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Doing Barbie 
 

Did you ever do sisters?  In the crowd I ran with, sisters were the ultimate sexual conquest.  Twins of course were way up there even higher and twins at the same time were as good as it gets.  I never had twins, but I did sisters both separately and together and for good measure, I also did the mom, an extremely fine MILF. They were my first fuck, my last fuck, and my best fuck.

When I was eighteen an old friend of my mom’s went through a really tough divorce and came to stay with us for a while with her two daughters.  I had known them when we lived in Lincoln seven years previously and had a big crush on the mom, Nicole.  Despite two kids, she was a real looker.  Drop-dead gorgeous with long sexy legs that flashed in the short skirts she wore.  She had a slender figure with a prominent rack and a movie star face.  When I was eleven I thought she was the most beautiful woman in the world and I was hopelessly in love.

However, things changed.  A few years later, she was still a fine-looking MILF, even if she was starting to show some wear, but her daughters were now the roses on the bush, so to speak.  Barbie, barely eighteen, and Carol, a very precocious and pre-developed fifteen.  Barbie was a lovely, blue-eyed blonde with pert breasts and the tightest ass I had ever seen.  Carol was still a little gangly and awkward, but her future beauty was already apparent.

We didn’t have much extra room in our house and the MILF was in such an emotional state that my mom thought it best to put her in a room of her own, which turned out to be mine.  That left the two girls and me to play slumber party in the basement rec room.  What the hell was my mother thinking, to bunk her eighteen-year-old horny pre-stud with two budding beauties, one just out of jail bait territory.

To make matters worse, they arrived without much clothing.  They evidently left in a hurry in the middle of the night.  I never got the whole story.  The adults were real hush, hush about it.  The MILF had a few bruises when she arrived, so I assumed there was some physical abuse involved.  So my mom dug out a pair of pajamas that I never wore and gave the bottoms to me and the top to Barbie, the oldest girl.   Carol the youngest got an old sweatshirt of mine. 

Barbie looked great in my pajama tops.  Her tits moved around inside the thin material and kept my cock at constant attention.  They were well above average in size and they looked ready to burst the buttons and explode into full view.  The pajama shirt barely covered her ass, leaving a long expanse of prime leg to tease me. Combined with blue eyes, unruly blond hair, and a pretty face, Barbie was one fuckable little package.

I had on pajama bottoms, but no shirt.  At that age, I usually slept in the raw.  I played football in high school and wrestled.  The coaches of both sports were big on weights so my build was impressive, with bulging pecs and washboard abs.  All three women, Barbie, Carol, and Nicole, the MILF, had stolen more than a few glances at my upper body.

Pajamas aren’t made for social gatherings and the bottoms that I wore were kind of thin.  My cock was as hard as it had ever been and pressing firmly to get out.  I know the girls noticed because I caught them looking continuously. There was a little slit in the pant front for bathroom business and it was only held closed with one button.  I prayed it was well sewn because it was under a lot of stress.

That first night Barbie and I and Carol bedded down in the rec room.  Barbie was on the couch and I was on an air mattress right beside and below her.  Carol was across the room on the other couch.  Carol was the better looking of the two but was too young even for a horny teenager like me.

I must have dozed off because I awoke to Barbie calling to Carol. 

“Carol, are you awake?” she asked.

After several tries, she concluded Carol was fast asleep and rolled off the couch and into my arms.  We went at each other like the horny teenagers we were. At first, we just necked.  Plenty of real deep French kisses combined with bull body hugs.  However, it didn’t take long for those pajama top buttons to work loose and for Barbie’s tits to be swinging free.  When they smashed against my chest I just had to give them some attention.

I took one in each hand and she pushed her breasts into my palms as I massaged them eagerly.  I was rougher than I should have been, but she didn’t seem to care.   Her nipples were large and sensitive and when I rolled them between my fingers she moaned and pressed her body tight against me.  Playing with her tits broke the sexual ice and we both set our hands to roaming and exploring each other’s upper bodies. 

We were both virgins. Barbie had been pretty free with her tits and a lot of boys had enjoyed a handful, but she had only been fingered once.  I had gone further but had never quite dipped my wick.  My fingers had gotten plenty wet and I brought a couple of girls off with my hands and they had returned the favor with their mouths, but that was it.  We were fresh meat for one another.

Barbie was a new experience for me because we were not rolling around in the backseat of a car.  Instead, we were stretched out in a real bed, or an almost bed, our bodies rubbing against each other, just the way adults fuck.  I spent a lot of time on Barbie’s breasts and the more I massaged them the more aroused Barbie seemed to get and the more urgent her kisses grew.

When her pajama top fell open, Barbie’s only clothing was her white silk panties and when I rolled on top of her, she started to hump against my shaft which was as rigid as a police nightstick. It didn’t take too many grinds before my cock was sticking out through the bathroom slit in the front of my pajama bottoms and nestling in against Barbie’s sweet little cooze.

She knew my dick was out and did her best to rub the stiff shaft along her channel.  But she was afraid to touch it.  It lodged itself straight down between her legs, its hard shaft up against her labia.  She raised both legs in the air and wrapped them around my waist.  My hands roamed up and down her back and I finally got up enough courage to cup her ass and pull it tighter into me. 

