah's lips wrapped around my cock and her head started sinking downwards. I felt my tip push deeper inside her, clearing her tonsils in a matter of moments then pressing against the back of her throat. I moaned in pleasure, fighting the urge to tip my head back as I kept my eyes on the road ahead. With my cock poking out of my pants, her lips weren't quite wrapped around the base, but make no mistake, she'd taken my cock as deep as she could.
She stayed like that for several seconds, moaning all the while as I fucked her with the buttplug. I pumped it into her a few more times then pulled the plug back out again, dropping it down onto the passenger's seat as I let my hand take over. I pressed a finger against her asshole, applying a touch of downward pressure as I pushed the tip inside her. Even without any lube, my finger slipped in with consummate ease, sliding past the knuckle as I worked it deeper inside.
"Mmm, fuck! That's so hot," Juno purred, as Hannah started to bob up and down, pumping her mouth on my rockhard cock.
It was hard to tell what she was referring to- the way her girlfriend sucked my cock or the finger I'd just put in her ass- but knowing Juno, it was probably both. I moaned a little louder, tightening my grip on the steering wheel as I took a quick look down, that blonde head moving swiftly as she sucked me six ways from Sunday.
I've my share of driving blowjobs (Jessica Chastain, Christina Hendricks and Lauren Ambrose being notable examples [I think it's a coincidence that they've all got red hair]), and usually the woman takes it easy on me, knowing full well that a lapse in concentration would not end well for either of us. But Hannah was doing nothing of the sort, sucking my cock with so much vigour that you'd think I was merely sitting on a couch, not cruising down the motorway at 70mph. I wasn't concerned though. Multitasking is kind of my thing, and if I can lick a woman to climax while two other women are sucking my dick, then there's no reason why I couldn't do this.
I plucked my finger from Hannah's asshole and brought my hand to her mouth.
"Get this wet for me," I said.
After all, there wasn't any lube so I was gonna have to improvise. With the force and speed that she'd been sucking cock, I figured her mouth would be full of spit, and that turned out to be true. She popped my tip from between her lips, dribbling a long string of spittle straight onto my waiting hand. I moved by hand back down to her ass, pressing two fingers against her sphincter and pushing them both inside her. Hannah's moans got suddenly louder, her asshole stretching a little bit more to accommodate the increased width. I worked my fingers in nice and deep, pushing them down to the second knuckle then pumping them back and forth.
Hannah opened the clasp on my pants, pulling them down as best she could to give her better access. She took me back in between her lips and dropped her head back down again, this time taking me right to the base. My cockhead hit the back of her throat, going one better this time as it slid into Hannah's gullet. Her asshole tightened around my fingers, a slight gag escaping her lips as she throated my big, fat cock.
"Oh my god, are you in her throat?" Juno asked me.
"Uh huh," I responded, moaning slightly as Hannah's face stayed pinned against my thighs, my cock now throbbing in her mouth and throat.
"Fuuuck, baby. You are such a fucking slut!" Juno purred.
I heard the buzzing get slightly louder, which suggested to me that she'd turned up the power.
"Did you just turn that up?" I asked her, seeking confirmation.
"Mmhmm," Juno said as she pointed the back camera down at her crotch, her fit abs flexing slightly as she held it against her clit.
Hannah dragged her lips back up then started to bob her head again, taking me to the base each time. My cock started throbbing harder and I could feel the spit now basting my shaft as she pumped her lips up and down it, essentially using it to fuck her own throat.
My grip tightened on the steering wheel, knuckles turning white as I held it as hard as I could. My other hand was just as busy, moving swiftly as I fingered Hannah's asshole. A few more pumps and I pulled them back, leaving just the tips in her ass as I slipped a third inside her. Hannah's moans increased in volume and Juno's did as well. She flipped the camera back onto her face, lashes beginning to flutter as she bit her bottom lip.
"Are you gonna cum?" I asked her, knowing that look very well.
"Mm-mm, not yet," said Juno. "But you guys need to pull over. Like...right now."
I knew what that meant, and frankly I shared the same sentiment. If I didn't pull over soon I was gonna shoot my load right there on the freeway. And having an orgasm behind the wheel is not conducive to hazard-free driving. As luck would have it, our exit was just up ahead. It was good that Juno said something, or else I might have missed it entirely. I plucked my fingers from Hannah's asshole, needing both hands to operate the car.


"OK, you're gonna have to stop that now," I said to Hannah, who gave a little disappointed whine, lifting her head up as she plucked me from between her lips.
Hannah settled back into her seat, pulling the seat belt back across her ample chest. Though she didn't ignore my cock entirely, reaching across to stroke it as I pulled the car onto the off ramp, searching desperately for somewhere to park. I drove on for about five minutes (probably the longest five minutes of my life) until I found an empty carpark. Not sure what it was for. It looked like maybe a factory or something, but frankly I couldn't have cared less. Whatever it was, it was closed, with today being a Sunday.
I killed the engine and pulled up my pants. I tucked my cock inside them, basically doing the least amount possible to ensure that it stayed concealed. There wasn't anyone around, of course, but who knows, there may have been security cameras. I buttoned the clasp, leaving the zipper open and the belt unbuckled as I grabbed my phone, throwing open the driver's side door. It was easier for Hannah, who simply had to pull her dress down. She prised the suction mount from the passenger's side window and followed me out of the car.
We hurried around to the rear of the vehicle, opened the doors and all but leapt onto the backseat. We closed the doors behind us and I laid out on the back seat. Hannah's car was pretty spacious, so I could almost stretch my whole body across it, with my shoulders and head propped up against the door. Not the most comfortable position, but hey, it's a car. Not exactly designed for fucking, are they? I opened the clasp on my pants, pushing them down to around mid-thigh.
Hannah stuck the suction mount to the window behind her then moved forward in the tight, cramped space. She rested her knees either side of my hips, keeping her body leaned forward as there wasn't enough room for her to sit up straight on top of me. As I said, her car was quite spacious, and certain other women could've ridden me in that position. But at 5'11", Hannah was way too tall.
I used one hand to hold up the camera, pointing it at our faces as Hannah leaned in and kissed me. My other hand grabbed onto her ass as Hannah reached back and gripped my cock, pointing the tip at her asshole. Hannah pushed her hips down slowly and I felt my cockhead split her open as it started to push inside her. My cock was slick with Hannah's spit, so it actually went in pretty easily. Hannah peeled her lips from mine, moaning as her asshole stretched. I worked my cock in a little bit further then started thrusting slowly. Hannah closed her eyes, moaning softly as she took the first few then leaned in to kiss me again as I thrusted a little bit harder.
"Mmm, fuck, baby!" Juno purred. "You look so sexy taking that dick!"
Hannah's voice increased in volume, her moans going into my mouth as I started to buck my hips off the seat, driving up into her asshole with a flurry of quickening thrusts. Before too long, I was going full pelt, hips moving a mile a minute as I fucked her ass from beneath. Hannah's lips came free from mine and she craned her head back as far as she could, screaming at the window before her.
"Fuuuck, yes! Fuck my arsehole!" Hannah yelled out, veins popping in her neck as she tensed every muscle in her body.
I took the opportunity to look at my phone screen, not just seeing what Juno was doing, but how her ass looked from the second angle. Unsurprisingly, it looked amazing, those thick cheeks jiggling as she took each upward thrust. As for Juno, she had her camera still pointed at her face, so I couldn't really see what she was doing. But whatever it was, she was clearly enjoying it. Her face was a picture of pure, unfiltered pleasure, and if someone saw that shot out of context, they'd think that she was taking my dick and not just laying there watching. Her eyes were wide, mouth hanging open as her lower lip quivered, moans pouring into her phone's receiver as she frigged herself off with the toy.
"Oh my god!" Hannah moaned out. "Fucking hell, I'm gonna cum already!"
Needless to say, that got my attention. I turned back to Hannah, tightening my grip on her ass as I fucked her even harder, focusing on getting her off.
"Wait!" said Juno. "Use the buttplug."
Hannah's response was almost immediate. She lifted her ass up off my cock then squeezed through the gap in the two front seats, sticking that ass up into the air as she searched for the vibrating toy. Of course I did what anyone would do and gave that ass a very hard smack, leaving behind a visible handprint. Hannah yelped as I struck her ass, finding the buttplug and bringing it with her as she slipped back out from between the two seats.
She laid her body back down on mine and I looked at the close up of Hannah's thick ass as she reached back behind her, pressing the toy against her puckered sphincter. She pushed the toy inside her ass and immediately it started buzzing. She reached down lower and grabbed my cock, rubbing the tip up against her pussy then feeding my cock inside her.
I gave a little moan as my dick slipped in. It had been so long since I'd fucked her pussy that I almost forgot how great it felt. It shouldn't be surprising when you see the kind of shape she's in, but Hannah's pussy is seriously tight for a woman her age. And when she's got a buttplug stuffed up her ass, it makes that pussy feel even tighter.
I stayed like that for several seconds, enjoying the feeling of Hannah's snug pussy and the strong vibrations I could feel through her taint. I drew my cock back out to the tip then started to ram into Hannah's wet pussy, going at her hard from the very first thrust. A loud scream flew forth from her lips and her pussy tightened even further as I drilled my cock in nice and deep, hitting her cervix with every thrust.
She was almost there before I even started, so suffice it to say, it didn't take many to finish her off. She came hard, throwing her head back with so much force that I'm surprised she didn't give herself whiplash. Not an uncommon injury to pick up in a car but it's usually not from vigorous sex.
"Ohhh, FUCK!" she screamed, clamping her eyes shut as her face turned red, muscles straining in her face and neck.
I rammed my cock in one last time, sheathing it to the base inside as her juices gushed from Hannah's pussy, coating me from base to tip. Another scream poured out from my phone and though I kept my eyes on Hannah, it sounded like Juno was cumming as well. I was starting to feel a little left out so I started to pump my hips once more, fucking Hannah through the throes of climax until my dick started throbbing hard.
I sheathed it into her once again, and this time I kept it there as a violent surge of thick, warm jism spurted forth from the tip of my cock, pouring into Hannah's womb. Feeling my cum in her extended her climax and her pussy squeezed my cock once more, forcing out more of my load. Finally the three of us peaked and Hannah's body went limp in my arms as she all but collapsed on top of me.
"Wow," said Juno, panting slightly as she fanned herself with her hand. "This is gonna be a hell of a week."
Hannah found the energy to laugh then turned her head to face me, giving me a kiss on the lips as she lifted her ass up slowly. My cock popped free from Hannah's wet pussy, my huge load dripping out after it and running down onto my shaft.
"Oh my god, there's so much cum!" Juno exclaimed. "You've gotta clean that up now, baby."
"Way ahead of ya, babe," Hannah smirked as she shifted back across the car seat.
She moved her head down between my legs, pushing her ass so close to the window that she knocked her phone from the suction mount. Her phone slid down over one of her asscheeks and landed on the seat beside her.
"Whoops!" laughed Juno. "Careful, baby."
I held my phone in front of my face, holding it down in my POV as Hannah poked her tongue out and pressed it against my balls. Those green eyes looked past my cock, staring at the camera as she gathered some spunk on her outstretched tongue then dragged it slowly along my shift. By the time she reached the tip, Hannah had scooped up every last drop. She pulled her tongue back into her mouth, closing her lips as she swallowed my cum. She parted her lips again, sticking her tongue out to show that it had gone.
"Ooo, fuck! You filthy bitch!" Juno purred, switching her vibrator off and setting it down on the bed.
Hannah kept her tongue extended, lapping at the tip of my cock as she licked out the last few droplets.
"Shall we?" she said with a grin.
I handed Hannah back her phone, pulling up my boxers and pants as she plucked the suction mount from the window behind her. I zipped up my fly, buckled my belt, then both rear doors were opened as one as Hannah and I stepped out of the car. We returned to the front seats, Hannah returning her phone to the windshield as I turned the key in the ignition.
I put the car into drive and pulled out of the parking lot, following the directions on my GPS app as I got us back onto the beaten path. The rest of the journey was mostly incident free. Hannah still had the plug in her ass, and Juno teased her with it sporadically during the course of the drive, switching on the vibrations for a few seconds at a time. But mostly the three of us just talked, discussing our plans for the coming week. And there were a lot of them to discuss.
Thirty minutes and a number of quiet country roads later, we arrived at our destination. Rosamund's key was locked in a keysafe, and I gave Hannah the code for it as I fetched our cases from the trunk. I wheeled our luggage inside, leaving it in the hallway for now as I gave the ladies the guided tour.
Rosamund's country home was much as I'd remembered it, although there had been one very notable change since the last time I'd been here. Inspired by a visit to my place in LA and three straight days spent down in the basement, Rosamund's selection of BDSM equipment, which had previously been dotted around the whole house, had now been consolidated to a single, dedicated bondage room. This wasn't news to me as Rosamund had updated me regularly throughout the conversion process, but this would be my first time seeing it live. I was excited to see it, and I knew that the ladies would like it too, so I saved that room for last, taking them there at the end of the tour once I'd shown them the rest of the house.
"...and last but not least," I said as I grabbed the door handle, trying to build suspense without giving too much away.
I opened the door and Hannah's eyes nearly popped from her skull as I led her into the room.
"Fucking hell," said Juno, gawping slightly as she watched through her phone screen.
"I know, right? Wow!" said Hannah as she looked around the room. "This is almost as good as your basement!"
She wasn't wrong. Rosamund had had a wall knocked down, turning two bedrooms into one big room, but even so it was still considerably smaller than my basement at home. But Rosamund had used the space very well, filling the room with as much apparatus as she could fit inside it. I'm not gonna reel off everything now, but trust me, you'll be very familiar with the layout of the room by the time this series is done.
"Babe, we really need a room like this," Hannah declared as she showed Juno every nook and cranny.
"Fuck, babe, you're telling me," Juno responded. "I'm already drawing up plans."
Hannah laughed and so did I. And while Juno wasn't literally drawing up plans, I can guarantee that she was in her head.
Anyway, it was about 7.30 by the time I'd finished the tour, and Hannah and I were getting hungry. We went to the kitchen and I poured us both a glass of wine while Hannah fixed our dinner. Nothing fancy, just a couple of pre-made meals that she'd picked up on her way to the airport.
Juno was still in bed at this point and didn't look much like moving. She stayed with us while we ate our dinner, casually chatting with us as she laid there naked underneath her covers. Once we were done, I cleared our plates and poured us another glass of wine. Juno had been surprisingly patient while Hannah and I were eating, but now that we'd finished she was getting a little antsy, and I barely managed a sip of my wine before she started to press the issue.
"So, how are you guys gonna start?" she asked, that familiar grin now stretched across her face. One of her arms had slipped under the covers, and if I knew her like I thought I did, she was already starting to tease her pussy.
The three of us held a quick conference to try and formulate a plan of action. Of course it was tempting to start in the bondage room, but we all decided that, much like the house tour, that room should be saved for later. Hannah and I had worked up a bit of a sweat on the drive so we figured that a shower would be a good place to start. I fetched our luggage and took it upstairs where Hannah picked out her favourite guest room (obviously one with an ensuite bathroom).
Hannah wasn't wasting time, and no sooner had we entered the room than she grabbed the hem of her light summer dress and pulled it up over her head, leaving her completely nude. Seeing her naked body is always welcome and I was already half hard by the time I'd crossed the threshold. She was standing in the middle of the room, phone still clutched in her hand as she beckoned me towards her.
I left the luggage by the bedroom door and made a beeline straight for Hannah. I wrapped my arms around the small of her back, Hannah's free arm going around my neck as I leaned in to kiss her. Hannah held the camera up beside us, pointing it us selfie-style as our lips pressed together, tongues sliding into each other's mouths. My hands moved down and grabbed her ass, squeezing both cheeks as we kissed. Hannah's arm came free from my neck, a hand pressing against my chest and slowly moving downwards.
"Where's that hand gone, baby?" Juno asked as Hannah's hand moved out of shot.
By the time that Hannah had readjusted the angle, her hand had already found my cock and had started stroking it through my pants.
"Fuuuck, look at that bulge," Juno purred. "Babe, you need to get that cock out, like, right now."
Hannah laughed, peeling her lips away from mine and handing me her phone. I held it up in portrait mode, pointing it down in my POV as Hannah dropped to her knees in front of me. She unbuckled my belt and unclasped my pants, those gorgeous eyes staring up at the camera as she started to lower my zip. She lowered my pants to around mid-thigh then pulled my boxers down too, my rockhard cock springing out from the waistband and almost hitting her straight in the face.
"Oh my god," said Juno. "Fuck, why am I in LA right now?!"
Hannah laughed, pulling my pants down the rest of the way. "You're here in spirit, babe."
"I know that, babe, but I can't get fucked in spirit, can I?"
Hannah laughed again, louder this time. "No, but you can get fucked by a dildo."
"True," said Juno. "Not really the same, but I guess that'll have to do."
Juno had barely moved since the car journey, still laying naked on her king size bed. As Hannah started stroking my cock, Juno reached across to her bedside table and fished a dildo from one of the drawers; a large, anatomically correct one with a pair of balls at the end.
I stepped out of my pants, kicking them aside as Hannah gripped my cock with both hands. She parted her lips as she moved her head in, taking my cock in her open mouth. She took my cock about halfway in and wrapped her lips around it. Then she started to bob back and forth, one hand still gripping the base while she jerked my cock with the other, using her spit as lube.
Juno laid back across her bed, pointing the camera down at her face as she brought the dildo towards her lips. Her mouth came open and Juno took the dildo inside, watching Hannah through her phone screen as she wrapped her lips around it. She started to suck the big, fake cock, much like Hannah was sucking on mine. In fact, she seemed to be almost copying her, mimicking each motion as best she could.
Hannah's head started moving faster, taking my cock down deeper each time. One of her hands came free from the shaft, latching onto my hip as I felt my cockhead push past Hannah's tonsils. I gave a little moan from behind the camera, feeling my tip touch the back of her throat as she moved her hand from the base. Hannah's hands moved around to my ass, gripping onto both my cheeks as she pulled her head in closer, taking my cock to the base. Looking at her phone, I saw again that Juno had copied her, grasping the base of the plastic cock as she shoved it down into her throat.
I kept the camera pointed downwards, Hannah's face now pinned against my torso as she throated my big, fat cock. She held me there for several seconds then started to bob her head back and forth, using it to fuck her throat, just like she'd done in the car. I took another glance at the screen, and sure enough, Juno was doing the same, pumping that dildo back and forth in her mouth, and taking it to the base each time.
Hannah took a few more passes then moved her head back slowly, popping me out free from between her lips. To the surprise of no-one, my cock was literally dripping with spit as Hannah gripped it at the base of the shaft and pumped her fist up and down it. Hannah stood without a word, holding my cock like a leash as she led me towards the bathroom.
"Hang on, we're gonna need the tripod," I said, and Hannah let go of my cock long enough for me to go and find it.
"Can you get my hairclips too?" Hannah called back as she stepped through into the ensuite bathroom.
I whipped my t-shirt off then took a quick look through Hannah's case, finding the two things I needed then joining her in the bathroom. I gave the hairclips to Hannah and fixed her phone to the tripod. As I looked at the screen, Juno flipped her camera around, moving the dildo in between her legs. She started off by teasing her pussy, rubbing the cockhead up and down her slit.
I placed the tripod on the sink, leaving the camera in portrait mode so I could frame the entire shower. The bathroom was basically a giant wet room which made it perfect for shower sex and even better for filming it. Not only would Hannah and I have lots of room to work with, but there wouldn't be any fogged up glass to obscure Juno's view of us.
Hannah was already in the shower, hair clipped up against the back of her head as she turned on the water, fiddling with nobs until she found the right temperature. As I checked the shot, Juno slipped the toy in her pussy, moaning as she pushed it inside her.
I joined Hannah in the shower, her body already doused in water as I wrapped my arms around the small of her back, grabbing ahold of her thick wet ass. Hannah draped an arm across my shoulder, pulling me in for a kiss as she grabbed my cock with her remaining hand. She started to stroke my cock as we kissed, my shaft still wet from the blowjob.
Our lips came apart and I grabbed a bottle of shower gel from a rack on the bathroom wall. I flipped the cap on the bottle and squeezed some into my palm, working it into a lather as I rubbed my hands together. I moved my hands to Hannah's big tits, massaging deftly as I covered them both in foam. Next I moved down to her stomach, enjoying the feel of her tight, toned abs as I ran my hands all over them.
I dropped to my knees, working my palms over Hannah's thick thighs then sliding a hand in between them. I rubbed my fingers along her pussy, cleaning off any excess cum that might have lingered from our fuck in the car. I moved my hand up to Hannah's clit, drawing a little moan from her as my fingers brushed against it. Next I foamed up Hannah's calves then cleaned her feet off one by one.


After that I stood back up, running my hands up and down her arms and admiring her impressive biceps. Hannah's physique has always amazed me, especially since she's over 50. I have to remind myself of that sometimes, 'cause from looking at her, you really wouldn't know it.
I turned her around, squeezing out more shower gel and rubbing it into her shoulders. I ran my hands down her sculpted back, trying to take my time which wasn't easy when I knew what was waiting beneath it. I dropped to my knees and grabbed her asscheeks, the base of the vibrating plug still poking out from her asshole.
"Oh yeah, I forgot about this," I laughed as I gripped the base with two of my fingers, plucking the toy from her asshole and dropping it onto the floor. I guessed it must have been waterproof or Hannah wouldn't have worn it in the shower. Unless she forgot it was in there too.
Anyway, I ran my hands over both her cheeks and down to the backs of her thighs. Hannah plucked the showerhead from a clip on the bathroom wall and rinsed the suds from her back and legs. I stayed on my knees as I watched her do it, admiring that statuesque figure as excess foam ran down her body.
With all the suds now washed away, I pressed my lips against one of her thighs, slowly rising to my feet again as I kissed my way up Hannah's body. I kissed along the backs of her legs, past her amazing ass and up to her sculpted back, wrapping my arms around her as I kissed between her shoulders.
Hannah turned her head, kissing me from over her shoulder then turning around to face me. With her perfect body now sparkling clean, Hannah grabbed the bottle of shower gel and squeezed some into her hand, ready to return the favour. She rubbed her hands together then slapped her palms down against my chest, smearing suds all over my pecs. Her full lips puckered as she did it, seemingly in awe of my body, despite having touched it a hundred times before.
She didn't rush, her hands moving slowly from my sculpted chest and down towards my six pack. Her hands glided across my abs, one moving across to my hip while the other kept moving downwards. She gripped my cock and stroked it slowly, smearing foam up and down my shaft. She kept that up for several seconds; far, far longer than was necessary, but of course I wasn't complaining.