She was wet and my rod was covered with pre-cum.  It slid easily up and down her cunt lips through the thin fabric of her silk panties, giving us both our first small taste of the forbidden fruit. She rocked and I pumped for quite some time. Letting the side of my pole rub against her slit.  I learned later that’s called riding the rail, and Barbie couldn’t get enough of it. 

She was oooohing, and awwing, and moaning up a storm.  Then suddenly she grabbed my hands and pulled them back to her breasts.  The nipples seemed to be even harder and I put my fingers and palms back to work, paying tender homage to what would become my favorite adult toys.

Suddenly she jerked and moaned loudly, almost a scream.

“Shhhh” I whispered, looking about to see if Carol was awake.  I couldn’t tell in the darkness.

“Sorry,” she said.  Her voice low and conspiratorial.

We both froze and listened.  No one seemed to stir, in our little love nest, or up in the house above us.

“That was incredible” she whispered into my ear.  Her breath warm and moist on my ear, her cheek resting against mine.   God, she smelled incredible.

“Did I come?  I think I came,” she declared.

“You did,” I assured her, my hands exploring more of her body. 

Emboldened, I was taking more liberties.  I ran my hands up and down her back and then over her ass.  Her panties were pure silk and my palms glided across them with ease.  I cupped one ass cheek and pressed my fingers into the crack between.  She moaned.  I slid my hand further down and caressed her inner thigh from behind, then brought my hand up until it just brushed her curls, before quickly moving it away.  She tensed but didn’t object.  I moved my hand back up over her lower back and then down again to her butt.  This time I pushed my hand inside her silky cover and cupped her bare ass.  She responded with a guttural moan.

I had rubbed a few bare asses in my short journey through life, but Barbie’s was exquisite.  It was soft and hard at the same time.  It was warm and inviting and sent pleasure through my palms and into my whole body.  Her tits were marvelous, but touching her ass was magic.

Her own hands were also exploring and when I went inside her panties she followed suit and pushed her hands under my pajama bottoms and caressed my bare butt cheeks.  We pulled our crotches together and began to dry hump again.  I rolled on top of her but left my hands on her ass.  They were glued there.

We were dry-humping like crazy.  My bare dick was riding along the area near her clit and she was writhing against it while she stuck her tongue down my throat.  She was having trouble cuming again, but I managed to spread my white stuff all over our bellies.

What a schmuck!  I thought for sure I had blown it and the fun was over when Barbie started to giggle.  I had rolled off and Barbie was touching the cum on her tummy with her right hand, like a kid playing with its cereal.

“Ooh,” she laughed and I laughed too.

“It is all over us,” she exclaimed, wiping her hand off on my cheek and giggling.

That was fucking gross, but I played along. 

“We need to wipe it off.  Get something,” she ordered.

I grabbed a part of a blanket

“No silly, that will stain” she objected.

I skinned off my pajama pants and wiped us both clean.  We both lay there a moment holding one another. That fact that I was completely naked wasn’t lost on either of us.  I felt a tentative hand on my cock.  A very light touch at first, just two fingers I think.  Then more fingers, then a whole hand.  The first contact was hesitant, more of a brush than a touch.  A gentle exploration followed.  First the shaft, somewhere in the middle. Then the head, then her hand wrapping around it. Stroking it.

I thought I was hard before, but not so.  My cock swelled almost half again when she began to tug on it in earnest. 

“Oh God it’s big,” she whispered.  Her other hand joined the party and rubbed deeper, cupping my balls with gentle squeezes.

“Can we make it shoot again?” she asked.

“Thought you didn’t like the mess?” I replied.

“I don’t, but it’s so fucking hot when you shoot.”

She went to work with both hands rubbing my cock like it was a long-lost treasure.  She quickly learned my pleasure points and she liked to twist her fingers around the head.   I rolled over and started to dry hump her through her panties again.  She used one hand to cup my balls and the other to hold my cock against the outside of her panties as I rubbed in along her labia.  It didn’t take me long to cum again.

I wanted to push my fingers inside of her, but she said she was afraid of the cum on my fingers.   I found out later it was just an excuse, she was just plain afraid.  We curled up together and fell asleep in each other’s arms.  When I woke up in the predawn, her hand was still on my cock.

………………………………………..

The next night Barbie was on me like a sailor in need of a drink.  Carol had barely gone quiet when Barbie rolled onto me and pressed her bare tits against my chest.  She had already unbuttoned her top.  Her hands went straight down my pajama bottoms and she grabbed my cock with one hand and pushed my pants down my legs with the other.  Emboldened by her ardor, I slid my hands over her ass inside her panties and stroked her crack and then her cunt from the rear.  She moaned as my fingers went in and I fondled her labia and teased her cunt opening.

She climbed on top of me and positioned herself to dry hump my cock again, but I flipped her around and pulled her body into mine with her back to me and my cock wedged between her ass cheeks.

“Aww,” she whispered.

“Just wait,” I promised as one hand found her breast and the other caressed her tight stomach, then plunged into her panties.  She was wet and I curled my fingers and slipped two into her cunt.

“Oh God” she moaned and I squeezed her nipple in response.

“Move your fingers,” she moaned. “Put them all the way in,” she pleaded.

She was only a heartbeat ahead of me as I was already wiggling my fingers and I pushed them in deeper and felt them brush the front of her cunt wall.

I knew the G-spot was in there somewhere and I stretched my hand as far as it would reach.  I must have hit something because she jerked and cried out, “Holly Christ”.

I pulled her tight against me and pumped her pussy with my hand.  She spread her legs and started whimpering in low tones.  My cock was nestled in her ass crack and I was pumping it back and forth as our bodies slid together.  I moved my tit hand to her clit and found a hard little bud. When I stroked it she cried out.  A few seconds later she moaned “I think I’m cuming.” Then she shook and shuddered.

Barbie was done, but I wasn’t.  I rolled her onto her stomach and kept dry fucking her with my cock along her butt crack.  I thought I was ready to come, but it took quite a few strokes for me to finish.  She was pressed firmly against the mattress, her tits, and face smashed against the material and my full weight was thrusting against her.  Finally, release.  My cock shot about a million gallons of white sperm all over her panties and up onto her back.

She rolled over and gave me one of her sexy smiles.  “This gets a little messy, huh?” she said.

She grabbed my cock and stroked it.  There was cum and pre-cum everywhere.

“You are hard again” she whispered before kissing me passionately.  While her tongue worked its magic, her hands tugged and stroked my cock.

She pulled her body in close to me and guided my cock to the edge of her pussy and rubbed it up and down her opening.

“I want you inside me” she sighed, her sweet breath hot against my ear.

“I’ll have to get a rubber,” I said.

“I’m on the pill,” she said.  I lied.  I was afraid.

“Are you sure you are ready?” I asked.

“Don’t I feel ready?” she whispered “Fuck me.  I want you to fuck me.”

We rolled into each other and my cock slid deep into her.

“Oh God that’s incredible,” she said as she rose her body to meet my thrusts.

We fucked for a long time.  I had heard that you cum quickly the first time, but I didn’t.  Probably because it was my second shot of the night. 

Her virgin pussy was stretched around me and I could feel every inch of it caressing my cock as I slid along her inner walls.  It was a dream come true and the pleasure was beyond words.  It felt like some velvet hand was giving me the jerk off of the century.

Barbie must have felt the same way because she clung to me with a tender desperation.  Like we were connected now and she would never let me go.

As I increased my thrust, trying to go deeper, faster she began to moan continuously.  I don’t know how long we fucked, it was probably just a few minutes, but when you are in heaven, time is suspended.  I heard her cry out “I’m cuming” and then bury her mouth against my shoulder.  It just made me harder and hornier and I pumped her maybe fifty more strokes before I burst inside her.

We lay there a long time, resting, gasping for air.  We might have fallen asleep for a few minutes.  I remember her saying “I hope I can walk, tomorrow” and whispering in my ear “I love you.”

“Weren’t you supposed to bleed or hurt or something?” I asked.

“I bled when I was thirteen after doing the splits at a soccer game.  My mom was really freaking out until they told her it was just my hymen.” She giggled.  “And you did hurt for about twenty seconds, then you felt fucking wonderful.”

We lay in each other arms.  Stroking one another lovingly.  Then it was morning and my bed was empty and someone had covered my nude body with a blanket and tucked my pajama bottoms under my pillow.

………………………………………….

Barbie and her sister and the MILF stayed another ten days or so and we fucked every night, most of the night.  By the time they left Barbie and I had exhausted our teenage lexicon of sex knowledge and were exploring new paradigms of our own.

I didn’t see Barbie again for a couple of months and by that time we had both moved on to other partners.  She claimed to be madly in love with some guy that drove a little red sports car and announced that she was going steady.  That didn’t stop her from sticking her tongue down my throat and her hand down my pants the first chance we got. That’s when things really heated up between us.

Barbie and I have a thing.  We share a lot of history.  We were kids together and we popped each other’s Cherry.  Since those first few nights in my basement, we have been fuck buddies.  We nurse each other through our breakups with other partners and scratch each other’s itches when needed.

It’s been that way ever since those lurid nights in my mom’s basement.  My life has been fairly ordinary, but Barbie has a lot of problems and goes through guys like a buzz-saw???.  But there is a bond between us and I take her as she is.

I never know what to expect when Barbie shows up at my door.  She is a little volatile, verging on bipolar, but in her case, one would say multipolar.  Sometimes she wants a slow romantic fuck and to languish in bed all afternoon.  At others, she is insistent, urgent, and a bitch in heat.  Still others, not frequently, but sometimes she wants to be taken forcefully.  Almost, but not quite raped.

When she calls, instead of showing up at my door, that’s the weird shit.  She likes to have me come down to some strange bar and pick her up, pretend we just met. She is always wearing something revealing that displays her charms to the world and it is almost a certainty that other hunters have caught her scent and are circling nearby or hovering over her, defending their quarry.  Normally she makes it easy for me to cut her out of the herd and sweep her off to some secluded corner where it is just me and her.  That’s when she climbs all over me, putting on a show that tightens every pair of male pants in the room.  I usually get blown or fucked or both in the parking lot on these occasions.  Then we go back to my apartment and go at it again.

However, she has been known to walk right past me without so much as a glance in my direction, while she allows some guy to escort her to a dark corner and paw the crap out of her.  That’s when I have to sit back and watch the show and it’s always a good one, much better than internet porn.  Most of the time she just teases me and lets me get hard as hell before she breaks it off and leaves with me.  Every once in a while, she leads her prey into the parking lot and gets fucked over the fender of a car or up against the wall of a building.  When this happens, it’s up to me to follow them out and keep up enough to be able to watch her get rammed or suck some guy off. 