"Taking your time with that," I said, grinning coyly as she jerked me off.
"Well, it's good to be thorough," Hannah smirked as she dropped to her knees before me.
Hannah continued to stroke my cock, rubbing a breast with her remaining hand as she steered my cock towards them. Hannah's hand came free from my shaft, grabbing onto those perfect tits as she wrapped them tightly around my shaft.
"Now that's being really thorough," I said with a smirk, making her giggle as she worked them back and forth.
She took her time, almost using her tits as a kind of massager as she slowly steered them up and down my shaft, caressing every nerve and fibre. Needless to say, it felt amazing and I could feel my cock start throbbing between them as she jerked me with her foamy tits. She kept that going for a few more seconds, slowly stroking up and down my shaft until I couldn't take any more of her teasing.
My hands moved quickly, grabbing ahold of those big, foamy tits and pushing them tightly around my shaft. Hannah's hands came free from her chest, allowing me to take control as she tucked them behind her back. I started thrusting hard and fast, holding onto those soapy tits as I sawed my cock in between them. The shower gel made for a pretty good lube. Actually, if anything it was probably too good, as while it made those tits so easily fuckable, it also made them difficult to hold, and I only managed a handful of thrusts before my foamy cock popped out from between them.
I thought for a moment about putting it back in but decided that there wasn't much point; it was only going to happen again. So instead I grabbed the showerhead, rinsing all the suds from my cock before I jammed it back into place. Then I grabbed the sides of her head, brushing Hannah's hair back as I moved her head into position. She parted her lips, sticking her tongue out as I slid cock in between them.
I pushed my cock in nice and slow, feeding it to her an inch at a time. I felt the tip touch the back of her throat, Hannah's tongue pressed against the underside as she locked her lips around me. I moved my hands to the back of her head, gripping two fistfuls of Hannah's blonde hair as I worked my cock in deeper, feeling the tip move into her throat. She closed her eyes, choking slightly as I pulled her closer, pushing forward one last time as I sheathed myself inside her.
I heard a moan from across the room. I'd been so preoccupied by Hannah's body that I'd almost forgotten that Juno was there. I took a quick glance towards the sink, trying to see what she was up to. I couldn't see the screen too well from the other side of the room but it looked like Juno was using two hands, so presumably her phone was on some kind of tripod. Still fucking herself with the dildo, there was now a vibrator pinned against her clit, her moans getting louder from the double stimulation.
I considered moving the camera closer, giving Juno a tightly-framed shot as Hannah's face pressed against my stomach, my balls sitting flush with her chin. But that would mean having to pull my cock out, so of course I decided against it. I tightened my grip on the back of her head, holding her there as I drew my hips back, working my cock back out to the tip. I stayed like that for a beat or two then pushed myself forward as deep as I could, sinking back into her throat.
Hannah gaped her lips apart, keeping her grip on me nice and loose as I started to slowly fuck her mouth. Hannah's eyes stared up into mine, barely even blinking as I worked my cock into her open mouth, going balls deep each time I did so. OK, now I needed to get the phone. Pulling out of that mouth, even for a matter of seconds, would be nothing short of agony, but Juno really needed to see this.
"Wait, don't move," I said, releasing my grip on Hannah's blonde hair as I popped my cock from between her lips.
"Where are you going?" Hannah asked as I left the shower, hurrying across the bathroom as quickly as my wet feet would carry me.
I didn't answer, simply grabbing the tripod from the sink and carrying it back to the shower.
"Ahhh," said Hannah, grinning as I crossed the room.
I looked at the phone as I scurried back, watching as Juno started fucking herself harder, turning the vibrator up as she held it against her clit. I placed the tripod on the bathroom floor and had a quick look to check the angle. I stepped back into the shower, gripping Hannah's head with one hand and the base of my shaft with the other. Hannah parted her lips once more, taking my cock back into her mouth as I hurriedly steered it forward.
I glanced at the phone as I pushed my cock in, removing my hand from the base of my shaft and gripping the back of her head. This angle was better in every way. Not only did it make for a far better shot, but it made Juno much more vocal. I don't wanna put words in her mouth, but it seemed like watching from across the room made her feel like a spectator, and as such she'd barely said a word since we got in the shower. But now that the camera was in close proximity, she felt like an active participant, and from the moment that I set up the shot, Juno was as talkative as ever.
"Oh, yeah. Now we're talking," Juno purred as I pushed my cock into Hannah's throat, quickly re-finding my previous depth.
I returned both hands to the back of her head, gripping her hair as I started thrusting. I looked at the phone, taking a moment to fully appreciate that perfect side-on view. My POV was great, of course, and the image of Hannah's big green eyes gazing up as I fucked her throat is a sight I will never grow tired of. Though I think the new angle was even better as it revealed certain details that I couldn't see from my own perspective.
Like how my balls pressed against her chin every time I sunk my cock in. Like how her tongue poked out from above her lip, the tip brushing against my balls. Like how ropes of spit were running down her chin and dripping down onto Hannah's big tits. You could even see a slight bulge in her throat as I worked my cock in deep, sinking to the base each time. Juno clearly liked it too as her moans started getting louder, her wrist moving faster as she fucked herself with the plastic cock.
I pumped my cock in a few more times then started going faster, moving my hips with greater exertion while maintaining my previous depth. Tears began to well in her eyes, taking her mascara with them as they ran down Hannah's cheeks, leaving black streaks across her otherwise flawless skin. The gags she made got slightly louder and were soon accompanied by a steady refrain of * UK * UK * UK * sounds as my long, thick cock rammed into Hannah's throat. I could feel my cock getting wetter and wetter, my balls getting slick spit as they swung back and forth, slapping against her chin.
A few more thrusts and I drew my hips back, a long string of spit connecting her lips to my helmet as I plucked my cock from between them. I angled my cock up, jerking it slowly as I pushed my balls towards her mouth. Hannah took one in between her lips and I rested my cock against her face as she suckled on my swollen nut, dousing it in warm saliva. My ball popped out from between her lips, my cock throbbing against her face as she did the same to the other.
She pressed her tongue against the base of my shaft, licking along the underside as I dragged my cock back down her face. Her lips stayed open as I reached her mouth, slotting my cock in between them. This time I took things slower, sinking my cock right down to the balls then pulling it straight back out. I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft, teasing her with it as I jerked it in front of her face.
"UH!" Hannah moaned, lips still gaping wide as she wagged her tongue impatiently.
I made her wait for a few more seconds then repeated what I'd just been doing, plunging down to the base of my shaft then pulling my cock back out again. I kept that up for a couple more minutes then grabbed one of Hannah's wrists, pulling her up off the shower floor. Hannah's arms went around my neck and she pulled me in for a charged up kiss, her mouth still wet after sucking my cock.
As we kissed I turned us around so Hannah's back was facing the wall. I pried my lips away from hers then grabbed onto Hannah's shoulders, spinning her around and shoving her against the wall. She put her hands out to brace herself, peering back over her shoulder as I dropped to my knees behind her. She took the hint, sticking her ass out as far as she could as she placed her hands on the bathroom wall. The position couldn't have been more perfect, with her ass now directly in front of the camera. I reached down and grabbed my cock, jerking it slowly as I threw myself forward, shoving my face in her ass.
"Oh, GOD!" Hannah moaned, as my face vanished between her cheeks. And when I say vanished, I mean just that.
Of course I couldn't see how deep I was, but if Juno could see anything past my ears I'd have been very, very surprised. And if her reaction was anything to go by, I think I may have been right. Juno loves to bury her face in Hannah's ass just as much as I do, and even she was taken aback.
"Fucking hell!" I heard her say, sounding surprised, amused and aroused in equal measure.
I pressed my tongue against Hannah's clit and dragged it up slowly; along her pussy, over her taint and up towards her asshole. I repeated that a few more times then focused on the latter, licking it slowly with a firm, hard swipe of my tongue. Hannah's moans increased in volume and I could feel the warmth of her sticky, sweet pussy juice leaking out onto my chin.
A few more licks and I pulled my head back, reaching up to grab her ass and pulling her cheeks apart. Her asshole split open and I fried out a glob of spit which landed on her puckered sphincter. I shoved my face back into her ass, this time with my tongue extended as I jammed it up her asshole.
"OH!" Hannah yelped as my long, stiff tongue penetrated her tight backdoor.
I started to bob my head back and forth, fucking her ass with my outstretched tongue and kissing her sphincter repeatedly. Hannah's moans got louder still and her asshole tightened around my tongue, gripping it firmly as I pushed it inside her. I glanced up briefly as I pulled my head back, seeing that one of her hands had left its spot on the bathroom wall. I couldn't see where she'd put it, of course, but from her deeper moans and muscle contractions, I could've given it a pretty good guess.
"Yes, baby! Play with your clit," Juno purred, confirming my suspicions. "I want you to cum on his face."
Funnily enough, I wanted the exact same thing. I bobbed my head a few more times then plucked my tongue from her asshole.
"Grab your ass," I instructed, releasing my grip on Hannah's thick butt.
Hannah reached back and grabbed her ass, fingers gripping those big, plump cheeks as she pried them apart as far as she could. I spat onto her asshole again, then pressed two fingers against it, feeling it spread as I pushed them inside her. I worked my fingers in nice and deeper, sinking down to the second knuckle as I moved my head down lower. I poked my tongue out from between my lips and pressed it against her clit, flicking it back and forth as I fucked her with my fingers.
The change in tactic proved decisive and Hannah came in a matter of moments. A wordless scream flew forth from her lips, asshole tightening around my fingers as a flood of juices gushed from Hannah's pussy, coating my lips and chin. My tongue kept moving as I felt her cum, fingers plunging deep inside her as the feeling rushed through Hannah's thick body. Her muscles tensed, knuckles turning white as she gripped her asscheeks harder, nails almost breaking the skin.
"Oh, fuck! Baby, I'm cumming too," Juno said, and though I couldn't see what she was doing, I could still hear the hum of her vibrator, even as her moans tried to drown it out.
Finally Hannah hit her peak, her screams giving way to contented moans as I peeled my tongue from her quivering pussy. A waited a moment for her muscles to relax then pried my fingers from her asshole.
By the time I'd looked across at the phone, Juno had plucked the toy from her pussy and was holding it up to the camera.
"Fuuuck, look how hard I came!"
She wasn't lying. The dildo was coated with Juno's cum, with a thicker ring of creamy arousal wrapped around the plastic base.
"I think you need to clean that up," I said, lips curled up in a suggestive grin.
"I think so too," Juno agreed, then tipped her head back as far as she could, parting her lips as she fed the cock in between them.
She pushed the toy in nice and deep, countless inches of prosthetic cock vanishing in between her lips. She wrapped her lips around the plastic base, sucking her cheeks in as hard as she could as she pulled the toy out slowly, popping it free with a smack of her lips. My dick throbbed and twitched at the sight, thinking of all the times that she'd done the same to me. She held the dildo up to the camera, showing me how clean it was then dropping it onto bed.
"So are you going to fuck her now?" Juno asked without missing a beat.
It was such a painfully needless question that I almost had to roll my eyes.
"What do you think?" I said with a grin, making Juno giggle.
I tilted the camera up just a little to give her a better view then hurriedly rose to my feet. I looked at the rack on the bathroom wall and had a quick scan of the items, searching for something I could use as lube. Shower gel had been fine for titfucking, but I wasn't sure it would cut it for anal, even for someone as experienced as Hannah. Finally, something caught my eye: coconut oil. I've used that before as makeshift lube and it's actually pretty effective. In fact, if I knew Rosamund like I thought I did, that's probably what she used it for.
Anyway, I picked up the tub and showed it to Hannah, holding it up like a waiter at a party, brandishing a tray of hors d'oeuvres.
"Coconut, ma'am?" I asked with a smirk.
"Don't mind if I do," Hannah grinned back.
I screwed the lid off the tub of oil then plunged my fingers inside it, scooping out some thick white grease. I smeared the oil onto my shaft then stroked it slowly to rub it all in. I placed the tub back down on the shelf then moved my cock towards her asshole. I was ready to push my cock inside her when suddenly I had an idea.
"You mind if I...?" I asked as I reached across towards Hannah's phone.
Given that I was standing in the shower, I'd dismissed the prospect of handheld camera. But with the water now hitting her shoulders and running harmlessly down her back, it seemed like a viable option.
"Mm-mm," said Hannah, shaking her head as she looked back over her shoulder.
To be honest, I think she was so desperate for my cock at this point that I could've chucked her phone at the nearest wall if it got me inside her quicker. I unclipped her phone and held it up, pointing it down at her big, thick ass. It was nowhere near the water so as long as I didn't drop it then it should be fine. And even if I did, it's nothing a bag of rice wouldn't fix.
As I held her phone up, I noticed that Juno had changed positions. Now she was down on her hands and knees, head turned to the side and rested on the mattress, with her ass stuck up in the air. Both her hands were reaching back, one in between her legs as she held the vibrator against her clit. Her other hand was clasping the dildo, fucking herself with it in what was essentially doggystyle. She'd placed the tripod at the side of the bed, giving me a close up of that gorgeous face as pleasure started spreading across it.
But no matter how hard she frigged herself off, Juno gave me her full attention as I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft, pressing the tip against her girlfriend's ass. I pushed forward, drawing moans from both Hannah and Juno as I split Hannah's asshole open and started to slip inside her. The coconut oil worked like a charm and I was able to guide my cock in swiftly, sheathing it to the base with minimal exertion.
I stayed like that for several seconds, feeling my balls press against her taint as I moved the camera up slowly, panning over her sculpted back and up the back of her head. Hannah's hands were pressed against the wall, head tipped back as she moaned towards the ceiling.
"Look at the camera, baby," Juno instructed. "I wanna see your pretty face while you're taking that dick."
Hannah did as her girlfriend said and looked back over shoulder, biting down on her bottom lip as she turned to face the camera. I kept the camera pointed there, focusing on Hannah's face as I drew my hips back, working my cock back out to the tip then drilling it back inside her. Her expression changed, morphing from eager, horned-up excitement to one of pure, unadulterated lust as I started to ram my cock into her asshole, pounding hard right out of the gate. Her eyes clamped shut, her moans getting louder and deeper as I pumped my hips with instant vigour, bottoming out with each new thrust.
Loud smacks started filling the room as my pelvis crashed against Hannah's backside. I pointed the camera back down at her ass, capturing every bounce and jiggle as I clapped those perfect cheeks, tiny drops of water spraying out in all directions as it trickled down her sculpted back.
"Oh my god, that fucking arse!" Juno exclaimed, biting her lip as she fucked herself harder, eyes glued to her girlfriend's butt.


A few more thrusts and I drew my hand back, bringing it forward with an audible swish as I slapped one of Hannah's asscheeks. Hannah gave an excited moan, the resulting * SMACK * sound bouncing off the bathroom walls.
"Mmm, yes, baby!" Juno encouraged. "Spank that fucking slut!"
I pulled my hand back and did it again, leaving a visible hand print on that perfect porcelain skin. I drew my hand back one more time, winding up another hard smack when suddenly Juno stopped me.
"Wait, stop!" she blurted out.
I wasn't sure if she meant 'stop spanking her' or 'stop thrusting', so I stopped doing both, drawing my cock back out to the tip as I awaited my next instruction.
"I want her to fuck you now," Juno declared, a grin pulling at the sides of her mouth.
I did as requested, standing perfectly still as Hannah pushed her ass back towards me. She started slowly, that tight asshole sliding down the length of my shaft, taking my cock down inch by inch until those two plump cheeks were pressed against my pelvis. She worked her ass back up to the tip then started moving faster, gaining momentum with every pass. Before too long, Hannah's arms were getting quite the workout, essentially doing push ups on the wall as she threw that perfect body at me, vanishing my cock each time she did so.
For the next few minutes I barely moved, standing like a statue as I presented my cock like her personal sex toy, allowing her to use it however she pleased. But once those cheeks started hitting my abs, I could no longer stand there and take it. That sight had a triggering effect and I started thrusting almost instinctively, like my hips reacted before my brain. Hannah's ass kept pushing back as my hips started moving forward, making my cock go even deeper. Hannah's moans got even louder, and she peered back at me from over shoulder as our bodies crashed together, hitting one another with full, unrelenting force.
I let her do that a few more times then clipped her phone back onto the tripod, quickly regaining full control as I grabbed onto Hannah's arms and pulled them behind her back. My hips moved faster, using Hannah's arms for leverage as I rammed into her asshole with a flurry of quick, hard thrusts.
"Ohh-hhh, fuuu-uuu-uuu-ccckkkk!!!" Hannah moaned out, her voice trembling like the force of each thrust was reverberating through her.
By this point Hannah was right at the edge and a few more thrusts was all it took to finish her off completely. Hannah threw her head back sharply, screaming towards the ceiling above her as a powerful climax tore through her voluptuous frame. I rammed my cock into her one last time, feeling her asshole tighten around it as muscles tensed all over body. My cockhead spasmed, threatening to shoot its goo as the vice-like grip on Hannah's asshole nearly squeezed all the cum for my balls.
"Oh, fuck! I'm gonna cum!" I blurted out, more in warning than anything else as my balls churned against Hannah's taint, begging to be emptied inside her.
"Cum on her face," Juno instructed. Her voice was strained, like she was about to cum as well.
That was OK with me. I needed to cum so bad at this point that I'd have shot my load into a tube sock. I waited for Hannah's grip to loosen then pried my tip from her asshole. I grabbed her shoulders and span her around, pushing her down onto the bathroom floor. As I unclipped her phone from the tripod, I felt Hannah grab onto my hips.
By the time I'd held the phone up and pointed it down at Hannah, all I could see was the top of her head. Her face was pressed against my abs, mouth wide open as she took my cock right down to the base, cupping my balls with one of her hands as she slapped them against her chin. She held me there for a couple of seconds then whipped her head back swiftly, leaving behind a coat of spit as she plucked me from between her lips. She gripped my cock and jerked it slowly, way more slowly than my tender shaft could handle.
"This what you want, baby?" Hannah asked, a distinctive purr in that sexy British accent. "You want me to stroke this big, thick cock until it shoots all over my face?" She was looking at me, but it was pretty clear that she was speaking to Juno.
"Yes, baby," Juno moaned. "I want him to cover that beautiful face."
Hannah moved her hand to the base, gripping it tightly as she pumped my shaft with the other. I watched Juno as she jerked me off, her eyes gazing at my big, throbbing cock. She pushed the dildo deep inside her, tightening her grip on the base and shifting it back and forth. This was a familiar sight and I knew full well what she was trying to do. It was the same as when she rode me cowgirl, then stopped when she was about to cum and started grinding against me. She was trying to hit her g-spot. And if the look on her face was anything to go by, Juno's attempt had been successful. She bit down hard on her lower lip, moans getting louder as her lashes started to flutter.
Looking back down, Hannah's left hand was almost a blur as she worked it back and forth, pumping her fist up and down my shaft. A violent spasm shot right through me and moments later my cockhead twitched as thick ropes of piping hot jism started shooting from the tip of my prick. Hannah kept stroking as I started to cum, jerking my load out onto her face. The first rope went across her lips, stretching up to the bridge of her nose and bisecting both her eyes.
"Ohhh, yes! Yes, yes, yes, yes!" Juno moaned, cumming on the spot as she watched my load splatter onto her girlfriend's face.
Hannah tilted her head down slightly, letting the next one hit her brow and even streak that bright blonde hair. Another rope splashed across her cheek, then Hannah moved my cock down lower, jerking the rest out onto her tits. She left a streak across each of her nipples, followed by several blobs of spunk which peppered her chest in various places. By the time she was done, Hannah was coated from the sternum up.
She squeezed my cockhead to wrap things up, lapping up the beads of cum that had formed in my urethra. She gave my cock a little kiss goodbye, still gently stroking my shaft as her eyes gazed up at the camera, a smirk stretched across her cum-streaked face.
"Enjoy the show, babe?"
"Oh, baby, that was so hot," Juno purred as she laid on her side, using an arm to prop herself up. "I love watching you get fucked!"
"I know you do, baby," Hannah grinned back. "This cock's still hard if you're looking for an encore."
"God, you fucking slut!" Juno laughed, gasping in faux-surprise.
"Was that a 'yes'?" Hannah asked, her smile stretching wider.
"Of course that was a yes!"
Hannah giggled then rose to her feet. She rinsed my cum from her face then borrowed some of Rosamund's shampoo as she washed out the bits that had gone in her hair. She switched off the shower and we toweled ourselves dry, taking Hannah's phone with us as we went back into the bedroom. We started with Hannah sitting on my face, which was soon upgraded to a 69 as Hannah leaned forward to suck my cock. Then she rode me in reverse cowgirl (anally, of course), cleaning off my cock with her mouth before I finished her off with doggystyle, shooting my load in Hannah's thick ass.
We took a short break then got back to it, starting with Hannah sucking my cock then riding me in cowgirl (anally again). After that I flipped her over and finished her off in the piledriver position, making her squirt all over my chest, then returning the favour by cumming on her face and tits.
By this point it was pretty late (for Hannah and I anyway; for Juno, the evening had barely started) and we decided it was time for bed, despite Juno's insistence that we should keep going. We said our goodbyes to Juno, and Hannah gave me a kiss goodnight, telling me that she had a surprise waiting for me for the following day. Needless to say, I was very excited.
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The following day Juno was working so Hannah thought it would be a good opportunity to invite a couple of friends along. And why not? She and Juno had an open relationship, after all. Though after the events of the previous chapter, I guess that kinda goes without saying. Anyway, of course I agreed with her wholeheartedly, especially when she told me which friends she had in mind. Keira Knightley and Hayley Atwell.
Keira I hadn't met before, whereas Hayley I very much had. Though it had been a while since I'd seen her last, which was obviously a massive shame. It wasn't by design, of course, but with my increasingly busy schedule, along with Hayley's marriage and subsequent pregnancy, we didn't get to see each other as much as we would like. So I was glad that little problem would be rectified today.
Apparently Hannah had already run the idea by them and both of them were keen. I gave Hannah the postcode to give to her friends and left them to hash out the details. A few texts later and it was figured out. Hayley and Keira would be coming that evening so Hannah could make us dinner. And with the planning all done by 11am, that meant we had some time to kill.
Hannah and I were still in bed, so of course we weren't short of things to do. We kicked things off with a morning blowjob, followed by some tittyfucking and finally some anal cowgirl. I shot my load in Hannah's ass then we went to take a shower. Our shower was similar to yesterday's, in that it started with Hannah sucking my cock, the finished with me fucking her standing. Only this time I came on her ass.