When I get her home from her little adventures she is insatiable and she has to finish with her toys because I’m drained.  Once, she hopped in a car and drove off with some clown, leaving me standing there in the parking lot with my dick in my hand.  She showed up at my door three hours later begging to be fucked. 

“He couldn’t keep up” she declared as her only explanation.

I never know what kind of bar she is going to pick.  It’s never somewhere I’ve been before.  Sometimes is it a nice safe upscale place with guys in three-piece suits talking about sales or the stock market.  But too frequently it is blue-collar or even rougher.  For a while there she seemed to be picking progressively seedier establishments, just to test my metal.  I walked into one place.  It was a biker bar and she was playing pool at one of the tables in a skirt shorter than the pajama bottoms that I first fucker her in.  She was stretching across the table, her ass displayed for all to see.  She smiled and winked at me.  Her tits were almost completely out of her halter top and the guys behind her all had their heads tilted.  I assumed they were enjoying the rear view of her barely-covered pussy.  I looked around and then got out of there fast.  I waited in the parking lot for about twenty minutes.  She didn’t come out and I didn’t go in after her.

She knocked on my door about six the next morning looking pretty bad.  She had more drugs and cock in her during the night than she could remember.  I cleaned her up and gave her a hot shower and put her to bed.  She tried to pull me in with her, but I decided to skip that part of our ritual.  However, I do admit that I couldn’t resist a few non-medicinal rubs of her tits and ass when I gave her a shower.

I’m not in love with Barbie, but we do seem to be connected.  She perhaps more than I.  She throws a mean fuck and for a long time, she was the best lover I had ever had.  Therefore, when she needed it, I gave it and when I need it, I went looking for her.


Doing Carol

Things changed more than a little when her sister entered the picture.  Carol was the more beautiful of the two and turned out to be even more sexually charged.  I don’t know if it was listening to her sister and I fuck for two weeks at the tender age of fifteen and or some of the other shit going on in her life or the fact that she had a precocious puberty.  That’s a medical term that means blossom sexually very early – I looked it up.  Whatever it was that put the sex bug in pretty little Carol, it burrowed in deep.

Her face was more striking than Barbie’s and her tits were bigger and firmer.  They stuck straight out like they had invisible threads holding them up.  She was taller than Barbie, giving her figure more flowing curves and her legs and ass were perfection.  Don’t get me wrong, Barbie was a beautiful woman.  A clean nine in anyone’s playbook, but Carol pushed into the ten-plus territory.

Carol wasn’t just beautiful, she had a sexual hunger that men seemed to sense.  By the time I finally shoved my cock into her sweet cooze at the tender age of eighteen and one day, but many had been there before me and she had learned to be an exciting and masterful lover.  Most truly stunning women are cold and aloof and can freeze a man in his tracks.  Carol was none of that.  She was alive and vivacious, with warm friendly eyes and a welcoming smile.  She liked to laugh and loved to touch and be touched.

Carol didn’t play coy games.  She either liked you or she didn’t.  If she liked you, chances are she would fuck you if you played your cards right.  If she really liked you, you didn’t have to work at it at all. It would happen, and soon.  Carol would just let you know when she had an itch that needed to be scratched with your hot cock.

I watched Carol grow from a budding beauty at fifteen to a stunning young ingénue and when she wasn’t acting like a slut, she actually had some class.  She made it clear at a very young age that she was more than willing to play grown-up with me.  I can’t count the times I fended off her advances and pretended she was just kidding around.  Each month she got sexier and her body grew more luscious and desirable and each month she got harder and harder to resist.

Then I started hearing stories from guys my age and older about her sexual prowess.  Stories that would blow my mind.  No matter, I told myself.  She was underage and trouble at any age, besides I was periodically fucking her sister.  So I kept my distance until the night my luck ran out.

I had worked a double shift and I was racked out in my bed alone when the phone rang.  I looked at the clock.  It was 9:30 PM.

“Yah” I mumbled.  “Oh I woke you,” said Mom’s voice.

“I’m sorry to ask this, but can you go over to the Whitney house and look in on Carol?  Nicole is out of town and Carol thinks there is someone outside the house.  Nicole said to go ahead and make yourself at home in her bed.  Carol will feel much better with you around,” instructed Mom.

“Ok Mom,” I replied, hanging up the phone.  I shook my head.  I was dead on my feet and fighting off carnal Carol didn’t sound like a fun night.   The only prowler that would ever hurt Carol would have to be a raging homosexual.  Anyone else would just enjoy her charms and leave happy.  Fuck! There was no way out of this.

Carol greeted me at the door without much on.  She threw her arms around me and pressed her fabulous melons into my chest. 

“Did you come to save me” she mouthed into my ear, her breath was warm and arousing. 

I put my arms around her and tried to dislodge her.  She resisted.  Her smell was alluring and she only had a wisp of a waist.  My hands went halfway around it.  I lifted her like she was a rag doll.  She was lighter than I expected.  Much lighter.

I carried her into the house.  “Carol, we have talked about this.  You are too young.  I could get arrested just for rubbing your ass.” I declared.

“So you do look at my ass?” she teased.

She sat on the couch and crossed her long legs.  The muscles in her calves looked like they had been molded from a statue of what hot legs are supposed to look like and her thighs were almost totally exposed.  She crossed and uncrossed her legs a couple of times, giving me plenty of time to see her pink panties and how sheer they were.