By the time we were finally finished and clothed, it was already creeping into late afternoon. I headed out to pick up some food while Hannah got herself ready. Rosamund's house is in the middle of nowhere so it took me a while to get to the store. Though driving Hannah's car was a whole lot easier when I didn't have her mouth on my cock.
By the time I got back home, Hannah was already in the kitchen, sipping from a glass of wine. And when I saw what she'd squeezed herself into, I almost dropped my grocery bag. Hannah was wearing a sleeveless black jumpsuit that showed off every curve of her body, not to mention her amazing tits that were practically spilling out the top of it.
"You like my outfit?" Hannah smirked, already knowing the answer.
"Wow," was all I said as I entered the kitchen, dumping the bag onto the counter.
"I'll take that as a 'yes'," Hannah giggled.
She turned towards the counter and started to dig through the groceries. As she did that I moved in behind her, planting a kiss on Hannah's shoulder as I grabbed her perfect ass.
"Ahem," said Hannah, clearing her throat. "Don't you have some clothes to put on?"
"I guess," I said as I kissed towards her neck. "Though I'd rather take some off."
"Mm-mm," said Hannah, shaking her head. "No time. Now be a good boy and go and get dressed."
"Yes, ma'am," I said, raising my hands defensively as I slowly backed away.
"And hurry up. They'll be here soon."
I hurried upstairs and into the bedroom, digging through my luggage that I still hadn't got around to unpacking. I found what I was looking for- a white dress shirt, black pants and brogues- and dressed myself quickly, fixing my hair in the en suite bathroom. By the time I'd headed back downstairs, Hannah had already started on dinner. She'd opted for her favourite, homemade pizza, and was rolling out the dough as I entered the kitchen-diner.
Hannah looked up from the kitchen counter, following me as I crossed the room. "Ooo, very dapper."
"Thanks."
I plucked a glass from the cupboard and poured myself some wine.
"Come on, make yourself useful. You can make the salad," Hannah instructed, pointing her rolling pin at a selection of fresh veggies.
I fetched a knife from a nearby drawer and started to dice the veggies. I was halfway through slicing the cucumber when the distinctive chime of Rosamund's doorbell carried through the spacious home.
"Shall I get that?" I called across to Hannah.
"Mmhmm," Hannah responded, and I set my knife down onto the counter as I headed out into the hall.
I opened the front door, greeted by the smiling face of a certain Miss Keira Knightley. I hadn't met her before, as I already said, but I've always thought she was very attractive. And she certainly looked that way right now as she lingered in the open doorway, wearing a kind of royal blue pant suit with a white collared shirt.
"Hi, you must be Tyler," said Keira, offering me her hand.
"Yes. It's great to meet you." I took her hand and shook it. "Please, come in."
She stepped inside as I ushered her through then closed the door behind her.
"Hannah's through here."
I led her through to the kitchen diner where Hannah was chopping salami (not a euphemism). She set her knife down as she saw her friend, greeting her with a hug and kiss. I left the ladies to it and went back to my salad.
"How are you, lovely? Great to see you. I assume that Tyler introduced himself?"
"He did, yes," Keira grinned. "You didn't tell me that you had a new man. And you definitely didn't tell me that he's half your age."
Hannah tipped her head back and laughed. "Well, you know me, Keira. I like to keep things close to my chest. The papers would have a field day if they knew I had a toyboy."
Hannah smirked then looked at me. "Well, don't just stand there, Tyler. Get our guest some wine."
"Oh...er, yeah. Sorry."
I poured another glass of wine and handed it to Keira.
"Thank you," said Keira, taking the glass from me and bringing it to her lips. She took a sip then looked at Hannah. "Got him very well drilled, haven't you?"
Hannah grinned. "I like to keep my men in line."
Hannah went back to her food preparation and the two of them got to talking. Five minutes later, the doorbell rang once more.
"Want me to get that?" Keira asked.
"Oh, yes," said Hannah, "if you wouldn't mind. Tyler's a little busy over there."
Keira set her glass down and scurried out into the hall. The front door opened and I heard some chatter from down the hall. Footsteps approached and as I turned to face the living room door, Keira and Hayley came sauntering through. Immediately upon seeing Hayley, I was reminded how much I'd missed her. She'd lost a lot of weight since having her baby, which was kind of a shame 'cause that lovely curvy body was one of my favourite things about her. But, hey, she still looked stunning. I mean, of course she did, she's Hayley Atwell.
She was dressed more casually than Hannah and Keira, in a white t-shirt, blue pants and a matching vest. But that didn't mean she looked any less gorgeous, and the big wire-rimmed glasses she was wearing were a very nice addition.
Hayley's eyes landed straight on me but she went to Hannah first, giving her a hug and a kiss on the cheek. She took a step back and admired Hannah's outfit.
"Phew! Damn, girl," Hayley exclaimed. She looked Hannah up and down then turned to look at Keira. "I think she's trying to show us up."
"This?" asked Hannah. "I just threw it on."
"Pfft! You don't just throw on something like that, love. You look fantastic though," Hayley declared, then turned to look at me. "Now, there's a familiar face."
She marched towards me with her arms stretched out, pulling me in for a very warm hug.
"How are you, love? Long time, no see," Hayley said as she placed a hand at the back of my head and pulled me in for a kiss. And when I say a kiss, I mean just that. Lips, tongues, the whole nine yards.
By the time Hayley had pulled away, Keira was practically gawping.
"You OK there, Keira?" Hayley asked her. She had an arm draped across my shoulders, resting the other against my chest. "You look like you've seen a ghost."
Keira turned and looked at Hannah. "I thought you guys were..."
Hannah grinned and looked at Hayley. "Do you want to tell her or should I?"
"Why don't you do the honours, love?"
"OK, so I may not have told you the whole truth earlier," Hannah declared.
"What, so Tyler's not your toyboy?" Keira asked her.
"He's not my toyboy, but he's definitely a toyboy."
Hannah kept her answer vague and it seemed to confuse Keira even further.
"OK, you've lost me," Keira declared. "Is he...an escort?"
"No, he's not an escort. He's a..." Hannah paused and looked at me. "What are you, Tyler?"
I wasn't quite sure how to respond to that, so I kept my answer vague as well. "Erm...well, I run a hotel."
"A hotel?" asked Keira.
"Well, it's not an ordinary hotel," Hayley chimed in.
"What kind of hotel is it?"
"It's a hotel for...women," Hayley elaborated.
"Ohhh," said Keira, the penny starting to drop. "So...it's a brothel?"
"It's not a brothel! It's a..." Hayley looked across at Hannah. "You wanna help me out here?"
"It's a place where women can go to...unwind," Hannah explained.
"Unwind?" asked Keira, grinning. "And does this unwinding involve Tyler's cock?"
"Erm...yes," Hayley admitted.
"OK, sign me up," Keira declared. "Where is this hotel of yours, Tyler? Is it here or in the States?"
"It's just outside LA."
"It's very secluded," Hayley grinned.
"Veeery secluded," Hannah confirmed.
"Sounds perfect," Keira declared. "I'll be in LA in a couple months. Give me your number and I'll book a room."
"You might wanna book in advance," Hayley told her.
"Yeah," said Hannah, "he gets pretty busy."
"I can see why," said Keira, he grin growing wider as she looked me up and down.
Hannah finished the pizzas off and I opened up another bottle of wine as she popped them in the oven. It didn't take long for the pizzas to cook, and the ladies took a seat at the table as I dished up the food. I joined them at the table and the four of us got to talking. Hannah had worked with both women recently, while Keira and Hayley had known each other for years, having worked together in the late 2000s. Before I'd even hit puberty.
As such the conversation mostly revolved around their times on set together and some brief discussion about upcoming projects. Of course I didn't have much to contribute so I stayed mostly quiet as the ladies reminisced. To be honest I'm kind of used to this, and when you spend as much time with actresses as I do, industry chat is kind of inevitable. But as we finished up dinner and I returned to the kitchen to fetch dessert, the conversation took an interesting turn.
"So, I'm curious," said Keira, nibbling at a pizza crust, "how long have you ladies been visiting Tyler?"
"Since my fiftieth. He was a gift from my..." Hannah stopped herself, almost divulging her secret relationship, "friend."
"Wow!" said Keira. "That's some friend you've got there. Hang on, you came to my fortieth. Why didn't you bring him along?!"
Hannah laughed. "You know your husband was at that party? What did you want me to say to him? 'Hi, James. Oh, him? This is Tyler. He's going to fuck your wife. Where can I leave my coat?'."
"Alright, alright. You've made your point," said Keira. "How about you, Hayley? How long have you been seeing him?"
"Ooo," said Hayley, thinking, "how long's it been, Tyler? About three years?"
I dished out a bowl of tiramisu and handed it to Hannah. "Erm...yeah, something like that."
"Oh, wow," said Keira. "Long time customer."
"Mmhmm," said Hayley. "I was his second famous guest. Wasn't I, love?"
I fixed myself a bowl of dessert and sat back down at the table. "Uh huh."
"Who was the first?" asked Keira.
I held up my hands in apology. "Sorry, a gentleman never tells."
"Jessica Chastain," Hayley blurted out.
I shot her a look, but Hayley disarmed it with that gorgeous smile. The kind of smile that it's hard to stay mad at.
"What? I'm not a gentleman," Hayley quipped, drawing laughs from both her friends.
But she didn't stop there, and proceeded to tell both women all about Kat Dennings' bachelorette party. She divulged every detail, no matter how embarrassing it might have been, or how many women she named in the process. The result was an epic breach of data which compromised the privacy of a number of my famous guests. But like I said, it's hard to stay mad at her.
"Ohh, wow!" said Hannah, as Hayley wrapped up her story. "I'd like to see him in a little cop's uniform. Waving his truncheon around." That's what they call a nightstick in England.
Keira and Hayley laughed.
"So if he can handle six women at once..." Keira began.
Hayley placed an elbow on the table, resting her chin on her hand. "Yeeesss..."
"Then three must be a walk in the park."
Hayley looked across at Hannah. "Sounds like she wants to sample the goods."
Keira grinned. "Well, if I'm gonna stay at his hotel, then I need to know what I'm paying for."
"Can't argue with that," said Hannah.
Hayley stood and rounded the table, offering Keira her hand. "Come with me, love. We'll show you where your money's going."
The ladies and I got up from the table, and Hannah and I headed straight for the bedroom, with Hayley and Keira following behind. We piled into Rosamund's bedroom and I closed the door behind us. By the time I'd turned to face the group, Hayley had already moved behind Keira, removing her glasses and setting them down on the nightstand. Her arms were wrapped around Keira's body, peering at me from over her shoulder and signalling where I should go to first.
I did as she wanted, making a beeline straight for Keira and stepping up before her. I placed a finger underneath her chin, her eyes gazing up into mine as I tilted Keira's head back, leaning in for a passionate kiss. Keira's arm went around my neck, her tongue quickly finding mine as I pressed my lips against hers.
I felt two arms wrap around my body as Hannah moved around behind me, kissing across my shoulder as she started to unbutton my shirt. As I pulled away from the kiss with Keira, I noticed that Hayley was doing the same, kissing Keira's shoulder as she unbuttoned her shirt from behind. I leaned forward, kissing Hayley from over her shoulder as Keira placed a hand on my stomach, sliding it down to the crotch of my pants. Hayley peeled her lips from mine, turning to Keira and kissing her next, Keira's hand now stroking my cock.
Hayley grabbed the back of my head, pulling me in for a freeway kiss as Hannah finished unbuttoning my shirt. I lowered my arms, allowing her to remove my shirt as I pressed my lips against Hayley and Keira's, tongues writhing in every direction. I broke from the kiss and turned towards Hannah, kissing her from over my shoulder.
"Bloody hell, she's going for it already!" Hayley exclaimed, clocking Keira's hand as she stroked my rock hard cock. "Like what you see down there, love?"
"Mmhmm," Keira purred as she slowly ran her hand up and down, feeling every inch of me as she stroked me through my pants.
Hayley grinned. "Why don't you take it out so we can all have a look?"
I broke away from my kiss with Hannah, looking at Keira as she opened my belt. Hannah kissed my neck from behind, her nails gently grazing my chest as Keira popped the clasp on my pants. She lowered my zipper and pulled down my pants, eyes going wide as she spotted the lump that formed inside my boxers.
"Oh my god," she purred out softly, almost gasping as she clocked my size.
I never get tired of seeing that reaction, and I did my best to stifle a grin as Keira stood there gawping.
"Keep going, love," Hayley urged. "We don't wanna leave it in there."
Keira grabbed ahold of my boxers and started to pull them down. Once again I watched her reaction, her eyes growing wider as she lowered my waistband, revealing me an inch at a time. The waistband slid down past my helmet and my cock shot out like it had been spring loaded, flopping up and down before Keira's bulging eyes.
"You like that, darling?" Hayley asked her, speaking into Keira's ear as she leaned over her shoulder.
"It's huge," said Keira, still gawping slightly as she wrapped her fingers around my shaft, getting a feel for my impressive girth.
"Yes, it is," Hayley whispered, running her tongue across Keira's earlobe. "Worth the price of admission, huh?"
Keira nodded slowly, seemingly unable to formulate words as she slowly stroked my oversized cock.
"Why don't you pop down there for me, love?" Hayley instructed as she pointed at the bedroom floor. "I wanna see your lips wrapped around it."
Keira did as Hayley instructed, dropping to her knees on the bedroom floor. I kicked off my shoes as she settled before me, pulling my pants off the rest of the way and flinging them off to the side. Hayley moved down and knelt behind Keira, kissing across her shoulders as she peeled off Keira's shirt. Keira gripped my cock at the base, stroking it slowly as Hayley unclipped her strapless bra, freeing her perky tits.
Hannah kissed the back of my neck, continuing down the length of my spine as she dropped down slowly behind me. I felt her hands grip onto my ass, peeling both my cheeks apart as she shoved her face in between them. My eyes clamped shut, tipping my head back as I moaned towards the bedroom ceiling.
Keira turned and looked at Hayley, seemingly in disbelief. "What's she doing back there?"
"I believe she's licking his arsehole. That correct?" Hayley asked, looking to me for confirmation.
"Uh huh," I moaned, nodding my head as best I could as Hannah's tongue dragged across my stripwaxed taint and up towards my asshole.
"Oh my god," Keira exclaimed, gasping slightly like the concept of a woman licking a guy's asshole was completely new to her.
"What's the matter, Keira?" Hayley grinned. "Never seen a rimjob before?"
Keira shook her head.
Hayley laughed. "Well, it's nothing to be afraid of, love. And guys go crazy for it, trust me."
She kissed Keira from over her shoulder then turned her head towards me.
"Right, let's see you suck that dick."
Keira moved her hand to the base, gripping it firmly as she parted her lips and moved her head in slowly. My cockhead slotted in between her lips and she wrapped them tightly around it, those deep brown eyes staring up into mine as she started to bob her head. I was already throbbing from Hannah's tongue, but as Keira started sucking me off, my dick throbbed even harder.
She started to pump her hand up and down me, moving it in sync with her mouth as she bobbed her head back and forth. She wasn't going as deep as Hannah or Hayley would have, but with the way that Keira was sucking my dick, that really didn't matter. I couldn't have asked for anything more. The tightness of her grip. The speed of her strokes. The warmth of her mouth, and the moisture that it left on my shaft. The way her sprightly tongue flicked against the underside. Everything about it was absolutely perfect. The same could be said for Hannah, and the way her tongue dragged across my asshole sent spasms shooting through the length of my shaft.
Hayley looked up at me from over Keira's shoulder, arms wrapped around her as she teased her perky tits.
"How's she doing, Tyler?" Hayley asked me, that familiar smirk still stretched across her face.
"She's doing great," I responded, moaning as I spoke.
"She's a natural, huh?"
"Uh huh," I groaned back, as Keira's head started moving faster, her lips edging closer to the base.
Keira released her grip on the base, grabbing onto both my hips as she moved her head in closer. My cockhead pushed in deeper, tears beginning to well in her eyes as my tip rubbed against her tonsils. A loud gag escaped her throat, eyes bulging as she pushed back swiftly against my hips. She had a couple more inches to go, but it was clear that Keira had reached her limit. She dragged her lips back along my shaft, coughing slightly as she popped me free, leaving behind a layer of spit.


"Oooh!" Hayley grinned. "A little too much for you, huh?"
Keira nodded, wiping her chin with the back of her hand.
"You'll get used to it," Hayley assured her. "Here, why don't I share that with you?"
Keira shifted across to the side as Hayley moved forward, kneeling beside her friend. Hayley's hand wrapped around my shaft and soon both girls were stroking it together as they moved their heads in closer. They poked their tongues out from between their lips, lapping at my cockhead as they jerked me up and down. My dick started pulsing harder, cockhead twitching in between their lips as they licked it like an ice cream cone. Their tongues started brushing together and then their lips got in on the action. Before too long they were basically kissing, tongues flicking every which way as they shared my throbbing cock.
After that they changed position, kneeling to the side and facing one another with my cock as the meat in the sandwich. Both girls moved their heads in, pressing their lips together as they latched onto my cockhead. Their heads moved in perfect sync, lips sliding down my shaft as their sprightly tongues lapped at the underside. They worked their lips right down to the base then started to shift from side to side, working their lips up and down my cock.
It made for an awesome sight, the tops of their heads both moving in unison as they shared my throbbing cock, faces so close together that their noses were almost touching. But great as it was, it was missing that final ingredient. Reaching back behind me, I placed a hand on Hannah's head and pulled her face from my ass.
"Come 'round here," I said with a grin, peering down from over my shoulder.
Hannah crawled around in front of me, completing the trifecta as she knelt directly before me, Hayley on one side and Keira on the other. Gazing up with those big green eyes, she rolled her tongue out from between her lips and started to flick it against my tip, lapping up the precum that had formed in my urethra. Then she spread her lips around it, still teasing the slit with her tongue as she took it inside her mouth.
Poking her tongue out from above her bottom lip, I could feel it sliding along the underside as she took my cock down deeper, swallowing the first few inches. By the time she'd taken me halfway down, her face was pressed against Hayley and Keira's, and as she started to bob her head, all three were moving in sync.
My eyes bulged as I stared at the ground. It was such a freakin' amazing sight that I almost couldn't believe it. All I could see was the tops of their heads, neatly arranged in a triangle formation, with a brunette base and a blonde at the top. But no matter how good it might have looked, it didn't come close to how great it felt. Three sets of lips were locked around the shaft, gripping it so tightly that I couldn't have pried it free if I'd wanted to. Which, of course, I very much didn't. And when you factor in the three slick tongues, slithering along the underside, I'm surprised my head didn't explode.
But awesome as it was, it sadly didn't last too long. Though, looking back, that was probably a good thing, 'cause if they'd kept that up for too much longer, I would've erupted in record quick time. It was Hayley who broke formation, peeling her lips from the base of my shaft and moving around behind me. Grabbing my asscheeks, she pried them apart like Hannah had done and shoved her face in between them. She wasn't shy about it either, and as I looked back over my shoulder, Hayley's head was buried to the ears.
I felt her tongue press against my taint then drag up towards my asshole, making my dick throb harder as Hannah sucked me off. By this point, Keira's lips had moved as well, now latched onto one of my balls as Hayley licked my asshole. Now she had my dick to herself, Hannah worked her mouth down deeper, my cockhead easing past her tonsils as she swallowed me
inch by inch.
She couldn't quite take me all the way down 'cause Keira was blocking her way, and as great as it felt having so many different mouths on me, the prospect of being throated by Hannah was something I couldn't pass up. I placed a hand on Keira's head and eased her out of her way. My ball slipped out from between her lips as Keira looked up at me, wondering what I was doing.
That thought was answered a moment later as I moved my hand across to Hannah and grabbed the back of her head, getting a grip on that lovely blonde hair as I pulled her closer towards me. Hannah's eyes stared up into mine as my cockhead pressed against the back of her throat then started to push inside it. I held her gaze for a couple of seconds then looked across at Keira, her lips now puckered in a perfect O as she watched my cock disappear.
"Oh my god," the brunette said, looking positively shocked as I pulled her friend in the rest of the way, pinning her face to my six pack.
"Impressive, huh?" I said with a grin, feeling the tip of Hannah's long tongue as it brushed against my ballsack.
"I can't believe she's doing that!" Keira exclaimed, like her eyes were somehow deceiving her.
"You ain't seen nothin' yet."
Keira raised an eyebrow, looking at me quizzically as I scooped up strands of Hannah's blonde hair, holding it out like a length of rope as I kept her pinned to my stomach. Reaching back with my remaining hand, I grabbed onto Hayley's head and gently eased her backwards. As I looked back over my shoulder, Hayley had her tongue outstretched, knowing full well what was coming next. It was one of the things that I liked most about her; we were always on the same wavelength.
By the time I turned back 'round, Hannah's arms were behind her back, leaving her at my mercy. I moved my hand to Hannah's head, gripping her firmly as I drew my hips back, feeling the moisture of Hayley's tongue as she dragged it across my asshole. I thrusted forward, a spasm shooting through the length of my shaft as I drilled it into Hannah's throat. I looked at Keira as I started thrusting, looking so stunned by what she was seeing that I thought she was going to start rubbing her eyes.
My balls slapped against Hannah's chin as I tightened my grip on her hair, hips pumping as I fucked her throat. Behind me, Hayley kept her tongue extended, licking my asshole each time I pulled back. Hannah began to choke and splutter, but never once showed any resistance, keeping those arms pinned to her back no matter how hard I thrusted.
A few more thrusts and I finally took pity on her, drawing my hips back slowly until my tip popped free from her lips. My entire shaft was slick with spit; a long, thick string of saliva connecting my cock to her mouth.
"Oh my god," said Keira, looking at Hannah as she poked her tongue out. "You have to teach me."
"Later," Hannah responded, fully aware that I wasn't finished.
I held that pose for several seconds, letting Hayley lick my ass a few times as I removed my hand from Hannah's head and gripped the base of my shaft. This time as I thrusted forward, I did it much, much slower. Keeping my hand at the base, I pushed my cock in as deep as I could, holding it there for a couple of seconds then pulling it all the way back. My dick popped free from between her lips and I pumped my fist up and down it, smearing in her spit before I pushed it back into her mouth.