“I see you looking” she quipped

“Of course, I look,” I answered.  “You are beautiful and you flaunt yourself like a ten-dollar a dance stripper.”

“Well then take a good look!” she demanded as she rose and took a few steps toward me and stopped.  She loosened her skirt and it dropped to the ground.  She stood before me in a pink thong, that was as sheer as a clean window pane.  Her top was even sexier.  She wore a half-tee shirt.  One of those that is missing the bottom half and her stomach and lower chest were completely exposed.  The base of her tits, where they start to swell out from her body was in full view and her nipples pushed through the material like twin pencils.  The thick industrial kind.  Barbie had a nice set, but these were magnificent.  My cock was screaming fuck her, that’s what she wants.

She walked toward me, her eyes twinkling with desire as they devoured me.  She slid her arms around my neck, pulling me close.  Her smells flowed around me, and her warm breath was inviting.  Fuck she had a soft, loving touch.  The kind that melts a guy immediately.

“You can touch them.  It’s OK.  I’ll be eighteen soon” she giggled.

I pushed her away.

“Carol,” I said in my strongest voice “You have to behave or I’m going to leave and you can fight off whoever is lurking outside by yourself.”

“Alright,” she agreed, giving me a big frown.

“Now pick up your skirt and go put something on that covers you and is not see-through.

She came back a few minutes later in a wrap-around dress that fell just below the knee.  Her legs were covered in elegant, but colorless, nylons and she was braless.  Her fabulous tits almost burst from the dress, taught nipples prominently displayed.  She was sexy, but not as blatant as her previous outfit.  This one had a little class.

“How is this?” she asked, twirling for me.

“Much better” I replied.

“Will you watch a movie with me?” she asked.

“Carol, I’m totally beat. I was thinking of just racking out.  You can wake me if you need me,” I answered.

“Oh please stay up a little with me.  It’s a Jack Nicholson movie.  Jessica Lang is in it and she takes off her clothes,” she countered.

“Well, just for a little while,” I agreed.  “I really liked Lang in King Kong.  She was smoking.”

“Goodie,” she giggled.  “I’ll make the popcorn.”

A few minutes later ‘The Postman Always Rings Twice’ was playing and we were sharing a bowl of microwaved popcorn with imitation butter.  Carol leaned up against me and laid her head on my shoulder. Carol seldom wore perfume, she had a natural scent that was better than anything that comes in a bottle.

The movie wasn’t too bad and Carol was behaving herself.  I was beginning to drop my guard when the sex scenes started.  Jack Nicholson and Jessica Lang really started going at it.  She had a dress on much like Carol’s and when Nicholson pulled up her skirt she had nylons and white panties and his hand was right up against her snatch.  They swept everything off the kitchen countertop and started going at it.

That’s when I felt Carol’s hand on my cock, which was getting hard from the scene in the movie.

I pulled her hand off and said “Carol, I thought we had an understanding.”

“What time is it?” she asked.

“Twelve thirty.  The clock is right there on the wall” I answered.

“That means I’m eighteen” she announced with a broad smile and steamy look.

“This is your birthday” I demanded.

“Yep!” she giggled.  “I was born in Virginia.  I’ve actually been eighteen for three and a half hours, but at midnight there was no question. I’m definitely legal.  Sexually, I’m an adult.”

I sat speechless as Carol put her hand back on my cock.  The couple on the screen were reaching orgasm.

“Guess what else?” Carol announced.

I didn’t answer, but I looked into her lovely green eyes.  We both knew the spider had caught me in her web.

Carol reached out and grabbed my hand and guided it up her skirt.  The skirt rose slowly displaying her elegant thighs and then revealing her garter belt.  The dress and undergarments were a dead ringer to what Jessica Lang was wearing on the screen and when Carol drug my hand over the tender flesh of her bare upper thigh and then pressed my hand against her panty-covered treasure I damn near came in my pants.

She reached down and pulled the sash holding her dress together and her incredible breasts burst from their restraints.  She turned so that my hand covered one tit and used her own hand to press my hand against her breast.  It was pure heaven.  Christ, they were firm.  The nipple swelled against my palm and she arched into me, pressing her breast firmly against me as she sighed softly.

I was engrossed in those wonderful tits but felt her hand back on my shaft.  She had slid my zipper down and wrapped her fingers around my pole. 

“I knew it was big” she moaned.  “Please fuck me with it” she whispered in my ear.  Her voice was low but urgent.

She pulled my lips to hers and stuck her tongue halfway down my throat.  She was like summer rain all fresh and sweet.  She teased with her tongue and probed my mouth looking for all the little spots that excite me.  At the end, she sucked my tongue like it was a cock while her hands stroked the real thing.

With one last deep probe of her tongue, she dropped to her knees and slurped my cock into that soft, luscious mouth.  It was already hard, but it throbbed when she closed her lips around it and then licked it dry of pre-cum.  I don’t know where she learned it, but Carol was a pro.

She worked her lips up and down my dick like she had been wanting it all her life, which might have been partially true.  She gently guided me toward the couch and I sat down and spread my legs and let her do her magic. Carol spent a lot of time on my balls.  Some women don’t really like the balls.  Two hairy sacks right next to the asshole.  I can sympathize.  But Carol was a real fan.  She sucked my balls like they were her favorite candy and was quick to find a sensitive spot just past the start of my ball sack

She returned her focus to my cock, but gently massaged that special spot with her fingers, sending me into a frenzy.  Carol had super soft lips and an especially sensuous tongue.  She knew just how much pressure to put on a dick to maximize the pleasure.  She loved to go deep and massage my balls at the same time.  Just when I was close to exploding she would stop the flow by spitting out my rod and squeezing the shit out of it near the base.  Then she held it in her hands while she licked the new pre-cum off the tip.  I was ready to blow at least five times and each time she eased me back, but kept my sensitivity right at the edge.  The pleasure so intense, that I could barely stand to have her touch my cock head.

The last time I was ready she clamped her fist hard around my shaft and jammed her finger up my ass.

“What the fuck” I declared.

“You like that?” she teased as she stood.  Sometime during the oral, she had ditched her panties and her golden snatch was glistening with her moisture.  She had to have been stroking herself while she was sucking me.  Then she gave my cock a couple of tugs and jumped right on.  It went in deep and I felt her jerk with the pleasure of the moment.

“Sorry I couldn’t wait,” she gasped.  “I’ve been wanting to do that for years.”

She moved her ass around and my cock twitched and pulsed and ached for action like it was it was a virgin.  Her pussy was tight and she knew how to squeeze her vaginal walls to make it even tighter.

“I wish you could have been my first,” she panted in my ear as she started to pump her hips up and down on my shaft.  “I offered, but you wouldn’t play,” she declared.

“I bet you’re not thinking of Barbie now,” she demanded, pure mischief in her smile.

“Not until you brought it up,” I answered thrusting my body up to meet hers.

“Fuck!” she yelled and pumped me faster.

“Oh God, you are in so deep,” she moaned.

I wondered if she was going to talk through the whole thing?

“You going to talk or fuck?” I asked pushing my hips so high off the couch that she hung in the air, impaled on my dick.

“I’m going to fuck,” she replied slamming her hips against me.  I relaxed my muscles and my hips dropped back to the couch.  When we came down together the drop pushed me in a little deeper.

She grabbed the hair on the back of my head and pulled my mouth to her right nipple.  She wasn’t gentle, but when I teased her nipple with my teeth and brushed it with my tongue she let out a loud moan and her whole body jerked.

She was pounding her pussy on to me damn near as fast as a Spanish dancer can stomp her legs. She was gasping for breath and moaning at the same time and every few minutes she would call out “Fuck me, fuck me.”

I don’t know why I didn’t blow.  Might have been because of how tired I was, or that she was coming in at an angle that was more intense for her than for me.  She hadn’t had a big orgasm, but I was pretty sure she was cuming about every two or three minutes with little ones and ripping right through them.  She would pause ever so slightly, and tighten the grip her cunt had on my cock, but then she would be off again in just an instant. She was so wet I could hear a sloshing sound with every stroke.

Finally, she pulled me close and demanded, “floor, floor,” her voice an urgent pleading.

We rolled off the couch onto the floor.  My cock slipped out for a moment and she thrust her hips wildly searching for it.  I pushed her down on her back and rammed it in.

“Oh God,” she moaned and flung her hips up at me as I pounded her furiously.  She raised her legs up, and I swept her legs with my forearms and pinned them against her shoulders.

“Oh God, Fuck me, Jim.  Pound me with your cock,” she screamed.

She was moaning continuously now and throwing her pelvis off the floor as fast as it could bounce back from the last thrust. 

“Oh Jesus,” she cried “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh” and came in a spasm of jerks that racked her whole body.  I felt her go and felt the moisture flood over our connected groins, but I was in search of my own release and couldn’t stop.

I heard Carol say “I knew you would be this good,” and start to meet my thrusts again, smashing her pussy against my rampaging cock.

“Oh God,” she screamed “Ahhhhhhhhhhh,” and her body stiffened as she came again.  I had one hand under her ass and I felt her muscles tighten and ripple as the spasms tore through her and then they relaxed.

I exploded as she was just coming off her orgasm. I gave her one great thrust and held my cock as deep in as it would go.    My hot sperm pulsed into her in waves as my balls emptied and my cock began to soften.  She screamed and came one last time as her pussy walls milked my dick for the last of its white sticky treasure.

“Jesus Christ,” she moaned as she rolled toward me and threw her arm over my chest. Her hand was soft and loving as it caressed my chest. She was like that.  She could go from raging carnal lust to a romantic interlude at the flick of a switch.

We both lay in silence for a moment, save for the sound of heavy breathing.

I recovered first and said “Happy Birthday!”

Carol giggled and then burst into laughter as did I.

Even though I was dead on my feet, we fucked for most of the night.  We would go at it hot and heavy then fall asleep, only to be awakened by Carol’s hand or lips on my cock and we would start again.  Once I awoke to a tickle in my nose only to find Carol lowering her sweet cooze onto my mouth.


Doing Barbie and Carol

A few months later Carol and I were at my apartment savoring a bottle of wine after a candlelit steak dinner.    Carol had just dropped her skirt and I was enjoying the view of her long legs encased in dark nylons, topped by a garter belt and some of the sexiest violet silk panties I had ever seen.

The doorbell rang accompanied by a pounding.  I knew that combination.

“Your sister is at the door,” I announced.

“Shit” answered Carol.

“Does she know about us?” I asked.