I repeated that about four or five times then angled my cock towards the ceiling, tightening my grip on Hannah's head and pulling her towards me. This time her mouth went straight to my sack, my wet cock pressed against her face as she wrapped her lips around one of my balls. Hayley's face went into my ass and my dick started throbbing as she licked across my sphincter. I looked across at Keira, warm saliva bathing my nuts as Hannah switched from one to the other.
"Hold her tits for me," I instructed.
Keira was quick to oblige me, circling around behind her friend and wrapping her arms around her, grabbing ahold of those amazing tits. I drew my hips back swiftly, popping a ball from Hannah's lips as I squatted a little bit lower. Of course this pushed my ass out further, giving Hayley better access. Needless to say, she took full advantage, licking slowly across my asshole with long, slick swipes of her tongue.
My dick was throbbing something fierce, to the point that Hannah's tits wrapping around it might have been more than I could handle. But did that stop me? Of course it didn't! Throwing caution to the wind, I slapped my cock down between her tits as Keira pushed them together, locking them firmly around it.
Hannah turned, kissing Keira from over her shoulder as I started to pump my hips back and forth, sawing my cock through her titties. Once again, Hayley's tongue was right where I wanted it, rewarding each thrust with a lick of my asshole. Hannah peeled her lips from Keira's, turning back to face me as she spat down into her tits.
"I need some more," she said to Keira.
Keira nodded and leaned over her shoulder, spitting out a long string of spit which hit my dick with a splat. It lubed my cock up nicely and I cut through Hannah's rack with ease, my tip poking out from her titties and smacking against her chin. She dipped her head down and parted her lips, catching my cockhead and drooling all over it. I thrusted harder, balls swinging back and forth and slapping against her sternum. By now my cock was pretty much coated, to the point that I could feel it slipping.
A few more thrusts and my dick popped free, shooting out from Hannah's tits like soap from a wet pair of hands. Hannah's mouth was still wide open so I knew exactly where to put it next. I moved my hands to the back of her head, maneuvering her lips into just the right place then slotting my cock in between them. My hands moved down to the sides of her head, holding Hannah's hair back as I slowly pumped my hips, fucking her throat with deep, long thrusts.
Hannah's eyes stared up into mine as she took each thrust with ease, a little gag sound escaping her throat each time I bottomed out. A few more of those and I plucked myself free, stroking my cock as ropes of spit dripped down from the base of my shaft, soaking into Rosamund's carpet. Hannah took a moment to catch her breath then turned to look at Keira, grinning at her from over her shoulder.
"OK," she said, panting, "now I can teach you."
Hannah shifted across to my right, allowing Keira to move in front of me. Hayley moved around in front and knelt to Keira's right. After all, she's a deepthroat specialist too and I was sure that she'd have plenty to contribute.
"Right, so the key to deepthroating is to take it slow," Hannah declared. "Don't just try and stuff it down your throat or you're likely to choke yourself with it. You ready to give it a try?"
Keira grinned and nodded her head.
"OK, so take it between your lips and slowly start to take it down."
Keira did as Hannah explained, gripping my cock at the base of the shaft and taking it between her lips. She started to move her head in slowly, taking my cock down an inch at a time.
"Yeah, that's it. Nice and slow," Hannah said as she watched her friend, scrutinizing her every move.
Keira went as deep as she could, her lips pressing against her fingers as she kept her grip on my shaft.
"So now you can move that hand away," Hannah encouraged. "See if you can take it deeper."
Keira released my cock from her grasp and placed her hand in her lap. She started to push her head forward slowly, managing barely another half inch before her eyes went wide and a loud gag escaped her throat.
"Oooh, was that your tonsils," Hayley asked her.
"MMM!" said Keira, sounding a little overwhelmed as my cockhead moved into uncharted territory.
"OK, don't panic, love. You're not going to throw up or anything," Hannah reassured her. "Just keep inching forward slowly."
Keira closed her eyes, squeezing them firmly shut as she moved her head in closer, taking another half inch. Another push and Keira choked, tiny black tears of mascara now running down her cheeks as my cockhead pressed against the back of her throat.
Hannah looked up at me. "Where are you? Back wall?"
I nodded.
Keira tried to move her head in but my cock wouldn't budge, like her throat was denying it access.
"Alright, darling, I'm gonna help you a little here, OK?" Hannah warned her. "Let me know if it's too much."
Keira nodded as best she could. Hannah moved around behind her, looking at me with an impish grin as she placed a hand at the back of her head. I thought she was going to ease her forward, but instead she basically shoved her, pushing her face right into my stomach. It wasn't exactly a subtle approach but you couldn't deny its effectiveness. My cock disappeared from the sight, the tip breaking through Keira's barrier and pushing down into her throat. Her eyes flew open, like she wasn't prepared for the sudden move, but she showed no signs of disapproval.
"There we go. Sometimes you just need a little helping hand," Hannah declared as she removed her hand from Keira's head.
Keira held me there for as long as she could (which, unsurprisingly, wasn't more than a couple of seconds) then pulled her head back swiftly. Her lips slid up the length of my shaft, leaving behind a coat of spit as my tip popped out from between them. She took a moment to regain her composure, panting a little as she caught her breath.
"Wow!" said Hannah, looking at Hayley. "Didn't she do well?"
"Absolutely. I think she deserves a little reward," Hayley grinned, reaching up to stroke my cock.
"Mmm, I think so too," Hannah agreed.
Keira turned and looked at Hannah. "Don't you want first dibs?" she asked her. "You brought him here."
Hannah tipped her head back and laughed. "Girl, I had so much of that cock yesterday that I'm almost getting bored of it..."
"Almost being the operative word," Hayley chimed in.
"Well, yeah," Hannah grinned. "Obviously I'm not gonna get bored of that. But I'm more than happy for you to go first. Come on, let's get you on that bed."
With that, the ladies got up off the floor and moved towards the king size bed.
"Ley there," Hannah instructed, pointing at the centre of the bed.
Keira climbed up onto the bed, laying flat on her back as Hayley and Hannah knelt beside her; the brunette on her left and the blonde on her right. Hannah looked at me as I moved towards the bed, putting her fingers to her lips in a V shape and flicking her tongue in between them. It was such a painfully needless suggestion, that I almost had to roll my eyes. I mean, of course I was going to eat her pussy.
I climbed onto the bed and crawled on top of Keira. I leaned in to kiss her, feeling her arms wrap around my neck as I pressed my lips against hers. My tongue pushed through into Keira's mouth as her fingers started to comb through my hair. Someone's hand slid down my back then gave me a slap on the ass. I wasn't sure if it was Hannah or Hayley, and frankly, I wouldn't have put it past either of them. Whoever it was, it clearly amused them both and I could hear them giggling behind me.
I peeled my lips away from Keira's and moved down lower to kiss her neck. I shifted back towards the foot of the bed, kissing past her collarbone and down towards her chest. Hannah moved her head in closer, kissing Keira as I poked my tongue out, swirling it slowly around one of her nipples. Hannah peeled her lips from Keira's and Hayley leaned in to kiss her too as I moved across to her remaining breast, licking around her nipple then taking it in between my lips.
I suckled gently at Keira's breast then continued moving diwnwards, kissing my way down Keira's stomach and over her impressive abs. As I looked back up, Hannah and Keira were kissing again while Hayley had moved down to her breasts, flicking her tongue across one of her nipples
I moved down between Keira's legs and unbuttoned the clasp on her pants. I slid my fingers underneath her waistband and yanked her pants down past her ass, pulling them down those fit, toned legs and tossing them onto the floor. As I started to kiss the inside of her thigh, Hannah peeled her lips from Keira's, joining Hayley at Keira's chest. She wrapped her lips around Keira's nipple, sucking on it tenderly while Hayley licked the other.
Keira's moans increased in volume and by the time I reached her crotch, Keira's panties were already wet. I pressed my tongue against her crotch and licked her through her panties, feeling her warmth through the fabric. Hannah left her designated breast and moved across to Hayley's, flicking her tongue against Keira's nipple while Hayley did the same. It looked like they were trying to kiss each other, but Keira's nipple kept getting in the way.
I hooked my fingers underneath her waistband and started to lower her panties. Keira was so wet by this point that her panties stuck to her pussy for a second as I tried to peel them down. I pulled them down past Keira's feet, ready to drop them onto the floor when Hayley suddenly stopped me.
"Wait, wait, wait. Give them here," she ordered urgently.
I held them out and Hayley snatched them, holding the panties up to her nose and inhaling them deeply, eyes rolling into her head as breathed in Keira's pussy.
"Ooo, you kinky bitch," Hannah smirked, looking across at Hayley as she sniffed their friend's panties.
Hayley grinned back, poking her tongue out from between her lips and dragging it slowly over Keira's panties, licking up the moisture that soaked into the fabric.
"These are mine now," Hayley said, drawing laughs from both her friends as she stuffed them in her pocket.
My head went back between Keira's legs and I licked along the inside of her leg, feeling her tremble as I worked my tongue to the top of her thigh and up towards her pussy. I wrapped my arms around her thighs, resting my hands on her flat, toned stomach as I took a moment to admire her snatch. Keira had the perfect pussy, shaven smooth like a baby's ass, with puffy pink lips, already swollen and slick with arousal.
I pressed my tongue up against her slit and licked along it slowly. Keira gave a louder moan, eyes falling shut as I dragged my tongue up, lapping up the juices that had clung to her vaginal lips. I moved my tongue up towards her clit, which was already hard and throbbing. I licked across it several times then smothered it with my lips, flicking my tongue against the swollen flesh.
Peeling her tongue from Keira's breast, Hannah moved up and kissed her again, catching Keira's moans in her mouth as I worked my tongue on her clit. Their lips came apart and Keira reached up, pulling at the shoulder straps on Hannah's black jumpsuit.
"Take this off," the brunette said.
Hannah didn't need any further encouragement. She reached back and unbuttoned her jumpsuit, sliding her straps down her muscular arms until the top part was folded over, her tits now fully exposed.
"Bring them here," Keira said, hungrily eyeing her friend's large tits.
Hannah leaned forward, pushing her tits into Keira's face. Keira didn't waste any time, promptly latching onto one of her breasts. Hannah tipped her head back, moaning softly as Keira's lips wrapped her nipple, suckling like a babe in arms. Hayley raised her head up, placing a finger under Hannah's chin as she planted a kiss on her lips. I watched it all from the foot of the bed, trying not to let it distract me as I flicked my tongue against Keira's clit, moisture seeping from between her lips and smearing across my chin.
Hayley peeled her lips from Hannah's, clambering over Keira's body as she stepped down off the side of the bed. She moved around and stood behind Hannah, kissing down her sculpted back as she lowered Hannah's jumpsuit. She worked the jumpsuit past her hips, baring that perfect, peach-shaped ass. Once again, Hannah hadn't worn any panties.


"Ooo, no knickers. You. Little. Fucking. Slut," Hayley said, breaking up each word by slapping Hannah's ass.
She pulled the jumpsuit down her legs and off her body completely, dropping it down onto the bedroom floor. She began to kiss up Hannah's long legs, starting with her impressive calves then moving up to the backs of her thighs. She didn't appear to be in a rush, kissing every inch of soft, bronzed flesh as she worshipped those amazing legs. Finally she reached her ass, kissing her cheeks in several places then shoving her face in between them.
Needless to say, she didn't hold back, grabbing ahold of Hannah's big cheeks as she buried herself to the ears. The sudden move took Hannah by surprise and she threw her head back sharply.
"OH!" she yelped, eyes bulging as Hayley's face vanished in between her cheeks.
It wasn't getting any less distracting, but I kept my focus on the task at hand. By this point I had changed technique, now swirling my tongue around Keira's clit. She reacted well, her moans getting louder as her clit started throbbing, a steady flow of sweet, warm juices still pouring out over my mouth. In fact, she approved so much of the change of tactic that she'd even started to ignore Hannah's tits, and if that's not a sign that she was starting to get close, then I really don't know what is.
"Oh my god," she moaned.
She lifted her head up, looking down at me as she grabbed the back of mine. Hannah looked down as she heard the moan, clocking the intense look of pleasure now stretched across Keira's face.
"Ooo, she's going to cum," she announced, grinning in anticipation.
Hayley pried her head from her ass, and the two of them watched as Keira tightened her grip on my head, clenching my hair and pulling it sharply. My tongue kept spinning around her clit, twisting and turning this way and that as I whipped her into a frenzy. A few more swirls and her orgasm hit, her head dropping down into a nest of pillows as juices gushed from deep inside her, coating my lips and chin. I could feel her muscles flexing, most notably her abs which hard turned to rock in the palms of my hands.
My tongue kept swirling around her clit, licking her through the throes of climax until she finally hit her peak. Her grip on me loosened and I felt her muscles begin to relax as a contended smile pulled at the sides of Keira's mouth. I peeled my tongue from the nub of her clit and lifted my head from between her legs, lips shining with the fruits of my labour.
"Wow," said Keira, looking like she could barely move as she laid flat out on the bed.
"Good?" Hannah asked her, that familiar smirk still etched across her face.
"Uh huh," Keira sighed.
"You wanna feel him inside you now?"
Keira grinned and nodded her head. That was all I needed to see. I moved quickly, shifting up the bed and kneeling in between her legs. I laid my cock down onto her stomach, showing how deep it was going to go.
"Oh my god!" she gasped as she lifted her head up.
"Oh, wow!" said Hannah. "That's gonna be deep, huh?"
Keira nodded slowly, looking slightly stunned as she stared at my cock, the tip almost touching her navel.
"Ever had a cock that big before?" Hannah asked her, though I suspected from the grin on her face that she already knew the answer.
To the surprise of no-one, Keira shook her head.
"You'll love it, darling. Trust me. Wait 'til you take it up your arsehole. That's the real challenge."
Keira looked up at Hannah, an almost comical look of befuddlement now engulfing her entire face. "You've had this in your bum?!"
"Once or twice," Hannah smirked.
"Once or twice today?" asked Hayley, walking around the side of the bed and climbing back onto the mattress.
"Yeah," said Hannah and the two of them shared a giggle.
I dragged my cock across Keira's midriff and down towards her pussy, pressing it against her slit.
"You ready?" Hannah asked her.
Keira nodded, looking slightly nervous as my swollen cockhead pried up against her snatch. I grabbed my cock and pushed it forward, easing it into Keira's pussy.
"Uhhh!" Keira moaned, letting her head fall back into the pillows as my helmet spread her lips apart and started to push inside.
"It's thick, huh?" Hannah asked her, looking at her with a mischievous grin.
"It's huge," Keira gasped, gripping at the bedsheets as I pushed my cock in deeper.
I worked it into her slowly, partly so I didn't overwhelm her and partly because her pussy was so tight that I didn't have much of a choice. Even with how wet she was, Keira's pussy was gripping so hard that I could barely get it inside her. I briefly considered grabbing some lube just to make the process easier. But instead I simply soldiered through it, working it in with greater exertion as I reached the last few inches. One more push and I hit her cervix, balls pressing against her taint as I sheathed myself to the base.
"Oh, wow! That cock's disappeared," said Hayley, leaning in for a closer inspection.
"It...has?" asked Keira, her voice heavy with disbelief.
"Yep," said Hayley, grinning.
"I can't believe that whole thing's inside me," Keira gasped, drawing laughs from both her friends.
"Well, believe it, baby," Hayley said as I started to draw my cock back slowly, pulling it back to the ridge of my crown.
"Fuuuck, she's so wet," Hayley declared, noting the thick coat of moisture that Keira's pussy had left on my shaft.
I lifted Keira's legs off the bed, holding them against my chest as I started to thrust into her tight pink pussy. Once again I started slowly, sinking my cock in about halfway. Keira moaned as she took each thrust, getting accustomed to the size of my cock. I started to thrust just a little bit harder, sinking deeper with every pass. Before too long I was going ballsdeep, nuts swinging in between my thighs and slapping against her taint. Keira's moans got louder and louder, to the point that she was almost screaming as I rammed my cock inside her, bottoming out with each new thrust.
"Oh my god, that cock's amazing!" the brunette yelled, showing little of that high class British decorum that we know from her public persona.
Keira looked up at Hannah, curling a finger as she beckoned her closer.
"Come here, darling. Sit on my face."
Hannah raised an eyebrow as she looked across at Hayley. I don't think she'd expected it and frankly neither had I.
"Are you sure about that, love?" Hannah asked her.
"Mm," Keira nodded, waving her closer with some degree of urgency.
Hannah shrugged. "Alright, hon'. You asked for it."
She pulled the pillows out from underneath Keira and tossed them onto the floor. Hannah straddled Keira's face, placing her knees on either side as she dropped her ass down slowly. Her pussy touched down on Keira's face and Keira lifted her hands off the mattress, wrapping them tightly around Hannah's thick thighs.
Keira's response was almost immediate, poking her tongue out from between her lips and guiding it straight to her clit. Hannah threw her head back sharply, moaning towards the heavens as Keira started to lick her pussy. The image had a triggering effect and I tightened my grip on Keira's legs, using them for leverage as I rammed my cock in harder. Keira's moans increased in volume and somehow sounded louder than before, even with Hannah now muffling her voice.
Hayley quickly stripped from her clothes as she moved in closer to Hannah, throwing a leg over Keira's body. She ended up basically straddling her chest, kneeling right in front of Hannah as she sat on Keira's face. Hayley reached up, taking Hannah's face in her hands. She leaned in and kissed her, catching Hannah's moans in her mouth as Keira ate her pussy.
Their lips came apart and Hayley grabbed onto Hannah's big tits, shoving her face in between them. All I could see was the back of her head, but even so, the image of those amazing tits squishing against the sides of her face really was a sight for sore eyes. And if her appreciative coos were anything to go by, Hayley was clearly enjoying herself.
She pried her face from between her tits and the next thing I heard was the sound of sucking as she latched onto one of her nipples. It was a shame that I couldn't see, but the sight of Hannah moaning softly as she ran fingers through Hayley's hair was a decent consolation. Hayley moved to the remaining breast then started to shift her head back and forth. Even with my limited view, it was pretty clear what Hayley was doing, and soon enough the familiar sounds of vigorous motorboating were filling the expanse of the room.
Again, this had a triggering effect and the force of my thrusts increased once more. Keira's moans got louder still and loud smacks started bouncing off the walls as my abs crashed against the backs of her thighs. Hayley let go of Hannah's big tits, moving a hand up towards her mouth and slipping two fingers in between her lips. Hannah sucked on Hayley's fingers, and by the time she plucked them free, both of them were dripping with spit.
She placed a finger under Hayley's chin, kissing her again as Hayley reached back, blindly finding Keira's clit and rubbing her fingers against it. Keira tightened almost immediately, gripping my cock to the point of bursting as I drilled it deep inside her. I responded to that by thrusting harder, pumping my hips with greater exertion as I rammed my cock through the tightening grip.
Once I started doing that, Keira came in a matter of seconds. She screamed out loud from underneath Hannah, her legs beginning to shake in my arms as violent tremors worked their way through Keira's body. Hayley kept rubbing at Keira's clit, making sure she came as hard as she could. And needless to say, it worked like a charm. Once again the floodgates opened and this time my cock was reaping the rewards, gettingly thoroughly doused by a warm wave of Keira's arousal.
Finally her climax peaked, her screams giving way to gratified moans as the tremors began to subside. I waited for her grip to loosen then pried my cock from Keira's pussy, visibly throbbing and desperate for more. Luckily for me, Hayley was basically right where I wanted her. I placed a hand on the small of her back and started to push her forward. She took the hint, leaning forward as she shifted back, backing that ass up towards me. Hayley ended up on all fours, her body basically laying on Keira's as that tight, toned ass stuck out behind her.
I pressed my cock against Hayley's slit and pushed the tip inside her. Hayley moaned and so did I. I hadn't fucked Hayley in quite a while and I was quickly reminded how tight her pussy is, even after having a baby. I fed it into her nice and slow, wanting to feel every nook and cranny. Hayley didn't rush me, and I could tell from the sound of her escalating moans that she'd missed by cock just as much as I'd missed her pussy.
I sheathed my cock right down to the base and held it there for several seconds, feeling her pussy squeeze it tight as it disappeared inside her. As I grabbed onto Hayley's hips, Hannah began to change position. Leaning back, she adopted an almost crab-like stance; her hands and feet pressed down on the mattress as her ass pushed down onto Keira's face. It left her pussy right in front of Hayley, who of course moved straight towards it.
"Oooh, fuck! YES!" Hannah moaned, tilting her head back as Hayley started to lick her pussy.
All I could see was the back of her head, but I could tell what she was doing by the way it moved. She started by bobbing her head up and down, dragging her tongue across Hannah's wet pussy. After that her head stopped moving, and Hannah's moans increased in volume as Hayley started to focus on her clit.
I gave her a moment to find her groove then started to thrust into Hayley's pussy, drawing my cock right back to the tip then ramming it back inside her. Hayley was as appreciative as always, moaning into Hannah's pussy every time I touched her cervix. I looked down, admiring the sight of Hayley's ass as I drove my cock into her pussy. She may have lost some of those mouth-watering curves, but Hayley's butt could still jiggle with the best of them. I thrusted harder, sending ripples through both her cheeks as my pelvis slapped against them.
"Ohhh my god, yes!" Hannah moaned out, drawing my attention. "Yes, yes, yes! Keep going, keep going!"
By now she was basically grinding back and forth, rubbing her ass over Keira's face as she pushed her pussy into Hayley's. If there's one thing Hannah likes it's dual stimulation. Of course her favourite is double penetration, but getting both her holes licked together is a pretty close second. Suffice it to say, it didn't take long for her to reach her pink. A few more grinds of those shapely hips and Hannah screamed towards the bedroom ceiling, limbs starting to shake as pleasure started coursing through her.
Hannah's orgasms are always fun to watch, so of course my eyes were glued on her as she rode the waves of climax, almost fucking Hayley as an afterthought as I gazed at the curvaceous blonde. I couldn't really see her face, but with a body like Hannah's, there is always something to draw the eye. The first thing I noticed was her quads and biceps, and the way they popped as she held herself up. Then of course there was her amazing tits, rising and falling in hypnotic fashion as she puffed out heavy breaths.
Her eyes clamped shut and a final spasm shot through her body as Hannah's climax hit its peak. She took a moment to regain her senses then pushed herself up from her awkward stance, pulling her feet in slowly as she dropped down onto her knees, still straddling Keira's face. Keira's hands ran over thighs as Hayley's lips pressed against her stomach, kissing her abs in several places.
Hannah looked across at me, a grin pulling at the sides of her mouth as she made a cradling motion with her arms. I knew exactly what she meant. I reached out without missing a beat, gripping a fistful of Hayley's brown hair and pulling her head back sharply. Her entire body lifted up and I wrapped my arms around her, holding her tightly against me. I grabbed a breast with one of my hands, the other gently clasping her throat, assuming that was something that she was still into. The fact that she didn't object or stop me, told me all that I needed to know. In fact, she even grabbed my wrist, making sure that hand didn't move.
Once I had her where I wanted, I started to thrust into Hayley's pussy, the resulting smacks getting louder and louder as my entire body crashed against hers. Hayley moaned as she took each one, her voice slightly muffled as my hand tightened around her throat. I moved my head in closer, peering over Hayley's shoulder as Hannah leaned forward, laying on top of Keira in the 69 position. Hannah's tongue rolled out from her lips and she guided it straight to Hayley's pussy, flicking it sharply against her clit.
Her pussy tightened almost instantaneously, squeezing every inch of my cock as I drove it deep inside her. That turned out to be the finishing touch and Hayley came just a few seconds later. I rammed my cock in one last time, keeping it inside her as Hayley's climax hit her like a ton of bricks. I could feel her body shaking against me, her fingers tightening around my wrist until my hand almost lost sensation.
I released my grip on Hayley's throat, putting my hand to the side of her face and turning her head to the side. I leaned in closer, my mouth absorbing Hayley's moans as I kissed her from her over her shoulder. Hannah licked her through the throes of climax, Hayley's pussy tightening around me, like Hannah's tongue was turning a lever. Juices surged from Hayley's pussy, soaking my shaft from base to tip.
Finally her climax peaked and Hayley reached down, easing Hannah's head back. Good thing she did as, if I knew Hannah, she wouldn't have stopped on her own accord. I peeled my lips away from Hayley's, drawing my hips back slowly as I plucked my cock from her pussy. Again, my cock was throbbing for more, and just like Hayley had been earlier, Hannah was in the perfect position.
I unwrapped my arms from Hayley's body and moved to the top of the bed. I knelt behind Hannah, gripping my cock and stroking it as I gazed at her juicy ass. It looked so perfectly round and inviting that it may as well have had a big target painted on it. And my cock was so wet after pounding her friends that I wouldn't even need any lube.
I pressed my tip up against her asshole and started pushing forward. Hannah moaned as I split her open, my swollen cockhead pushing inside her. Her head dropped down between Keira's legs and started to eat her pussy. By the time my cock was halfway in, Keira was returning the favour; Hannah's asshole tightening around me as I worked my cock in deeper. I sheathed my cock right down to base, feeling her muscles grip it tight as I held it deep inside her, balls pressed against her taint.
Hayley moved around to the side of the bed and knelt to Hannah's right. Leaning over the small of her back, Hayley grabbed onto Hannah's thick ass, prising both her cheeks apart as I drew my cock back slowly. I pulled right back to the ridge of my crown, holding it there for a beat or two before I rammed it back inside her. Hannah's head shot up in an instant, a loud moan spilling out from her lips as I bottomed out in her juicy ass. My pelvis smacked against her asscheeks, making them jiggle in Hayley's hands.
I started to thrust into Hannah's thick butt, boring through her taut backside with quick, hard snaps of my hips.
"Oh my god," said Keira beneath me.
She had, without question, the best seat in the house. She and Hannah were so close together that my cock was basically right in her face, giving her an intimate, close up view as I rammed it hard into Hannah's fat ass, going ballsdeep each time I did so.
Hayley's eyes were gazing up at me, licking her lips as she gripped Hannah's asscheeks. I knew that look too well.
"Wanna taste her ass?" I asked her.
Hayley grinned, biting down on her bottom lip as she gave an eager nod. Like I had to ask. She tightened her grip on Hannah's buttcheeks, nails almost piercing the flesh as I worked my cock back out to the tip then popped it free from her asshole. Hannah's ass stayed gaping open as I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft, steering it towards Hayley's mouth.
Her lips came open and I promptly slotted my cock in between them, clearing Hayley's tonsils as I pushed towards the back of her throat. Hayley locked her lips around the base, sucking her cheeks in as hard as she could until her mouth was basically a vacuum. Then I pulled my cock back slowly, partly through design and partly through necessity, since Hayley's lips were gripping so hard that it gave me little option. I drew my cock back out to the tip, having to exert some pressure as I pried it from between her lips. Hayley grinned as my dick popped free, my entire shaft now sparkling clean.
Hannah's ass was still wide open as I pushed it back inside her, picking up from where I left off. I started to thrust with immediate vigor, quickly refinding my rhythm as I rammed my cock into Hannah's thick butt.
"You wanna taste her too?" I asked, looking down at Keira beneath me.
"Uh huh," she responded, her tongue now brushing across my balls as they swung just above her face.
A few more thrusts and I pulled my cock back, prying the tip from Hannah's asshole. Once again, Hannah's butt stayed gaping wide as Hayley kept her grip on her asscheeks, sinking her fingers in with so much force that her knuckles were turning white. But this time she went one better. Hayley extended four of the fingers, slipping two from each of her hands into Hannah's gaping asshole. Hannah moaned, reaching back to rub her clit as Hayley's fingers pushed inside her. Hayley curled her fingers up, essentially using them as hooks to hold Hannah's asshole open.


I watched intently as I pointed my cock down, slotting it into Keira's mouth. Her angle was awkward compared to Hayley's and she could only get the head inside. But that didn't mean that it didn't feel awesome, especially when her tongue started flicking against my slit, lapping up the precum that had pooled inside the tip.
"Can I put two more in?" Hayley asked, ensuring my focus was solely on her, even as Keira licked my cockhead.
"Mmhmm," said Hannah, and frankly I wasn't surprised.
If my FaceTime call with her and Juno had taught me anything, it's that Hannah clearly has no limits. Especially when it comes to her ass. Hayley slipped in two more fingers, Hannah's sphincter stretching wider as she pushed them into her ass.
"Fuuuck," said Hayley, a grin stretched across her face as she pumped her fingers back and forth, fucking Hannah with all six digits.
I pried my tip from Keira's mouth, feeling her lips wrap around my balls as I slowly stroked my cock.
"Two left," said Hayley. "Think you can take 'em?"
"Uh huh," said Hannah. Again, no limits.
A deep moan escaped her lips as Hayley's pinkies pushed inside her, her asshole stretched around all eight fingers. I jerked my cock a few more times then gripped it just below the tip, pressing my crown against Hannah's pussy. I waited a moment to see if she objected, knowing full well that she wasn't going to. I pushed forward without further delay, slotting my tip into Hannah's wet pussy.
Being the anal queen that she is, the only time I ever fuck Hannah's pussy is when her ass is already occupied (usually by Juno's strapon). And when she's got something stuffed up her butt, it makes her pussy incredibly tight. Well, this time was no exception. In fact, since she basically had two hands in her ass, her pussy felt even tighter than normal, and as such my cock would barely go in.
I really had to push it in hard, feeling the upper wall of her pussy pressing down against the top of my shaft, to the point that it almost hurt. But where there's a will, there's a way, and after nearly a minute of ceaseless pushing, my cockhead finally touched her cervix.
"Bloody hell," Hayley exclaimed, feeling Hannah's asshole tighten as my girthy cock was sheathed inside her.
I held it there for close to a minute, partly enjoying how tight she felt, but mostly I was psyching myself up; trying to prepare myself for what was sure to be some arduous thrusting. And, well...it was. I started to fuck her incredibly slowly, probably the slowest I have ever fucked anyone. I wasn't even taking it easy on Hannah, her pussy just felt so crazily tight that I really didn't have any choice.
Once I got used to her insane grip, I was able to go a bit faster, but it was still far from maximum speed. As a matter of fact, it wasn't even close. But that didn't mean that it didn't feel great, and the slower pace meant that I could feel every ounce of pressure. Hannah was clearly loving it too, her moans now filling the master bedroom as both her holes were stuffed obscenely.
I gave her pussy a few more thrusts then pulled my cock back slowly, prising it free from her ultra tight grip. Hayley plucked out four of her fingers, leaving in two from each of her hands as she gently pulled in different directions, using them to stretch her ass. Hayley looked up, a filthy grin stretched across her face as she made Hannah's asshole gape.
I was fully aware of what Hayley was getting at, and as per usual I was thinking the same. I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft and slotted the tip into Hannah's asshole.
"Ohh, FUCK!" Hannah moaned, blonde hair spilling across her shoulders as she threw her head back sharply.
Hayley kept her grip on her ass, making it stretch even more than normal as I pushed in deeper, her fingers rubbing against the sides of my dick. I worked my cock right down to the base then started thrusting slowly. Again, it had to be slow as the friction provided by Hayley's fingers made fast paced thrusting almost impossible. But same as before, I really didn't mind that. The added insertion of Hayley's fingers made Hannah's asshole feel even tighter. Though I have to say, it was kind of an odd sensation, essentially fucking Hannah's asshole while my dick wasn't touching the sides. And believe me, it was definitely the first time that I've had that problem.
A few more thrusts and I pulled my cock out, guiding it back towards Hayley's mouth. This time Hayley stuck her tongue out, parting her lips as wide as she could as I steered my cock in between them. I worked it in deep, feeling the head touch the back of her throat as the tip of Hayley's amazing tongue pressed against my ballsack. I grabbed the back of Hayley's head, gripping a fistful of nut-brown hair as I put a few thrusts into Hayley's mouth, the tip of her tongue lapping at my balls each time I plunged inside her.
As I pried my cock from between her lips, Hannah's ass was still gaping open. I moved my cock back towards her ass, Hayley's spit now lubing my shaft as I pushed it back inside her. I kept that up for the next few minutes, switching seamlessly between both women, fucking Hannah's asshole one minute and Hayley's mouth the next.
Keira had been busy herself, licking and tonguing at Hannah's clit the whole time I'd been fucking her. Now she had her right at the edge, with Hannah's ass getting tighter and tighter the longer Keira licked her. I plucked my cock from Hayley's mouth, looking at her as I stroked my shaft.
"Take those fingers out now," I told her. "It's time to finish her off."
Hayley pouted but did so regardless. She retrieved her fingers two at a time and slipped them in between her lips, giving a little appreciative 'mmm' as she tasted Hannah's ass. Hannah's asshole closed back up, shrinking back down to its normal size in what was practically the blink of an eye.
But it didn't stay that way for long. I pressed my cock up against her asshole and pushed it back inside her. And this time I didn't hold back. I went at her hard from the very first thrust, kicking up to ramming speed in what couldn't have been more than a couple of seconds. Keira kept her tongue on her clit, licking it wildly as I pounded Hannah's ass. Her asshole gripped and squeezed my cock, her moans getting louder with every thrust.
"Yes, Keira, keep licking my pussy," Hannah encouraged. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum on your face!"
A few more pumps into her big, thick ass, and Hannah made good on her promise. A loud scream flew forth from her lips as I rammed my cock into her one last time, holding it there as I felt her cum. Of course I couldn't see Keira beneath me but from the way Hannah's ass kept tightening around me, I could tell that she was still licking her clit, making sure she came as hard as possible. And boy did she succeed. I can't speak to how wet Hannah's pussy was, but the appreciative moans that Keira was making as she dragged her tongue across it told me all that I needed to know.
Hannah's screams started peetering out, giving way to contented moans as her asshole finally loosened around me, relinquishing its vice-like grip. I pried my cock from Hannah's asshole, gripping it firmly at the base of the shaft as I searched for somewhere to put it. Hayley's mouth was still right in front of me, but instead I pointed it down towards Keira, thanking her for helping me out.
Keira parted her soft pink lips and I pushed my cock in between them. Same as before, I could only get the head inside, at least initially. But as Hayley moved around behind me, I figured she had something planned. And lo and behold, I was right.
"Hannah, out of the way, love," I heard her say.
Hannah had barely had a chance to recover but she did as instructed regardless, crawling towards the foot of the bed. Once she was out of the way, Hayley pressed against the small of my back and started to push me forward. I took the hint, forming a 69 with Keira as I laid my body on hers.
Keira didn't mind. In fact, she seemed to actively enjoy it, reaching up to grab my ass as she pulled my hips in closer, my cock sinking further inside her. I could feel her nails digging into my ass, prying both my cheeks apart as Hayley's tongue pressed against my taint. Hayley dragged her tongue up slowly, licking firmly across my asshole. I felt my cockhead spasm, precum leaking into Keira's mouth as she started to bob her head up and down, sucking my cock with immediate vigour.
I returned the favour with equal intent, poking my tongue out as I moved my head in between her splayed thighs. I put my tongue to Keira's clit, flicking it against her sharply as Hannah turned and crawled towards me, kneeling between the brunette's legs. She pressed her tongue against Keira's pussy, dragging slowly across her labia. She licked right up to the top of her pussy and the next thing I knew, our tongues were flicking against each other as we both licked Keira's clit.
Hannah peeled her tongue from mine and moved it back down lower, pushing it into Keira's pussy. She started to bob her head back and forth, fucking Keira's pussy with her outstretched tongue. Keira's moans increased in volume, coming out as muffled whimpers as she sucked my cock from beneath. My dick was throbbing harder now, twitching and pulsing inside her mouth as Hayley licked my asshole. I couldn't keep that up much longer. If I didn't stop her soon, I was going to explode in Keira's mouth.
I reached back, placing a hand on Hayley's head and pushing her out of my ass.
"Oooh, too much for you, huh?" Hayley asked me, and though I couldn't see her face, I could picture the grin that was plastered across it.
I didn't answer. Instead, I wrapped my arms around Keira's back, rolling the pair of us over so Keira was now on top. We both kept going like nothing had happened, with Keira now sucking my cock from above while I licked her clit from beneath her. I moved my hands to Keira's ass, prying both her cheeks apart, just like she'd done to me. Hannah moved her head in swiftly, shoving her face into Keira's ass. Keira's head shot up in an instant, her lips dragging up my shaft and off my cock entirely.
"Oh my GOD!" I heard her say.
Once again I could picture her face. Mouth wide open, eyes almost vaulting from her skull as both her holes were licked at once. I moved my hands to Keira's hips, easing her back 'til she was sitting up straight, perching comfortably on top of my face. I wrapped my arms around Keira's thighs, holding her there as my tongue moved faster, flicking swiftly against her clit.
Now my cock was completely unoccupied, but it didn't stay like that for long. I felt the mattress sink underneath me as Hayley moved into position, planting her knees either side of me. Hayley reached back and grabbed my cock, the helmet twitching as she rubbed it against her pussy. Hayley teased me for a couple of seconds then sunk down onto my cock, moaning loudly as I slipped inside her. I moaned too, my voice blocked off by Keira's pussy as the tightness and warmth of Hayley's snatch engulfed the tip of my penis.
She sunk down slowly, taking my cock down inch by inch until I felt her ass press against my pelvis, my swollen tip now touching her cervix. She stayed like that for several seconds, feeling every inch of me inside her perfect pussy. Then she started to ride my cock, working her pussy back up to the tip then sinking back down to the base. She started slowly, the pace increasing with every pass. Before too long she was going full pelt, loud smacks now filling the room as Hayley's ass crashed down hard on the tops of my thighs.
The next thing I felt was hands on my thighs, pushing them apart as Hannah crawled in between my legs. This was followed by a tongue on my balls, licking across them slowly as Hayley rode my cock. I simply laid back and let her do it, allowing her to use me however she pleased as I focused my attention on Keira. By now I'd opted for a change of tactic, swapping the short, sharp flicks of my tongue for longer, more drawn out swirls that perfectly encircled her clit. Keira responded to it well, her moans getting louder as I switched technique.
Hayley changed technique as well. In fact, she suddenly stopped riding me altogether, sinking back down to the base of my shaft and grinding against me instead. I could feel my cockhead twitch inside her as it rubbed back and forth across Hayley's g-spot. I let her do that a few more times then lifted my hands off Keira's thighs, wrapping my arms around Hayley's back and pulling her down on top of me.
Her face went into Keira's crotch, and soon my tongue had competition as she guided hers towards Keira's pussy. I switched back to my previous technique, now essentially tongue kissing Hayley with Keira's clit smack dab in the middle. Once again she responded well and the volume levels rose once more as Hayley and I both licked her swiftly, tonguing her clit with equal vigour. It almost felt competitive. Actually, scratch that. I did feel competitive, our tongues almost locked in battle as we fought over Keira's clit. And unsurprisingly, Hayley was a worthy opponent. But as luck would have it, I had the perfect way to distract her.
My hands moved down and grabbed her ass, pulling both her cheeks apart as I started to buck my hips off the mattress, driving my cock into Hayley's pussy. It seemed like Hannah was on my side as she promptly peeled her tongue from my balls and moved it up to Hayley's asshole. I couldn't see her do that, of course, but the way Hayley's pussy suddenly tightened around me was all the proof I needed.
But unfortunately it didn't work. Hayley's moans increased in volume but she didn't neglect her duties, still lapping at Keira's clit now matter how hard I fucked her. And I was fucking her very hard, drilling up into her with so much force that my balls were slapping against Hannah's chin. Hannah didn't mind though (it's not the first time that's happened to her), and she continued to lap at Hayley's asshole, her muscles contracting with every lick.
Finally it became too much for her and Hayley's tongue pulled away from mine.
"Oh my god! I'm gonna cum!" I heard her say.
Again, I couldn't see what had happened but my mind was conjuring all sorts of images. I pictured Hayley throwing her head back, eyes squeezed shut, mouth wide open as she reached back behind her, grabbing the back of Hannah's head as she lapped at Hayley's asshole. I tightened my grip on Hayley's hips, burying my cock in her pussy as I pulled her down on top of me. My cockhead rubbed against Hayley's g-spot, making her cum in a matter of moments.
"OHHH, FUUUCCCKKK!!! YEEESSS!!!" she screamed, rattling pictures on the bedroom walls as pleasure started tearing through her.
I switched my focus back to Keira and within a few seconds I'd finished her off as well. I lapped at her clit with increased vigour, not letting up until her climax hit, juices gushing from Keira's pussy and soaking my lips and chin. Hayley did the exact same thing, and it was hard to determine what ended up wetter: my mouth or my cock.
Both of them peaked just seconds apart, the volume in the room decreasing significantly as their screams gave way to contented moans. I could even hear them kissing each other as they both came down together, basking in the collective glow of their powerful shared climax.
Hayley lifted her ass up slowly, working her pussy up the length of my shaft until my tip popped free from inside her. Keira and Hannah were on it in a flash, with Keira laying back down on top of me as she poked her tongue out from between her lips, pressing it against the base of my shaft. Hannah did the same on the other side and both of them dragged their tongues up slowly, cleaning up all of Hayley's juices as they licked right up to the tip. Once their tongues had reached the summit, both of them started to lap at my slit, licking up the precum that had pooled in my urethra.
They both took turns to suck my cock, taking it down a few times each before Keira started moving forward. Keira ended up straddling my hips, kissing Hannah as she reached her hand back, gripping my cock at around mid-shaft. She pressed the tip up against her pussy then sunk down onto it slowly. Keira jerked her head back swiftly, a loud moan spilling out from her lips as they pulled away from Hannah's.
"Oh my god, this COCK!" Keira exclaimed, saying the final word about five times louder.
"You like that, huh?" Hannah asked her. I could almost hear the grin in her voice.
"It's perfect," Keira said, the purr in her voice getting more pronounced as she worked her hips down lower, taking the first few inches.
I looked across at Hayley, watching intently from the side of the bed. I beckoned her towards me, poking my tongue out from between my lips to signal my intentions. Hayley shook her head, putting a hand over her pussy, like she was trying to guard it from further stimulation.
"Had enough, huh?" I asked with a smirk.
Hayley nodded.
"Alright," I shrugged. "Get me Hannah then."
Hayley grinned then did as instructed, calling across to Hannah on the other side of the bed.
"Hey, Hannah. Tyler wants you to sit on his face."
I knew that Hannah wouldn't turn that down, and sure enough, she started to move towards the headboard. Hayley moved to take her place, kneeling in front of Keira as she took my cock to the base, her asscheeks pressed up against my pelvis.
"Ohhh, shit!" Keira moaned, feeling my cockhead touch her cervix.
She stayed like that for a couple of seconds then began to ride me slowly, guiding her pussy along the first few inches.
Hannah grabbed onto the wooden headboard, using it to steady herself as she pulled herself into a squatting position, feet either side of my head. Hannah dropped her hips down slowly, basically giving me all of her weight as she pressed her ass down onto my face. Hannah started to grind back and forth, rubbing her asscheeks all over my face. I poked my tongue from between my lips, keeping it flat as she ground up against me, tasting both her pussy and ass.
Hannah was loving it and her moans started merging with Keira's as she rode me at a faster pace, working her pussy from base to tip. Her pert ass crashed against my abs, generating a series of smacks that echoed off the bedroom walls. Hayley's tongue pressed against my balls and dragged up slowly to the base of my shaft, meeting Keira's pussy halfway as she worked it up and down my dick. I couldn't see where her tongue went next but the way Keira's pussy spasmed each time she sank to the base left little to the imagination.
A few more passes and Hayley's tongue pulled away from my shaft. But I knew she wasn't finished yet.
"Can I taste you off him, please?" she asked politely. I could picture her pleading expression. It was the kind of look that was hard to say 'no' to.
Sure enough, Keira's pussy dragged up my shaft and off my cock entirely. Hayley gripped my cock at the base, angling it towards her mouth and sinking down towards it. Though the funny thing was, Hayley kept her mouth so wide that I couldn't even feel her do that. I felt her hand come free from the shaft, and the first I felt of Hayley's mouth was when she locked her lips onto the base.
Her cheeks hollowed around my cock, gripping it tight as she pulled back slowly, doing so with an audible slurp, like she was sucking the juice off a popsicle. I felt my cockhead spasm as Hayley popped it free. She gripped it at the base once more, dribbling some spit onto it as she jerked it up and down.
She pointed my cock back at Keira's pussy who promptly sunk back onto it. Hayley released her grip on my shaft and Keira started to slide back down. Or at least she would have if I'd given her the chance to. My reaction time was almost immediate. As soon as Hayley let go of my shaft, I started to pump my hips off the mattress, ramming my cock into Keira's pussy.


That move seemed to take her by surprise, a loud 'OH!' shooting forth from between her lips as the first thrust was drilled inside her. I only had the tip in when I started thrusting which gave me lots of room to maneuver, allowing me to fuck her with every inch I had. And that is exactly what I did, working my cock back out to the tip before I rammed it back inside her, sinking to the base each time I did so.