“I’ve not said anything,” assured Carol.

The ringing and the pounding persisted.  “I know you are in there, asshole, your car is in its slot,” called Barbie.

“Do you want to hide?” I asked Carol.

“Fuck it,” she said.

I opened the door and Barbie half fell into the room.  As usual, she was high on something or everything.  One never knew with Barbie. 

She draped herself over me to support herself.  She wore a short, short flared skirt and a silk halter, that barely constrained her D cups. 

It took her a moment to get her bearings then she focused on Carol.

“Well, well.  I see you finally tapped little sister” observed Barbie.  “How was she?”

“He was fucking fantastic,” announced Carol.

“I wasn’t asking you,” spit Barbie.

“Tell her to leave,” Barbie demanded.

“I won’t do that,” I replied.

“That good huh?” She said in the nastiest tone that I’d ever heard her use and shot a venomous look at her sister.

Barbie was silent and didn’t move for a few minutes, then she stepped to the center of the room and dropped her skirt. She stood displaying her legs and blond cooch.  She was pantyless and her cunt was as lovely as ever.

“Then she can watch us fuck,” Barbie announced as she approached me.  She threw her arms around me and molded her body into mine.  She forced her tongue into my mouth, pushed her cunt up against my crotch, and started dry humping me. 

I’m only human, despite Carol’s stare of disapproval, my hands dropped to Barbie's sweet bare ass and I pulled her butt cheeks tight against my crotch.  She was already wet and her ass crack was slick with her juices.  It occurred to me that I might not be her first fuck of the evening.

Barbie was like a spider enveloping her prey.  While she was squirming against me she was also undoing my pants and snaking her hand in and freeing my johnson.  I was so stiff I could have carried a pale of water with my rod.   Barbie tried to climb right on, but I frustrated her a bit and she settled for taking me into her mouth.

Not to be outdone, Carol joined her by licking my inner thighs and sucking my balls.  They worked my balls and cock like voracious predators.   They were not making love to me, they were competing for me. Each trying to outdo the other. 

I’d had only had one threesome and never with two sisters.  But that one time had been an entirely different experience.  Everyone was trying to please one another and both girls were intent on making me cum like crazy.  However, Barbie and Carol were acting like rivals, not lovers.

What should have been a magnificent blow job from two world-class cock suckers, was actually a pain in the ass as they both fought for position.

I grabbed them both by the hair, pulled them to their feet, and held them apart.  “This is bullshit!” I said.  “I’m not enjoying this and the way you are acting, it would not surprise me if one of you tried to chew my cock off, just to keep it from your sister.”    

“Now, one or both of you can leave or we can relax and enjoy ourselves,” I declared.

“Carol?” I asked, looking at Carol.  She responded with a sensuous kiss and a squeeze of my balls.

“Barbie?”  “Ok, just don’t throw me out.  I need to be fucked.”  She gave me a kiss of her own that made my cock swell, even though it was already standing straight up.

“All right,” I said.  “Then get down there and finish the job.”

Both girls dropped to their knees and this time they worked together, reinforcing each other efforts. When they both ran their lips up and down my shaft it felt incredible and it was all I could do to keep from blowing my load.  I watched in fascination as their lips met over my cock and explored not only my manhood but also each other.

When the pleasure grew too sweet and exquisite to stand, I pulled them up and bent them over the back of the couch.  With their asses toward me, I stood between them and put one hand up each of their cunts.

“Whoever cums first gets fucked first,” I announced.

Hand fucking them both at the same time was a trip.  I put my fingers up their snatches and my thumbs up their asses.  They were both moaning and pumping their butts to help me.  It was such a turn-on that I damn near blew my load.

Barbie came first or at least acted like she did.  Both Carol and I thought she was faking it, but I let it slide because it worked out the way I wanted anyway. I wasn’t sure I wasn’t giving seconds or even fifths to Barbie and I really did not want to put my mouth on certain parts of her body.

We moved to the bedroom and I lay down on the bed on my back.  My cock was still rock hard and Barbie climbed on after giving it a few strokes.   But I did make her stretch a rubber over it before she slid it in.   As soon as she was mounted, I motioned for Carol to sit on my face.

Carol crawled across the bed on all fours and lowered her sweet cooze right down on my mouth.  I lapped at her like a hungry dog. As always, she tasted like heaven.

My tongue went deep inside her and she spread her legs as wide as possible. Her fluids were flowing like crazy and she reached her fingers down to help me.  With both my mouth and her fingers working in tandem, she was soon cuming like crazy.

My focus was on pleasing Carol, but Barbie was still riding my cock and her cunt was as tight as ever.   She was kind of isolated.  Carol’s ass covered my face, so all Barbie had was my stiff cock and a view of my chest and Carol’s back and butt.

I could feel Barbie squirming and thrusting frantically.  I could tell from her sounds and her movements that she was having her small orgasms and working up to a giant gusher.  Every time I took my concentration off of Carol’s labia, I realized Barbie was giving my cock one of her magnificent workouts.

Suddenly Barbie was shouting and shuddering and I was shooting my load. 

I suggested we move to the hot tub.  That provided a chance to wash off whatever Barbie might have brought to the party, plus gave us all a chance to regroup and relax a little.

Our threesome lasted another two hours or so, including wine breaks.  It never did turn into a love fest, but I enjoyed the attention of two beautiful women and both girls had cock time. 