"Oh my god, yes! Fuck me like that!" Keira screamed, a tremble in her voice like the force of each thrust was passing through her body.
It didn't take long to find my rhythm, and once I did, I turned my attention to Hannah. I grabbed her thighs to keep her steady, moving my tongue straight towards her pussy. I started to flick it against her clit, loud moans escaping her lips as I tongued at Hannah's pussy.
Hayley did the same to Keira. I couldn't see her doing it, of course, but I could hear Keira's moans get louder, her pussy tightening around my shaft. Both of them were getting close, and if I'm being totally honest, I wasn't too far behind them. I could feel myself twitching in Keira's pussy, my dick throbbing harder with every pass I took.
Both of them came at the exact same time, screaming at the top of their lungs as powerful orgasms coursed through each of their bodies. It was difficult to say who came hardest, but if you put a gun to my head I'd probably say it was Keira. Her pussy clamped around the base of my shaft, soaking every inch of me as a tidal wave of thick, warm juices surged from deep inside her. And I could tell from the way that her pussy kept clenching, that Hayley's tongue never left her clit.
But Hannah's climax was far from subdued. Her thigh muscles tightened around the sides of my head, to the point that I thought she might crush my skull. It wasn't complaining though, and the torrent of juices that flooded my mouth...well, let's just say that the juice was worth the squeeze.
And what's more, I had a fucking amazing view. Laying underneath her, that perfect body was looming above me, like a giant statue of some kind of deity. Of course her abs were closest to me, and I could see her muscles popping and flexing as the feeling passed through her. A little bit higher were Hannah's big tits, and I enjoyed the sight of her grabbing ahold of them, squeezing them firmly as she hit her peak. And then of course there was her gorgeous face, her eyelids fluttering as she bit her bottom lip.
I kept on licking 'til she ran out of juice then finally peeled my tongue from her clit. Hannah looked down at me, a contented smile now spread across her face as her hands came free from those perfect tits, letting them hang in all their glory. Hannah took a few moments to recover then climbed back down from on top of my face.
Looking forward, I watched as Keira raised her hips, slowly revealing my rock hard shaft. The tip popped free from Keira's pussy, visibly throbbing as it flopped back and forth. I moved quickly, practically leaping up off the mattress and standing by the side of the bed. No words were needed. The girls knew exactly what was happening and exactly what they needed to do.
They dropped to their knees, all three of them lined up before me as I stroked my pulsing shaft. Hannah was in the middle, with Keira on her right and Hayley on her left. I pointed my cock at Hannah's face, ready to jerk out the first few ropes when suddenly Hayley stopped me.
"Wait, not yet," she said.
As I looked across, Hayley was reaching for the bedside table. I didn't know what the hell she was doing, but whatever it was she'd have to do it quickly 'cause my dick was fit to burst. Hayley moved back into position, now holding those wire-rimmed glasses that I'd almost completely forgotten about.
"OK, now," she grinned as she popped them on, drawing laughs from both her friends.
I have to say it was worth the wait, and those big, almost novelty-sized glasses were the absolute perfect target. Needless to say, I adjusted my aim, pointing my cock at Hayley instead. My dick went off almost instantaneously, shooting out an enormous load straight onto Hayley's face. Most of it went onto her glasses, but I have to admit, my aim was a little erratic, and her cheeks, nose and forehead got their fair share as well. Some of it even went in her hair.
I finally turned away from Hayley and pointed my cock at her friends. There wasn't much left as I aimed it at Hannah and by the time I got to Keira, my balls were practically empty. But the ladies didn't seem to mind, as moments later Hayley removed her spunk-covered glasses and passed them across to Hannah.
"Could you clean these up for me, girls?" Hayley asked, and of course they were happy to do so.
Hannah licked across one of the lenses, scooping up the cum that was streaked across the glass. She pulled it into her mouth and swallowed, handing the glasses to Keira who did the same with the remaining lens.
I couldn't help but smirk when I looked at Hayley. Half of her face was streaked with cum, except for a perfectly clean circle around each eye. I have to say, it looked quite funny. Keira passed her glasses back and Hayley popped them on, doing a little pose for her friends.
"Good as new," she said with a smirk, making her girlfriends laugh.
The ladies took turns to suck my tip, making sure they got all the cum out of me, then wrapped things up with a threeway kiss.
The girls took a shower to clean themselves up and of course I went along with them. Once they were clean, they moved onto me; three pairs of hands roaming all over as they washed all the sweat from my body. But as I'm sure you can imagine, they didn't stop there. The ladies dropped to their knees all around me; Hannah and Keira both sucking my cock while Hayley licked my ass. Of course this led to me fucking all three of them, shooting my load onto Hannah's big tits so Keira and Hayley could lick them clean.
By the time we were finally done in the shower, everyone was ready for bed. I showed Keira and Hayley to their rooms then joined Hannah in the master bedroom. I was so exhausted by this point that I barely had the energy for a goodnight fuck with Hannah. But of course I didn't let that stop me. After pounding her ass for almost an hour, Hannah sucked all the cum from my balls and we finally called it a night.
I awoke the next morning, re-energized and re-invigorated. Which was just as well as there were three women in the house, each with a serious case of morning horn. Keira came to the master bedroom, finding that Hayley had beaten her to it. She didn't seem to mind though and was more than happy to sit on my face while I got a double blowjob. After Hannah and Hayley both rode my cock, I finished with Keira in the spoons position, shooting my load inside her pussy while Hannah licked my asshole.
After one last shower (and a final triple blowjob), Hayley and Keira took their leave. By this point it was way past lunch so Hannah and I watched TV for a while then had an early dinner. I was halfway through my lasagna when I received a text from Juno.
Juno: How was your night? Hope you didn't miss me too much.
Me: Well I fucked three women at once. That answer your question? [wink emoji]
Juno: Wow, look at you. Well I hope you saved some energy cos I'll be calling you guys again later.
Me: Oh, will you now? Anything planned for this particular call?
Juno: I think it's time we checked out that bondage room. What do you think?
Me: I think that's a great idea.
Juno: I thought you might say that [wink emoji]. Tell her to wear something extra slutty. I'll call you guys tonight.
I passed on Juno's message to Hannah, who said that she had just the thing. I couldn't wait to see what it was.
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Our call with Juno was scheduled for 8pm, so by the time we'd eaten and had another glass of wine, it was time to start getting ready. We went upstairs and I took my suitcase to one of the spare rooms, leaving Hannah in the master bedroom. I took a shower, toweled myself dry and searched for something to wear. The clothes I picked out were similar to yesterday's- white shirt, navy blue pants, dark brown shoes. I went back to the bathroom to fix my hair, grabbed a few things from my suitcase, and returned to the master bedroom.
I knocked on the door and Hannah called me in. To my surprise, she was almost ready. Her hair was brushed and her make up was done, though with the tiny outfit she'd squeezed her body into, I'm surprised I even noticed. Hannah was clad in a black latex mini-dress, so tight-fitting that she wore it like a second skin, and with a cut out rear and underbust front, her tits and ass were completely exposed.
"Wow," I said as I entered the room, admiring her amazing profile as she stepped into a pair of stilettos.
Hannah looked at me and grinned. "I ordered this a few weeks ago. Do you think she'll like it?"
"Well, if her tastes are anything like mine, then...yes," I said, unable to keep my eyes off her body.
"Good," she giggled then gestured towards the stuff I was holding. "I see you've come prepared."
"Always."
"What time is it?" she asked.
I dug my phone out of my pocket. It was almost 8pm.
"Time to get this on you," I said, holding up a collar and leash.
"Yes, sir," Hannah smirked, then dropped to her knees on the carpet.
I placed my things on the edge of the bed and squatted down before her, fastening the collar around her neck.
"Open your mouth," I ordered.
She did as instructed, parting her lips as wide as she could. I popped a ball gag into her mouth, fastening it at the back of her head and underneath her long blonde hair.
"All fours," I said, and again she did as I told her.
Leaning forward, Hannah placed her hands on the carpet, her big, thick ass now stuck out behind her. I moved behind her and dropped to my knees, grabbing two things from the edge of the bed: a small metal foxtail buttplug and a bottle of lube. I flicked the cap on the bottle of the lube and squeezed some onto the buttplug, smearing it in with two of my fingers.
"Spread your ass," I ordered sternly.
Hannah turned her head to the side and rested it on the bedroom floor, sticking her ass up higher. She reached back and grabbed her cheeks, her sphincter splitting open as she pried them both apart. I pressed the buttplug against her asshole and started to push it inside her. Hannah moaned from beneath her ball gag as the metal plug was inserted slowly, her asshole stretching as it reached the widest part. The toy pushed past its thickest point and Hannah's asshole sucked up the rest of it, closing tightly around the stem.
Just then, as if on cue, my phone buzzed inside my pocket. I stood up straight and fished it out, holding it up to my face as I answered the call from Juno.
"Hey there, handsome," she said with a smirk. "You ready for me?"
Juno appeared to be sitting on her bed. She had the camera held up to her face with the headboard creeping into the edge of the frame.
I responded by flipping the camera around, pointing it at Hannah as she waited on her hands and knees, the tail of her metal plug now dangling in between her thighs.
"Oh, wow!" said Juno, her eyes widening at the sight.
"That answer your question?" I asked with a grin.
"Yes, it does. Holy shit," Juno purred, biting her lip as she admired her girlfriend's ass.
"Crawl," I said from behind the camera, holding Hannah's leash as she began to crawl across the carpet.
I trailed behind her, keeping the camera trained on her ass as it swung back and forth before me, her tail swaying from side to side. Hannah knew exactly where to go so I let her lead the way, following her out into the hall and down towards the bondage room.
"Stop," I said as she reached the door, then moved around in front of her.
"Oh, shit, you gagged her as well," Juno said as the camera pointed at her girlfriend's face.
"Mmhmm."
I dug out a blindfold from inside my pocket and affixed it over Hannah's eyes. It was a little awkward trying to do it with one hand but I managed it just about.
"Ooo, utterly helpless. Just how I like her," Juno declared, a wicked grin stretched across her face.
I turned around and opened the door, leading Hannah inside. I walked her into the centre of the room and ordered her to sit. She did, settling on her knees as she awaited her next instruction. I crossed the room, plucking a pair of handcuffs from a rack on the far wall. I grabbed a tripod that I'd left in there earlier and wandered back towards Hannah. I set the tripod on the floor and attached my phone, pointing it down at the small of her back. I moved behind her and dropped to my knees.
"Hands," I said.
Hannah reached back, holding her hands out as I fastened the cuffs around each of her wrists. I unclipped my phone from the tripod again and moved around in front of her. I pointed the camera at Hannah's face, placing a finger underneath her chin and angling her up to face it. Hannah looked right up at the lens. Or at least she would have if the blindfold wasn't blocking her view.
I stepped forward, pushing my crotch into Hannah's face. My dick was already as hard as a rock, the outline visible through my pants.
"Fuuuck, you're so hard," Juno declared, grinning as she watched my cock rub against her girlfriend's face.
I unbuckled my belt and unclasped my pants, slowly lowering the zipper. I'd worn a pair of tight-fitting boxer briefs that made my bulge even more evident. I let my pants fall down to my ankles, kicked off my shoes and stepped out of my trousers. I unbuttoned my shirt and tossed it aside, leaving me in my underwear. Instead of simply whipping them down, I decided to tease Juno a little, lowering my waist band inch by inch to slowly reveal my cock.
This turned out to be a lot of fun and I enjoyed watching her expression change as more of my shaft came into view. She gave a little moan when she saw the base, and by the time I'd reached my cockhead Juno was biting her bottom lip, doing so with so much force that I'm surprised she didn't draw any blood. I pulled the waistband past the tip and my dick sprung out into the open, flopping up and down right in front of Hannah's face.
"Wow," Juno purred. "I never get tired of seeing that cock."
I gripped it at the base of the shaft and slapped it down onto Hannah's face. Hannah moaned, feeling the weight of my shaft as it hit her with an audible * SMACK *.
"Oh my god," Juno exclaimed, her tone a mixture of shock and amusement. "I felt that from here!"
I took Hannah's blindfold between two fingers and slipped my cock underneath it, pulling it out and away from her eyes then pinging it back into place. It ended up acting as a kind of cock trap, pinning my shaft against Hannah's face. Juno reacted in much the same way; half gasping and half laughing as she brought a hand to her lips.
I started to grind my hips back and forth, the blindfold keeping my cock in position as I rubbed it slowly against Hannah's face. Hannah moaned as my dick rubbed against her. Though you could tell that beyond the enjoyment there was a palpable sense of frustration. Like she wanted to get her tongue on my cock but her gag wouldn't let her do it.
I rubbed it against her a few more times then drew my cock back slightly, pulling my crown back past her blindfold and letting it fall into place. I teased her further, slapping my cock against her face a few times before I pulled it away completely. I pressed my cockhead against her ball gag, her spit smearing across the tip as I rubbed against it slowly.
"OK," said Juno, sounding impatient, "that's enough teasing. I want her to suck your cock now."
Her wish was my command. I reached behind Hannah, loosening the strap at the back of her head and prying the gag from between her lips, letting it hang from around her neck. There were teeth marks in the rubber from where she'd bitten it in frustration. She was clearly ready to suck my cock.
Though, in spite of my better judgement, I decided to tease her further.
"Stick out your tongue," I ordered.
Hannah did so, pushing her tongue out as far as it would go. I pushed myself forward ever so slightly, pressing my crown against the tip of her tongue. Hannah flicked her tongue against me, lapping up the precum that had pooled in my urethra. I let her lick it about four or five times then rested my cockhead against her tongue, grabbing onto the back of her head as I pushed it in between her lips. I worked my cock about halfway in, gripping a fistful of Hannah's blonde hair as I began to pump my hips.
"Ooo, yeah," Juno purred. "That's it, baby. Fuck that pretty face."
I started slowly but picked up the pace, working my cock back out to the tip then pushing it back inside her, going a little deeper each time. Within a few thrusts I'd cleared her tonsils, edging closer to the back of her throat. As usual Hannah took it in stride, barely even gagging or choking as the tip of my cock was pushed through into her gullet. It always amazed me how well she could take it, and the only sign of any duress was a tiny pair of inky black tears now trickling out from under her blindfold.
One more thrust and I reached the base, tightening my grip on her hair as I buried my cock in her mouth and throat, her face now pinned to my stomach. I held her there for several seconds, putting a few more thrusts into her throat before finally letting go. Hannah pulled her head back swiftly, leaving behind a coat of spit as she popped me free from between her lips.
I reached out from behind the camera, grabbing a tripod that I'd left nearby. I set it down to Hannah's right and clipped my phone to the head, framing Hannah from the chest up. I gripped my cock and stroked it, angling it upwards as I grabbed Hannah's head and pulled her towards my balls. She ended up almost glued to my crotch, her mouth and nose both buried in my scrotum as my wet cock sat flush against her face.
She wrapped her lips around one of my balls, suckling on it greedily and dousing it in spit. She popped it free as best she could and moved across to the other, my cock now throbbing against her face as she sucked on that one too. By the time she was done, both my balls were as wet as my shaft.
"Turn around," said Juno. "I want her to lick your arsehole too."
She didn't have to tell me twice. I turned around as quick as I could, reaching back and grabbing her head as I pulled her roughly towards me. Once again I didn't hold back, pulling her in with so much force that I felt my cheeks spread open. I took a quick look at the camera, and sure enough, Hannah's face had disappeared.
I kept my grip on Hannah's head, making sure she stayed in place as I gently ground my hips up and down, rubbing my ass on her face. Hannah kept her tongue outstretched, allowing my ass to drag across it as my buttcheeks slid along the sides of her face.
"Mmm, yeah. You like that, baby?" Juno asked her. "You like that fucking arse in your face?"
"Uh huh," Hannah answered, my muscular asscheeks muffling her voice.
"Let go of her head for a minute," Juno ordered. "I wanna see what she's doing in there."
I did as instructed, releasing my grip on Hannah's blonde hair. Hannah pulled her head back slightly, giving Juno a much better view as she pressed her tongue against my taint and slowly dragged it upwards. Her tongue pushed firmly against my asshole, licking across it at a glacial pace. I gripped my cock and stroked it, moaning loudly as a violent spasm shot through my entire length.
"Ooo, you like that, huh?" Juno asked me. "You like when that slut licks your arsehole."
It wasn't a question, it was a statement, and not an incorrect one. Hannah's tongue started moving faster, licking back and forth across my asshole with greater force and exertion. I jerked myself harder, moans getting louder as my cock began to throb in my hands.
"OK, that's enough," said Juno. "We don't want him to cum just yet."
Hannah pried her face from my ass and I turned around to face her, pushing my cock back towards her mouth. A fresh bead of precum had formed in the tip but Hannah made light work of that, lapping it up with a swish of her tongue.
"Right, I think it's time we made use of the furniture," Juno declared, a statement I did not disagree with.
"What would you like to use?" I asked her.
"Hmm, gimme a little pan of the room. I need to refresh my memory."
I unclipped my phone from the tripod and swept the camera across the room, showing her each item in turn.
"Stop," said Juno. "That one."
Her item of choice was the padded bench. I had something similar at home. I'd always referred to mine as a bench, but it may as well have been called a 'doggy seat' since that's what it was devised for. It had a long raised surface in the middle, designed for supporting the torso, with two shorter ones each side for the occupant's arms and legs. It was perfect for submissive women who love to take it up the butt, and if there's a better way to describe Hannah Waddingham then I am yet to have heard it.
"A fine choice," I said.
I moved behind Hannah and removed her cuffs. Stepping back in front of her, I grabbed ahold of Hannah's leash, picking the tripod up off the floor as I led her across the room.
"Come with me," I ordered, pointing the camera back at Hannah as she began to crawl behind me.
I led Hannah across to the bench, clipping my phone back onto the tripod then placing it down on the floor. I ordered her to stand, helping Hannah up onto the bench. Hannah's dress was so tight to her body that, when she spread her legs to mount the raised surface, the skirt rode up her ass a little, the hem now cutting across her cheeks. I decided that it would be getting in the way so I lifted her skirt up higher, leaving it wrapped around the small of her back. I gave a brief thought to removing it entirely but quickly decided against it. A dress like that was way too hot to take off.
Once I had her in the right position, I started to secure her in place. The shorter surfaces had two straps each, one for her ankles and wrists and another for her calves and forearms. The higher surface had only one which wrapped around the small of her back. Once I'd fastened all nine straps, Hannah was locked in tight.
I picked up the tripod and moved around behind her, angling the camera towards Hannah's thick ass as I placed it back down on the floor. I knelt down behind her, gripping her asscheeks and spreading them apart, revealing the toy that was lodged in between them. I kept my grasp on one of her cheeks, letting go of the other as I gripped onto the base of the toy. I started to pull it gently, watching Hannah's asshole stretch as I retrieved the buttplug slowly. The toy slid past its widest point and Hannah gave a satisfied moan as the remaining length slipped out of her tight little ass.
"Mmm, yeah. Look at that," said Juno. "Put it in her mouth. I want her to taste her arsehole."
I stood, unclipping my phone from the tripod as I rounded the side of the bench. I squatted down in front of Hannah, pointing the camera towards her face.
"Open your mouth," I instructed.
Hannah obeyed me, readily parting her full set of lips.
"Show me your tongue."
Hannah pushed her tongue out, extending it as far as she could. I pressed the buttplug against her tongue, pushing it across the slick red flesh as I steered it in between her lips.
"Close."
She pulled her tongue back into her mouth then promptly closed her mouth up, clamping her lips around the stem of the toy. I kept it there for a couple of seconds, giving her a moment to suck off the juices before I pulled the toy back slowly, popping it free from between her lips. I held the buttplug up to the camera, showing Juno how clean it was.
"Mmm," she purred. "She cleaned that up good, huh? Put that gag back in her mouth."
I put down the buttplug on a nearby table and placed the gag between Hannah's lips, fastening it at the back of her head.
"Take me to that rack over there," Juno requested. "I want to pick out some stuff."
I took the camera with me as I walked across to the side of the room. There was a large rack on one of the walls, holding a number of bondage accessories. I panned slowly across the rack, pointing my camera at every single item.
"Keep going. Keep going. Keep going. Stop. That one," said Juno. It was a riding crop. I plucked it off the wall then kept the camera moving. "Aaaaand...that one." The second one was a paddle, a black leather one in the shape of a ping pong bat.
"Start with that one," Juno said. I assumed she meant the paddle.
I took the items back over to Hannah and set them down on the table. I picked up the paddle and moved around behind her. Standing to her left, I pointed the camera at Hannah's thick ass, the paddle tightly clasped in my fingers as I drew my hand back behind me. I held it there for a couple of seconds then brought it forward as hard as I could, landing a * SMACK * to one of Hannah's asscheeks.
"MMM!" she moaned from behind her ballgag, her asscheek jiggling from the force of the spank.
As I drew the paddle away from her ass, her left cheek had turned bright red.
"Oooh, yeah! Spank that arse," Juno encouraged. "She's been a bad little slut."
I stepped across to Hannah's right, swapping the paddle and phone in my hands. Pointing the camera back down at her ass, I drew the paddle back once more, bringing it forward with equal force as I spanked the other cheek. She moaned again, a little quieter this time, as a second, equally piercing * SMACK * echoed off the surrounding walls. Her asscheek jiggled the same as the first and as I pulled the paddle away, a matching mark had been left on her skin.
"Yeah, you like that, baby?" Juno asked her. "You like being spanked like that?"
Hannah responded as best she could, mumbling loudly from beneath her gag. "Uh huh."
"Yeah, you do, you fucking slut. Give her some more. I don't think she's had enough yet."
I spanked each buttcheek three more times, drawing louder and louder moans from Hannah as the paddle struck her burning ass.
"OK, that's enough," said Juno. "I think we need to put something in there. Baby, did you pack those toys that I told you to bring?"
"Uh huh," said Hannah.
"Got them right here," I said, having had the foresight to bring them in here before we got started.
I pointed the camera behind me, showing her the row of the toys that I'd laid out neatly across the surface.
"Perfect," Juno grinned. "I couldn't have asked for a better assistant."
"Which one would you like to use?" I asked her.
"Hmm," said Juno, thinking. "That one. In the middle."
This one was a toy I had yet to make use of; a gift for Hannah for their anniversary. I remembered it well from our video call, 'cause...well, to put it simply, it was a very memorable item. It was, for all intents and purposes, three plastic cockheads stacked up on top of each other.
I plucked it off the table and held it up to the camera.
"Mmm, yeah. She loves that one," Juno declared. "Put it next to your cock for a second. I wanna see how it compares."
I shrugged and did as she told me, holding the toy beside my shaft. Lo and behold, it was almost the same, both in terms of length and girth. Which would explain why Hannah enjoyed it so much.
"Oh, wow! It matches!" Juno gushed.
"Apart from the shape," I quipped.
"Well, of course," said Juno, waving her hand at the screen. "Right, come on. Chop chop. That thing's not gonna insert itself."


I clipped my phone back onto the tripod and grabbed a bottle of lube from the table. I moved around to the rear of the bench, placing the tripod down beside me as I knelt on the carpeted floor. I flicked the cap off the bottle of lube and squirted some onto the dildo. I smeared it along the plastic shaft, pressed the tip against her asshole and started to push it forward. Hannah moaned as her ass split open, the plastic tip now pushing inside her. The first bulbed head was the smallest of the three and it slipped inside her with relative ease.
"Oooh, that's one, baby. Two more to go," Juno said, a very distinctive purr in her voice.
"What you doing there?" I asked with a grin.
"Oh, nothing," she answered casually. "Just got my hand in my knickers."
"Do I get to see?" I asked her.
She thought for a moment and then responded. "Hmmm...no. Not yet. Put those last two things in her bum and then maybe I'll show you."
I wasted no time, pushing the toy in deeper until the second head slid through into Hannah's thick ass. The last head was the thickest of the three and it required some greater exertion. I pushed harder, inserting it into her nice and slow. Hannah's moans increased in volume, her ass stretching wider as I worked the toy to its widest point. The final cockhead pushed inside her, the rounded base of the plastic toy now pressed against her asshole.
"Oooh, yeah. That's it," Juno purred. "That thing looks good in her arse."
"I believe you've got something to show me," I prompted.
Juno grinned, flipping her camera around and pointing it down to her crotch. Just as she said, a hand was stuffed inside her panties, rubbing her pussy with some degree of relish. And what's more, those panties appeared to be all she was wearing, her abs creeping into the bottom of the frame while the tops of her amazing thighs filled the top third of the shot. Her hand slipped out from inside her panties and as she held it up in front of the camera, all four fingers were visibly wet.
I responded with a simple, "damn." Frankly, that was all I needed to say.
"I'm horny," Juno smirked.
"So I see."
She brought her hand up towards her mouth and flipped the camera back onto her face, slipping her fingers in between her gaping lips. She pushed them in as deep as she could, wrapping her lips around her knuckles as she pulled her hand back slowly, sucking her fingers with an audible * SLURP *. She popped them free from between her lips and as she held them up to the camera, all her juices had been sucked clean, replaced by a coat of spit that covered all four of her fingers. She flipped the camera back down to her crotch and slipped her fingers back into her smalls, undoubtedly using her spit as lube as she rubbed her wet pussy once more.
I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft, pressing the tip against Hannah's pussy. Needless to say, she was soaking wet as well. Putting something big in her ass always has that effect on Hannah and this time was no exception. I pushed forward slowly, easing my cock into Hannah's slick twat. Unsurprisingly, her pussy felt as tight as hell, just as it always does when something or someone is stuffed up her butt.
I worked my cock about halfway in then removed my hand from the base of the shaft, gripping onto one of her hips as I worked my cock in deeper. One last push and my cock disappeared, the base of the sex toy pressing against my pelvis as I sheathed my cock to the hilt. Hannah moaned from behind her ball gag as she felt my tip press against her cervix, both her holes now totally filled.
"Fuuuck, you like that, baby?" Juno asked her. "You like being double stuffed like that?"
"MMM!" Hannah moaned.
Juno grinned. "Yeah, you do, you little size queen slut! Come on, baby. Give it to her. I wanna see you pound that pussy."
That was all the instruction I needed. I drew my cock back out to the tip, holding it there for a beat or two then ramming it back inside her. My pelvis crashed against Hannah's thick ass, drawing an almost deafening smack that filled the expanse of the room.
"Oh my goodness!" Juno exclaimed, her tone a mixture of shock and arousal as the ear-piercing sound tumbled out from her phone's receiver.
I started to slam into Hannah's tight pussy, her asscheeks rippling in front of my eyes as I bottomed out inside her. I kept the camera pointed down, capturing it all for Juno. Every clap as our bodies collided. Every wave that passed through her cheeks. And of course the thickening coat of moisture that Hannah had left on my shaft.
A few more thrusts and I drew my hand back, pulling it back behind me as far as it would go. You could hear my fingers cut through the air, followed by a muffled cry as I spanked her red raw ass.
"Fucking hell!" Juno yelped, cussing so loudly and abruptly that you'd think I'd just smacked her on the ass.
"God, you are evil!" Juno added, though if the smirk on her face was anything to go by I don't think that she disapproved.
I tested that theory by doing it again, and sure enough, Juno liked what she was seeing. So much so that I noticed a little shift in her position, followed by a very faint shuffle that sounded like the removal of clothing.
"Did you just take your panties off?" I asked her.
"Mmhmm."
She held her panties up to the camera, at first just letting them hang from her finger then giving me a better view. She turned her panties inside out, showing me the visible wet patch that formed inside the crotch. Actually, calling it a wet patch didn't really cut it. Juno's panties were so freakin' wet that it almost looked like she'd peed herself.
"Damn, quite a mess," I said, fucking Hannah almost absentmindedly as I gazed at Juno's panties.
"Yeah, I'm blaming you for that," Juno said, that familiar grin stretched even wider as she spun them around her finger.
Her panties flew off the end of her finger and landed god knows where.
"Wanna watch me play with myself?" she asked me, and if that question wasn't enticing enough already, then popping her finger in between her lips and biting it seductively definitely did the trick.
Goes without saying but my answer was an emphatic 'yes'. And I ended up getting a lot more than I'd expected. Juno leaned across to her bedside table, fishing a tripod from one of the drawers. She stepped down off the mattress, grabbing the chair from her nearby vanity and dragging it to the foot of the bed. But she wasn't finished yet. There was a big TV in front of her bed and Juno grabbed the remote from the stand. She flicked on the TV and after a couple of simple taps of her phone, the image of myself and Hannah was plastered across the screen.
"There. Perfect," she said with a grin.
She clipped her phone to the tripod and placed it on the chair, zooming in slightly for a tighter framed shot. Juno climbed back onto the bed, spreading her legs as she laid across the mattress. She'd set the shot up perfectly, framing herself from head to thigh with her perfect pussy on full display. She reached down in between her legs, rubbing two fingers against her slit before she slipped them both inside her. Juno moaned as she pushed them in deep, working them down to the second knuckle. She brought her left hand up to her mouth and slid two fingers in between her lips, wetting them both with saliva. That hand went straight to her clit, rubbing it intently as she fucked herself with the other.
It really was a hell of a sight, and since she was putting on such a good show, I made sure to return the favour. I drew my cock about halfway out, keeping it there for a couple of seconds as I gripped the base of Hannah's dildo. I started to pull the toy back slowly, working my cock back further as I did. Her butthole stretched around the widest part and I felt her pussy grip my shaft as the first bulbed head slipped out of her ass. Hannah moaned as the tip popped free, her asshole promptly closing back up and wrapping around the second head.
I continued to draw my cock back slowly, Hannah's sphincter stretching once more as I pulled the toy back further. By the time my cock had reached the tip, the second head had popped out too. I kept it there for a beat or two then pushed it back inside her, working the dildo back into her ass.
I kept that up for the next few minutes, thrusting slowly as I worked the dildo forward and back, fucking her ass with the first two heads. Doing so was a little bit awkward and my thrusts weren't even close to full speed. But Hannah didn't seem to mind, moaning loudly as her ass spread open, and louder still as I fucked her pussy. I didn't mind it either, and the way her pussy gripped my shaft each time her asshole stretched more than made up for the lack of rhythm.
In fact, it seemed to suit all parties, and Juno was moaning just as loudly as Hannah. What's more, a distinctive, sloppy squelching sound was pouring out from my iPhone's speaker, indicating how wet she was getting as the watched her girlfriend getting fucked in both holes. Everyone was enjoying it so much that it seemed a shame to stop it. But watching Hannah's ass stretch out was having an effect on me. And as good as it felt to fuck her wet pussy, I wanted my cock in her ass.
I pulled the toy back out of her ass and placed it on the table nearby. Then I drew my cock back out the tip, plucking it free from her perfect pussy.
"Fuuuck, she's so wet," Juno declared.
She wasn't wrong. My cock was dripping; utterly coated from base to tip. I definitely wouldn't need any lube.
I opted for a change of angle, unclipping my phone from the tripod and holding it up in my POV. I gripped my cock with my remaining hand and pressed the crown against Hannah's tight asshole. I eased forward gently, coaxing a little moan from Hannah as the tip of my cockhead pushed inside her.
"Mmm, YES!" Juno exclaimed, fingering herself harder at the point of penetration.
I kept my grip on the base of my shaft as I worked my cock in deeper, entering her an inch at a time. Once my cock was halfway in, I uncurled my fingers from around my shaft and grabbed onto one of her hips, gripping her tightly as I fed her the last few inches. I felt my hips press against her cheeks, balls rubbing against her slit as I sheathed my cock to the base. I kept it there for several seconds, giving Juno a moment to take it all in. 'Cause if there's one thing that Juno likes seeing, it's her girlfriend's ass filled up with cock.
"Fuuuck, that is so hot," Juno purred, starting to rub her clit a little faster as I drew my cock back slowly, revealing how many inches had been stuffed up her partner's butt.
I worked my cock back out the tip then started to thrust into Hannah's thick ass, going at her hard from the very first pass. Moans got louder all around me; Hannah's from beneath her gag and Juno's pouring out from my phone as she rubbed her pussy harder and harder, her fingers little more than a blur as I drilled into her girlfriend's ass.
Within a few thrusts I was going full pelt, my pelvis smacking against her ass and making her buttcheeks jiggle.
"Pull her hair," Juno said, her voice fraught with frantic energy, sounding like her pussy could burst at any given moment.
Of course I did as exactly as she told me. I pointed the camera forward, framing the back of Hannah's head as I reached out with my remaining hand, gripping a fistful of bright blonde hair and wrenching her head back sharply. I guess that Hannah hadn't heard her girlfriend 'cause the move seemed to catch her off guard. And with the loud moans that were filling the room, not to mention the deafening smacks as my hips crashed against her ass, that wasn't exactly surprising.
But nevertheless, she responded well. Hannah has always liked a bit of rough treatment and this time was no exception. Needless to say, I didn't go easy on her, pulling her hair back with so much force that it was almost like a set of reins, providing the required leverage to pull me into her even harder. Hannah's moans got louder still, to the point that I almost forgot she was gagged.
At this point Hannah was right at the edge and didn't take much to finish her off. A few more pumps into her big, thick ass and Hannah came with eruptive force. Hannah screamed at the top of her lungs, her voice so loud that I'm surprised her gag didn't shoot from her mouth and fire across the room like a cannonball.
Suffice it to say, seeing her girlfriend cum like that set Juno off as well, and she came just as hard in a matter of moments. Her eyes clamped shut, those usually stunning facial features skewed in all kinds of unflattering ways as the feeling started pulsing through her, fingers shaking as she rubbed her clit. Juno threw her hips up instinctively, almost leaving the frame entirely as she strummed herself through the throes of climax.
"FUUUCCCKKK!!!" she screamed.
I could see the muscles tensing in her body, most notably her abs, which looked even tighter than they normally did as she rode the waves of her explosive climax. Her body gave a violent spasm then seemed to go entirely limp as she slumped back down onto the mattress. She laid there completely still, like every ounce of energy had just gushed straight out of her pussy.
Juno's climax had reached its peak but Hannah's was still going strong. I rammed my cock into her one last time, her asshole gripping with so much force that I almost completed the trifecta. I could feel my cockhead twitching inside her, testes swelling as they pressed against her taint. Her limbs started shaking against the supports and Hannah gripped the padded surface, scratching it with her nails as the last few tremors passed through her curvaceous body.
Finally her climax peaked and I was able to pry my cock from her asshole.
"Put it in her mouth," Juno instructed. "I want her to clean your cock off."
Her camera was still affixed to the tripod, still pointing in between her legs as she gently teased her pussy.
I moved around to the front of the bench and stood in front of Hannah. I pried the gag from between her lips, leaving it to hang from her neck as I gripped my cock at the base, steering it into her open mouth. Hannah kept her lips stretched wide, allowing me to push my cock in deep. I released my grip on the base of my shaft, my cockhead quickly clearing her tonsils and pushing into Hannah's throat. Only when she felt my abs against her face did Hannah finally close her lips, locking them tightly around the base of my shaft.
As Hannah held me inside her throat, I panned the camera across her back, finally stopping when I reached her ass. I reached across to the table beside me, grabbing the riding crop and moving it towards her ass.
"Oooh, yes," said Juno as the tongue of the riding crop crept into frame.
I lifted the crop as high as I could then it brought back down with an audible * SWOOSH *, followed by an ear-splitting * CRACK * as the thin shaft smacked down on her ass cheek.
"MMM!" Hannah moaned, my cock almost blocking her voice.
Her ass was still red from her earlier spanking, but even so the mark where I had struck her ass was clearly visible on Hannah's flesh. I moved the crop to her remaining cheek and did the same to that one, leaving behind a thin red mark that matched the first one perfectly. A couple more smacks to each of her cheeks and I finally put the crop back down.
I placed my hand on top of her head back and started to ease my cock back slowly. But Hannah wouldn't give it up that easy. She sucked her cheeks in hard as she could, her mouth forming a vacuum seal as she slurped up all her juices. I worked my cock back out to the head and prised it free from between her lips. To the surprise of no-one, my entire shaft had been sucked clean.
"What should we do with her now?" I asked, taking another pan of the room so Juno could pick the next piece of equipment.
"Hmm, that looks fun," Juno said.
"That?" I asked, pointing the camera at what appeared to be an X-shaped brace.
I had one of these in my basement at home, but while mine had been mounted to the wall, this one was entirely free-standing and even had a hole for the occupant's ass, making it accessible when standing behind. I'm incredibly proud of my basement back home, but I have to admit it, this brace was so much better than mine.
"Mmhmm," said Juno, grinning. "I think she'd look good on that."
"I couldn't agree more," I said.
I popped Hannah's gag back into her mouth then started to unfasten her straps, starting with the one on her back, followed by her arms and legs. I helped Hannah off of the bench, pulled her skirt back down into place then ordered her onto her hands and knees. I grabbed ahold of Hannah's leash, picking the tripod up off the floor as I led her across the room.
I stood her up as I reached the brace and moved her into position. I grabbed ahold of Hannah's hips and helped her up into the seat, which, even for a woman that is almost six foot, was slightly above waist height. I couldn't help but admire the construction. The hole in the middle was the perfect size, allowing Hannah's ass to push through it completely while keeping her body in a comfortable position. The seat sloped slightly downwards, putting her ass at the perfect angle and there were even a pair of handles near the top to aid in the act of thrusting. There were two straps at the bottom and once I'd fastened her wrists and ankles, Hannah was locked in place, her hands above her head and the heels of her stilettos hanging just above the floor.
I removed the collar from around her throat then went back to the rack on the wall so Juno could pick her accessories. Juno picked out two new items and I set them down on a nearby bench as I went to set up the camera. This time I went for a longer shot, placing the tripod several feet away so I could get her whole body in shot.
I returned to Hannah and grabbed her tits, gripping them roughly and pushing them together. Hannah moaned from behind her gag, the volume increasing as I moved my head in, pressing my lips against one of her nipples. I kept my grip on Hannah's tits, pressing them together as hard as I could without it being too overbearing. Then, I moved my head from side to side, sliding my mouth across each of her nipples.
"Mmm, yes. Suck those big tits," said Juno behind me. Of course I couldn't see what she was doing, but if the moan in her voice was anything to go by, I'd say that her fingers were getting another workout.
My lips opened wider, wrapping firmly around one of her nipples as I sucked up as much tit as I could fit inside my mouth. I popped it free with a smack of my lips then did the same to the other, my head still shifting from side to side as I gave quick sucks to each of her nipples. Then I brought my teeth into play, gently biting one of Hannah's nipples. She moaned again from beneath her gag, balling both her hands into fists as my teeth sunk into her delicate flesh. I did the same to her remaining nipple then finally let go of her tits, picking up the flogger that I'd left nearby.
I raised the flogger to Hannah's tits, pulling back the tassels as hard as I could. I let them go and they all flew forward, striking firmly across her chest.
"MMM!" she moaned as the tassels fell away from her chest, revealing the large red mark now stretched across both her tits.
I pulled back the tassels and struck her again, drawing an equally sharp-sounding * CRACK * that nearly ruptured both my eardrums. I struck her breasts a few more times, leaving them red and burning by the time I was done. I set the flogger back down on the bench and picked up the remaining item: a pair of nipple clamps connected by a silver chain. I squeezed them open and moved them into the place, letting them close around her already sore breasts. The clamps pinched her nipples tight, drawing another low-pitched moan that tried to push past Hannah's gag.


I picked up the flogger again, flinging the tassels at her covered stomach, followed by the tops of her thighs. Then I went to fetch the tripod, a faint buzz now spilling from my phone's small speaker. As I picked up the tripod and looked at the screen, Juno had stepped up her efforts, now fucking her pussy with a large black dildo as she held a bullet vibrator to her clit.
"Having fun there?" I asked her, even though I could already see that she was.
Juno pulled the toy from her pussy and as she held it in front of the camera, a thick layer of creamy moisture was smeared across the thick black shaft.
"That answer your question?" she grinned.
Juno didn't wait for an answer, bringing the toy up towards her lips and steering it into her open mouth. She pushed it in deep, to the point that I heard her choke a little as she closed her lips around the plastic base. She pulled the toy out nice and slow, and held it back up to the camera. Suffice it to say, the long black shaft was sparkling clean. She rubbed the tip up against her slit then pushed it back into her pussy, moaning softly as it slipped inside her.
I continued to watch as I moved behind Hannah, setting the tripod back down on the floor. This time I placed it closer, framing it tightly on Hannah's plump ass since that was all you could see from behind. Once I had the camera in place I got back to work with the flogger, delivering a series of ear-splitting * SMACKS * to each of Hannah's asscheeks.
Unsurprisingly, Juno offered plenty of encouragement.
"Yes, baby. Give it to her. I wanna see those cheeks turn red."
Needless to say, she wasn't disappointed, and by the time I was finally finished, Hannah's ass was even redder than her tits.
"Aww, does that hurt, baby?" Juno asked her, trying (and failing) to sound sympathetic.
"Mmm," Hannah mumbled.
"Do you need him to kiss it better?"
"Mmm."
I took that as a 'yes'. I knelt behind Hannah and rolled out my tongue, giving a long, slow lick across one of her burning cheeks.
"Mmm," she moaned as my soothing tongue glided across her red raw skin.
"Is that better, baby?" Juno asked her.
"Mmm," she moaned again.
I moved across to her remaining cheek and licked across that one too. Then I grabbed onto both her cheeks, peeling them apart to reveal her puckered asshole. I poked my tongue out from between my lips, tensing my muscles to keep it stiff as I shoved my face between her asscheeks, shoving my tongue right into her butt. It caught both women unawares, coaxing another moan from Hannah and an 'oh my god' from Juno.
My fingers sunk into Hannah's thick cheeks, peeling apart as far as I could as I started to bob my head back and forth, pulling my tongue right out of her ass then pushing it straight back in.
"Mmm, yes, baby. Tongue that arsehole," Juno purred.
Hannah's moans increased in volume as my head kept moving forward and back, fucking her ass with my outstretched tongue. A few more bobs and I changed technique. I plucked my tongue from inside her ass and moved it down to Hannah's wet pussy. I pressed the tip up against her clit and dragged my tongue up slowly, licking along the slit of her pussy and up towards her asshole. I pressed my tongue down hard as I licked across her asshole then quickly moved back down to her clit, starting the process all over again.
I repeated that about four or five times then spat on her ass for some extra lube, grabbing my cock as I stood back up. I pressed my tip against her asshole, coaxing a muffled moan from Hannah as I pushed it forward slowly. I felt her asshole stretch around it, spreading open like it always did and allowing me inside her. I grabbed one of the handles at the top of the brace, my left hand still gripping my shaft as I worked my cock in deeper. Once my cock was halfway in, I gripped onto the remaining handle, wrapping my fingers tightly around them as I used them both for leverage.
"That's it, baby. Push it inside her," Juno encouraged. "I want her to take the whole thing."
One more push and she got what she asked for. I felt my groin press against her cheeks, the familiar grip off that tight little asshole now wrapped around the base of my shaft. I held it there for several seconds, letting her feel how deep I was before I drew it back out slowly. I worked my cock back out to the tip then rammed it back inside her, drawing a louder moan from Hannah as I bottomed out in her big, thick ass.
I started to thrust into Hannah's fat ass, sinking to the base each time as I vigorously pumped my hips back and forth, balls slapping against her tight, wet pussy. Honestly, it was kind of odd, seeing nothing before me but Hannah's thick ass as I essentially fucked her through a butt-sized glory hole. But that didn't mean that I didn't enjoy it. Hole or no hole, Hannah's ass felt as awesome as ever, gripping and squeezing every inch of my shaft each time I plunged inside her.
And though I couldn't see her face (or pretty much any other part of her) I could tell that Hannah was loving it too, her gag doing little to suppress the moans that spilled from her lips continuously.
And if the noises behind me were anything to go by, Juno was enjoying it as much as we were. Having very little else to look at, I peered back at my phone every minute or so, watching Juno's reaction as I fucked her girlfriend's ass. It was too far away for me to see all the details but I could hear her moans just as loudly as Hannah's, merging with the buzz of her vibrator and a faint, wet squelching sound as she fucked herself with the plastic cock.
But enjoying it though she might have been, Juno still expected more.
"Take that cock out," she ordered suddenly. "I wanna see her suck it again."
For the first few seconds I simply ignored her, still ramming my cock into Hannah like I hadn't heard what she'd said. I didn't like to deny her request, but with the position that Hannah was currently in, I really didn't know how to make it work. Then suddenly an idea hit me.
I pried my cock from Hannah's ass, leaving her moaning and desperate for more as I scurried across the room. When I looked around the room on our first night here, I noticed a cabinet in one of the corners where Rosamund kept her ropes. I made a beeline straight for that, quickly grabbing two lengths of rope and hurrying back towards Hannah.
On my way back I grabbed the tripod, adjusting the position slightly to give Juno a better view.
"Hmm," she grinned as she saw the ropes, "what are you going to do with those?"
This time I did ignore her, 'cause I wanted it to be a surprise. I moved around in front of Hannah, tossing the ropes down onto the bench. I unfastened the cuffs at the top of the brace, freeing her wrists one after the other.
"Lean forward," I said.
Hannah did so, bending forward at the waist until her back was horizontal, her legs and ass still pinned against the brace.
"Lift your arms up behind you. High as you can."
Once again she did as I told her, stretching her arms up as far as she could as she reached them back behind her.
"Ohhh, OK," Juno smirked. "I see what you're going for."
Hannah held the awkward pose as I moved around beside her. I grabbed one of the ropes, tying a loop around Hannah's wrist. The ropes were burn free so wouldn't cause her any discomfort, no matter how firmly I tied it. I pulled the rope as tight as I could and tied the other end to the cuff. I grabbed the second rope and tied her left arm in the exact same way.
Then I moved around in front, gripping a handful of Hannah's blonde hair and pulling her head back sharply. I kept her hair clenched tight in my fist, gripping my cock with my remaining hand and pressing it against her face.
"Fuuuck, you're such a tease," Juno exclaimed, sounding impatient as I gently ground my hips and back forth, rubbing my cock against her girlfriend's face.
I slapped my cock against her face a few times then drew my hips back slowly. My cockhead started to slide down her face, past her blindfold and over her nose, all the way down to her gagged up mouth. I teased her further, leaving behind a ring of precum as I traced my cockhead around her lips, trailing her mouth in a perfect circle. I slapped my cockhead against her ballgag then finally reached around behind her, loosening the strap once more. I plucked the gag from between her lips, leaving it to hang like a necklace.
"Tongue," I ordered.
I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft as Hannah stuck her tongue out, slapping my helmet against it. My cockhead rubbed up against her tongue as I pushed it forward slowly, slotting it into her open mouth. I uncurled my fingers from the base of my shaft, gripping two fistfuls of Hannah's blonde hair as I placed my hands at the side of her head. Hannah kept her tongue outstretched, those juicy lips still gaping open as I pushed my cock in deeper. I felt my crown push past her tonsils, the tip of her tongue now touching my balls as I slid through into her throat, her face now pressed up against my abs.
"Yeah, that's hot," purred Juno behind me. "I love it when she kisses your stomach like that."
Frankly, so do I, and no matter how many times she does it, the ease with which she throats my cock will never cease to amaze me. I moved a hand to the back of her head, gripping it tightly as I moved the other towards her chest. I gripped the chain that connected Hannah's nipple clamps and pulled it sharply towards me. Hannah moaned around the width of my shaft as the clamps tightened around her nipples pulling them out so they pointed towards me. I kept the chain clasped tight in my hand, pulling at it gently as I started to fuck her throat.
I gave it to her hard from the start, drawing my cock back out to the tip then drilling it back inside her, going ballsdeep each time I did so. Hannah's mouth was slick with saliva and before too long my shaft was coated, drops of spit running down from her chin as my balls started slapping against it. Hannah moaned louder as I tugged at her nipples, inky black tears now running down her cheeks as they trickled out from her beneath her blindfold.
A few more thrusts and I finally took pity on her. I released the chain and let it go slack, taking some of the strain off her nipples. I drew my cock back out to the tip then popped it free from between her lips; long, gooey strings of spit dripping down onto the carpet. I placed a finger underneath her chin, tilting her head up as I leaned in towards her, kissing her sloppy, wet mouth. I put the gag back between her lips, fastening the strap at the back of her head.
Then I moved around behind her, gripping the base of my spit-slicked cock as I pressed it against her asshole. I pushed the tip back into her ass, drawing another moan from Hannah as my swollen helmet slipped inside her. I worked myself in to around mid-shaft then released my grip on the base, grabbing the handles just above my head. I gripped them tightly, getting some good purchase as I started thrusting into Hannah's tight ass, quickly refinding my previous rhythm.
Suffice it to say, Hannah's mouth had prepped me nicely and my cock glided through her with minimal fuss or effort. Each new thrust took me right to the base, my balls swinging back and forth and slapping against her pussy. Hannah was clearly enjoying my cock, moaning loudly as she took each thrust, and as her asshole tightened around me, I could feel that she was getting there slowly.
But with her arms still tied back behind her, and with what was essentially a wall in between us, there was very little either one of us could do to finish her off any quicker. My only option was to fuck her harder, so of course that's what I did, tightening my grip on the handles as I pumped my hips with greater exertion. Hannah's moans increased in volume and loud claps started filling the room as my pelvis smacked against her asscheeks.
"Yeah, fuck her harder," Juno encouraged. "I wanna watch her cum."
She didn't have to wait too long, and a few more thrusts were all it took to tip her over the edge. She came hard, unleashing an almost deafening scream that even her gag wasn't able to suppress. Her asshole gripped me even tighter, squeezing my shaft as I kept on thrusting, dicking her through the throes of climax. It felt amazing, but as far as Hannah's climax went, that's all the info that I can give you. Other than the scream and her muscles tightening, I had no idea how she was reacting. And since there really wasn't anything to see, I looked across at Juno instead.
Again she came just moments later, screaming even louder as she sheathed the dildo inside her pussy, keeping it there as her orgasm hit. She kept the vibrator against her clit and I could tell from the way she was gripping the base that she was shifting the dildo around inside her, rubbing the tip against her g-spot. That was pretty typical of Juno, and she'd made herself cum on my cock like that more times than I care to remember.
And as for what Hannah was doing...well, your guess is as good as mine. Her eyes could have rolled into her head. Her hands could have been clutching the ropes. Hell, she could have chewed right through her ball gag for all I knew. The only thing I knew for sure is that her ass was gripping with so much force that *I* almost came as well, and it took a great deal of self-control to keep myself from doing so.
Finally her muscles relaxed and I was able to pry myself free. I plucked the tip from Hannah's asshole, taking another glance at my phone as I moved around in front of her.
Juno switched her vibrator off and placed it down beside her, slowly retrieving the big fake cock from deep in her tight, wet pussy. Of course the dildo was soaking wet, with familiar streaks of creamy arousal stretching along the plastic shaft. She brought the cock up towards her mouth, poking her tongue out from between her lips as she turned the dildo sideways, licking up her juices as she dragged it slowly across her tongue. She repeated that a few more times, licking the toy like a popsicle until she'd cleaned up all her mess.
And now it was Hannah's turn. I plucked her ball gag from between her lips, gripping my cock at the base of the shaft and stuffing it into her open mouth. Once again I pushed it in deep, not stopping 'til I reached her throat. As Hannah slurped and sucked on my cock, I reached forward and untied her wrists. Hannah moved her hands down swiftly, reaching around to grab my ass as she kept her face pinned against my stomach, holding me in her mouth and throat.
She kept me there for a few more seconds then pulled her head back slowly, plucking it free with a smack of her lips. I popped her gag back into her mouth and Hannah lifted her head up, standing up straight against the apparatus. I grabbed my phone from the tripod and took another pan of the room.
"What shall we try now?" I asked Juno, still lying in the same position.
"Dealer's choice," Juno responded. "Do whatever you want with her."
"Sounds good to me," I said with a grin. And, well...it really did.
I removed the clamps from Hannah's nipples then knelt on the floor to uncuff her ankles. I ordered Hannah onto her knees, grabbing her leash as she dropped to all fours. I started to scan the remaining equipment, deciding where I wanted to take her. There were a number of items that I still hadn't used, a few of which I didn't have back home. Of course I was tempted to use one of those, but there was a certain item in the corner of the room that immediately grabbed my attention.
It was similar to something I had in my basement: a simple wooden chest with a padded surface. Though while my chest at home had rings on each side that ropes or cuffs could be attached to, the binding method for this apparatus was a little more intricate. Four chains hung down from the ceiling, each with a cuff at the end, clearly designed for holding its occupant in one specific position.
I clipped my phone back onto the tripod, carrying it with me as I grabbed Hannah's leash, leading her behind me as I moved across the room.
"Ooh, good choice," Juno said, purring excitedly when she saw where I was going.
I stopped when I reached the chest and placed the tripod down on the floor. I took a moment to set up the shot then ordered Hannah to stand. I pushed her dress up once again, leaving it wrapped around her tight, toned stomach. I helped Hannah down onto the chest, laying her across the padded surface. Once I had her in the right position, I lifted her legs up one at a time, pushing them back a little as I fastened cuffs around each of her ankles. Then I moved around behind her and did the same to her arms. By the time I was done, all four limbs were suspended from the ceiling, her legs spread wide with her ass hanging off the edge of the chest.
"Mmm, perfect," Juno purred as I stepped out of frame, giving her a full view without any obstructions.
I couldn't have put it better myself. For Hannah, it was the perfect position, and her ass looked so inviting as it stuck out off the edge of the chest that I had half a mind to forgo any kind of build up and just start pounding her right there and then. But somehow I managed to fight temptation. For one thing my cock was still throbbing, and I doubt I'd have managed a half dozen pumps before I blew my load inside her. And besides, it was such an awesome position that it really required my full appreciation. And that is what it got.
I unclipped my phone from the tripod, holding it up selfie-style as I knelt in front of Hannah. I poked my tongue out from between my lips, pressing it firmly against her butthole. Hannah gave a muffled moan and I could feel her asshole winking as the flat of my tongue sat tightly against it, poised and ready for action. I dragged it up as slow as I could, giving a lengthy, agonising lick that ran across her taint and up to Hannah's pussy, finally stopping when I reached her clit.
"Oh my god, I fucking love that," Juno purred, and as I took a glance at the camera she was already rubbing her pussy again, her lips already visibly moist as she used two fingers to tease her clit.
I repeated that a few more times then briefly peeled my tongue away, licking my thumb and pressing it tightly against Hannah's stiff clit. Then I moved my tongue down lower, flexing the muscles as hard as I could as I pushed it into Hannah's ass. She moaned again, biting down on the gag in her mouth as I worked my tongue inside her, plunging as deep as a tongue can go.
I started to bob my head back and forth, using my thumb to rub her clit as I tonguefucked Hannah's asshole. Needless to say, it went down well, and not just with Hannah herself. In fact, Juno seemed to appreciate it just as much as her girlfriend did, and she promptly started to finger her pussy, starting off with two fingers then hurriedly adding a third.
I couldn't keep my eyes off the camera, watching Juno's pussy stretch as she worked her fingers in deep. She didn't fuck herself as such; she simply pushed her fingers down to the knuckle, keeping them deep in her tight pink pussy. It wasn't hard to work out what she was doing, especially for Juno, for whom g-spot stimulation is very much her bread and butter. Her other hand moved down to her clit and already she was moaning loudly, looking like she could cum already, before I'd even started.
I moved things along, working quickly to try and keep up. I pried my tongue from her girlfriend's ass, shooting out a glob of spit which splattered onto Hannah's butthole. I took a leaf out of Juno's book, pressing three fingers against her ass and pushing them deep inside her. Hannah moaned as her ass stretched out, and Juno echoed her just as loudly as she watched my fingers sink into her girlfriend's ass.


"Yes, baby," Juno moaned. "Fuck her with your fingers."
I did just that, holding the camera in my POV as I started to pump my hand back and forth, working my fingers back out to the tips then pushing back down to the knuckle. A few more pumps and I changed the angle, returning the camera to its previous position. I rolled my tongue out, moving my head in closer as I pressed the tip against Hannah's clitoris. I started to move my tongue up and down, flicking it sharply against her clit. Hannah gave another moan and her asshole tightened around my fingers as my tongue started moving faster, lapping at her with greater exertion.
A few more licks and I changed my approach, going from a flurry of quick, hard flicks, to longer, slower, drawn out swirls that encircled her entire clit. But even with the change of tactic, my lips never touched her clit, simply hanging back and staying open as my tongue did all of the work. My tongue started moving faster, twisting and turning in every direction. Her pussy started leaking profusely, emitting drops of whitish fluid that trickled over Hannah's taint and down towards butthole, providing me with some extra lube as my dexterous fingers kept fucking her ass.
Hannah's moans increased in volume, to the point that her gag could no longer contain them. They started to fill the expanse of the room, bouncing off the surrounding walls as Hannah's muscles contracted around me, squeezing my fingers as I plunged them deep inside her.
"Yes, keep going," Juno encouraged. "I want her to cum on your face."
A few more swirls and she got what she asked her. I pushed my fingers in one last time, sinking all three of them down to the knuckle as another fiery, feverish climax hit Hannah's body with the force of a truck. Another moan escaped her gag, pouring straight into the camera's mic as my tongue kept moving in concentric circles, her clit throbbing at the point of climax. Her legs started shaking, rattling the chains hanging down from the ceiling as powerful tremors coursed through her amazing body. A surge of fluid gushed out from her pussy, coating my knuckles as they trickled down to her stretched out asshole. Hannah's sphincter tightened once more, nearly breaking the bones in my fingers as I kept them deep inside her ass.
Then, almost inevitably at this point, Juno came too just a few seconds later. I was actually starting to wonder if they were even capable of climaxing separately, or if they always came one after the other, no matter what they might have been doing. It's a theory I am yet to disprove, though Juno furiously fucking her pussy while she rubbed her clit in a blur might have played a part in it too.
Whatever the reason, Juno came as intensely as Hannah, a wordless scream flying forth from her lips as her climax hit its shuddering peak. She squirmed and writhed around her bed as a matching wave of thick white juices flooded out from deep inside her, tricking across her knuckles and running down the top of her hand.
Her voice cracked, finally giving out all together as she collapsed in a heap on her king sized bed. She took a moment to regain her composure then prised her fingers from inside her pussy, raising them into her line of sight.
"Oh my god," she exclaimed, almost laughing when she saw how wet her hand was. "Wow, I have never cum that hard before."
Of course I had some reason to dispute this. Intense though her climax was, it was nothing compared to the last time I fucked her, or any other time for that matter.
"Seriously?" I asked her, flipping the camera around onto my face as I raised an eyebrow quizzically.
Juno tipped her head back and laughed. "On my own, I meant."
"Ahhh," I laughed back. "I was gonna say...I've seen you cum a lot harder than that."
"Yeah, alright, quit bragging," Juno smirked.
She brought her hand up towards her mouth, slipping three fingers in between her lips and dutifully sucking them clean.
"I think she needs to taste herself too," Juno suggested.
I plucked my fingers from Hannah's ass and moved around to the side of the cabinet. I popped the gag from Hannah's lips, pushing my fingers into her open mouth. She locked her lips around my knuckles, sucking my fingers as hard as she could as I pulled my hand back slowly. The tips popped free from between her lips and I held up my hand to the camera, showing how clean she'd left my fingers. I put the gag back into her mouth, taking my phone with me as I started across the room.
"Where are you going?" Juno asked me.
"I'm gonna raid her toy collection."
"Oooh," said Juno, grinning. "I like the sound of that."
I walked towards a cabinet on the far side of the room, and as I opened the doors, it was like I'd walked into a miniature sex store. The cabinet was literally filled with toys, with every kind imaginable assembled across the shelves in neat, carefully organized rows.
"Fucking hell. I think she's got more than we have!" Juno exclaimed, the 'we' being her and Hannah.
"Any requests?" I asked her, knowing full well that there would be. Though she did pick fewer than I had expected.
"Hmm, let's see," Juno pondered. "That aaaand...that."
I gathered Juno's items of choice and took them back over to Hannah. One was a g-spot massager and the other was a Hitachi wand, one of Hannah's favourites. I was surprised she didn't pick any anal toys, but hey, that's what my cock's for, right?
"Which one would you like to use first?" I asked her.
"The little one," Juno said.
"Sure thing," I said, setting the Hitachi aside as I knelt in front of Hannah.
"Actually, I'm gonna use mine as well."
Juno reached across to her bedside table and opened one of the drawers, rooting around inside it until she found what she was looking for. Juno settled back into position, moving the toy in between her legs. Both toys were practically the same; both U-shaped with one end slightly thicker than the other. They even looked to be around the same size, with the colours being the only real difference. Juno's was pink, while the one that I'd be using on Hannah was a kind of lightish blue.
I moved the massager into position, pressing the thicker end against Hannah's wet pussy. I pushed it forward, watching her pussy lips peel right open as I worked the toy inside her. I pushed it in as deep as I could, pressing the remaining end to the nub of Hannah's clit. Once I had the toy in place, I had a quick look at my phone screen, noting that Juno's toy was in the same position. Juno pressed a button on the side and the toy buzzed to life inside her.
"Mmm," she purred out softly, tipping her head back slightly as a faint hum started pouring from my iPhone speaker.
Hannah's toy had a similar button and I pressed it down without further delay. The toy began to vibrate inside her, stimulating her favourite spots. Or rather, her favourite vaginal spots. Her favourite spot would be getting a very different kind of stimulation as soon as I applied some lube.
I stood up, grabbing a bottle from a nearby table and squeezing some onto my cock. I grabbed my cock and jerked it slowly, smearing the lube up and down my shaft. Keeping the camera pointed down, I gripped my cock at the base of the shaft and pressed it against her asshole. Pushing forward, the effect that the toy was having was immediately apparent.
Hannah has probably the most accommodating asshole I have ever come across (no pun intended), and it's never taken more than the slightest push to get my cock inside it. But the toy had tightened her muscles so much that it felt almost...stubborn; like I was popping her anal cherry.
My first attempt was an instant failure, and as I pushed my tip up against her sphincter my cockhead merely slipped to the side, like Hannah's asshole had flat out rejected it.
"Hmm, having some trouble there, huh?" said Juno. She sounded as surprised as me. "Not gonna give up that easily, are you?"
I laughed derisively. "Come on. This is me you're talking to."
I pressed my cock back against her asshole and gave it another attempt. I pushed a little harder and this time I had more success. Hannah's asshole finally split open, allowing my tip to slip inside. Hannah moaned as her asshole stretched, finally starting to feel more familiar as it spread around my swollen crown.
Now that the hard bit was finally done, the rest came with relative ease. There was still a bit more resistance than normal, but I was able to work my cock in deeper without too much exertion. One more push and I was sheathed to the base, the sex toy pressed against my pelvis as my cock disappeared from view.
I stayed like that for close to a minute, my full length embedded inside her as I took a pan of Hannah's body, showing Juno how she was reacting. With the gag in her mouth and the blindfold she was wearing, Hannah's face didn't give much away, so I focused on her other parts. Her abs were flexing underneath her dress, her biceps popping even more so as she clasped the chains that held her in place. Her legs were even shaking slightly as the sex toy worked its magic.
I returned the camera to its previous position, framing it tightly on her pussy and ass as I drew my hips back slowly. I worked my cock back out to the tip, holding it there for a second or two then pushing it back inside her. I did it a little bit harder this time but it was still far from my usual speed. I'd grown more accustomed to the increased pressure but my thrusts still required a lot more effort, and it took a while to find my rhythm.
But once I did it was worth the effort. The endless contractions of Hannah's strong muscles made her ass feel even better, and the stimulation to her clit and g-spot really heightened her sense of enjoyment. Honestly, I didn't think it was possible for her to like anal any more than she did, but I was glad to be proven wrong. Even with the gag in her mouth, there was no mistaking how loud she was moaning and the chains began to rattle once more as her hands clenched around them tighter, knuckles almost turning white.
"Oooh, you gonna cum for me, baby?" Juno asked, her voice light and breathy as her own massager had a similar effect.
"Mmm!" Hannah moaned, nodding her head with a sense of urgency.
"Use the other toy," Juno ordered. "I want you to finish her off."
I switched off the g-spot massager and prised it out of Hannah's pussy, setting it aside as I grabbed the Hitachi. I switched it on and cranked up the juice, putting it up to its highest setting. I pressed the bulb against her clit and Hannah reacted almost instantaneously. A louder moan passed through her gag and her asshole tightened even further, squeezing my cock to the point of bursting. I started thrusting once again, going even harder this time as I pushed through the tightening grip.
The Hitachi had the desired effect, finishing her off in a matter of moments. Hannah gave a muffled scream, the chains rattling louder as her legs started shaking violently. I knew full well what was coming next and I pulled the Hitachi away from her clit as a powerful torrent of crystalline fluids squirted forth from Hannah's pussy, spraying wildly across my torso.
Her asshole tightened once again, and by this point I could no longer fight it.
"Uhhh, FUCK!" I yelled from behind the camera as I fired back with equal ferocity, shooting out an enormous load into Hannah's taut backside.
Feeling me cum extended her climax and Hannah squirted a second time, leaving behind a fresh coat of juices that trickled across my six pack abs. Her asshole squeezed my shaft once more, pushing out the last of my cum.
I was so preoccupied by my own explosive climax that I barely even looked at my phone. Frankly, I didn't need to, and I was able to tell from sound alone that Juno was cumming as well. Which would stand to reason as witnessing her girlfriend squirt (especially when I'm fucking her ass) has always been a trigger for her. And if the volume of her screams were anything to go by, she came just as hard as we did.
After almost a minute of non-stop squirting, Hannah finally ran out of juice. I switched off the Hitachi and set it aside, drawing my cock back out to the tip then plucking it free from her asshole. My cum dripped straight out of her ass, leaving a mess on Rosamund's carpet.
"Wow," said Juno, grinning.
By this point she'd unclipped her phone and was now laid out on her side, holding it out with one of her hands while she propped up her head with the other.
"Did you enjoy that?" I asked her.
"Mmhmm," she said. "You put on a hell of a show."
"I aim to please," I said with a smirk.
I clipped my phone back onto the tripod then started freeing Hannah, removing the cuffs from her wrists and ankles. Hannah placed her arms down beside her, setting her feet back down on the floor as I plucked the gag from between her lips. I told her to close her eyes then whipped off Hannah's blindfold. Hannah slowly opened her eyes, allowing them to adjust to the light. Once she could see properly, I took her hands and helped her up to her feet, pulling her dress back down into place.
It was getting pretty late by the time we left the room but Hannah and I weren't finished yet. And of course, neither was Juno who stayed with us for the rest of the evening. We went to take a shower together so Hannah could clean herself out, which ended up with me eating her ass then fucking her ass against the bathroom wall. After cumming on her face and tits, Hannah and I went back to the bedroom where I ate her pussy to get her off. Once she came, I flipped her over, fucking her asscheeks to warm myself up before I pounded her ass in the pronebone position, shooting my load all over her butt.
At this point we called it a night, much to Juno's disappointment, for whom the evening was just getting started. She was still clearly incredibly horny and if she masturbated a few more times whilst she thought about the evening's events, I wouldn't have been surprised.


        