When we were all done, the girls insisted on leaving at the same time.  Neither wanted the other to stay behind and have me alone.

As they were exiting together, I said “We will have to try this again sometime.”

“No we don’t,” the girls said almost in unison

As I closed the door I could hear them bickering.


Doing Nicol

About two weeks after the threesome I open my apartment door to see Nicole Whitney, Barbie’s and Carol’s mother.  She was dressed to the nines and was smoking hot.  She put one arm around me and hugged me.

“Hi Jim, mind if I come in a moment” she announced as she danced into my living room.

Her perfume was intoxicating and her tits crushed against my chest as we hugged.  My cock was hoping for a little more body contact, but my brain was cautious.   It had never been mentioned, but she must have figured out I was fucking Barbie and I hoped to Christ she hadn’t sniffed out the fact that I was also dipping into Carol.

She walked into the room and took a seat on the couch.  She wore a skin-tight knit dress that displayed every muscle in her ass.  She sat and crossed her legs.  Nice legs for a MILF turning forty.  The dress was short and left a lot of thigh exposed.  She wore dark nylons and I was almost sure I could see the top of her stockings.  My cock was raging.

Nicole was my fantasy older woman when puberty struck.  God only knows how many times I whacked off to thoughts of her.  I remember how she smelled when she hugged me when I was much younger.  It made my tiny dick tingle and now it was making my much bigger dick throb in pain inside my jeans.

“I never got a chance to thank you for rescuing Carol when I was out of town last summer.  I know she can be a handful” she said.

Oh shit, here it comes I thought.  She sure had the handful part right.  I could still feel Carol’s nipple in the center of my palm.

“No problem, glad to do it” I answered, dropping into a chair opposite her.

She leaned back and stretched.  “God I’m tired” she announced.  When she arched her body her tits and nipples strained against the material and it was hard to tell if she was wearing a bra because the material molded to every nuance of her breasts.  They were still firm.  Not as big as her daughters, but more than respectable.  I tried not to stare.

This was weird.  She had never dropped in on me.  Jesus, fuck, her nipples were poking out like spring buds. Was she aroused?  Was she here to fuck?

Nicole had a different kind of beauty from either Barbie or Carol. She was fine-boned and slender. There was an elegance and grace to her movements that drew every male eye, and clothes clung to her willowy frame like she was the manikin in the window.

“I’m not sure I’ve ever seen you looking so lovely,” I said nervously.  Why the fuck did I say that?  Nicole always made me feel like a twelve-year-old speaking to his first crush.

“Why thank you Jim, but don’t you mean so provocative?” she gave me a teasing look.

“Yes,” I stuttered. “That’s not your usual attire.” I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

“This is the new me,” she said.  Holding her arms out and doing a little shimmy that made her tits jiggle.  She uncrossed her legs just before the shimmy and spread them ever so slightly.  She also must have scooted a little forward, because her dress rode up a bit and I could clearly see her stocking tops.  She was also sans panties and like both daughters, she was a true blonde. 

Nicole knew I was looking but didn’t react to it.  Unless you count flaunting her body.

“You like?” she asked. 

“Very nice” I agreed. What was I supposed to do?  Was she coming on to me?  Was this the big older woman seduction that I had prayed for so many years?  To late Hon, your daughters have already been there!  What if I was misinterpreting the whole thing?  She was my mom’s best friend? Fuck!

“How about a drink?  Jim, what have you got to loosen a girl up?” she asked.

“Ahhh Scotch, Bourbon, some Amaretto” I replied.

“Amaretto on ice please,” she said, leaning back, but leaving a clear visual path up between her legs.  I wondered how she smelled up there.  God, I’m such a pervert.

I returned with two glasses and handed her one.  She leaned forward to take it from my hand and the low-cut front of her dress fell away a little and I had a great view of her cleavage and at least half of her tits. 

I started to return to my chair and she grabbed my belt and curled her fingers a little way down my pants.  “Don’t be in such a hurry, I want to talk to you for a minute.” She exclaimed.  My throbbing cock was only a few inches from her lips.  Ruby fucking red lips that I had fantasized about.  I could almost feel them on my cock.

“I know you have been fucking my daughters” she announced tightening her grip on my belt.

I just froze.

“It started when we stayed at your mom’s place that first time, didn’t it?”  She demanded.

“It just happened,” I said. Boy was that lame.  Way to face up Jim.

“I knew that was a mistake, but I was too fucked up at the time to worry about it.  Too horny teenagers in a dark room sleeping together.  Of course, they are going to fuck their brains out.  Duh!  I love your mom, but she is super naïve some of the time,” she declared.

“That’s pretty much what happened” I agreed.  My cock was getting larger by the minute.  It was growing in my pants just a few inches from those red lips.

“And you are still fucking her three years later?” she announced.  It was more of a statement than a question.  I could feel my cock twitch every time she used the ‘f’ word.

“Yes, occasionally” I confessed.

“When did you start fucking Carol?” she demanded. Now I was really confused. Was this an inquisition or a seduction or both?

“Right after her eighteenth birthday,” I replied.

“Well thank you for that,” she said.  “At least you waited.”

“And now you are fucking them both?” She declared.

“Occasionally” I answered, hoping she didn’t know about the threesome.

“Are you in love with them?”  she asked.

“No” I replied.

“Are they in love with you?”

“Not that I know of.  Carol has a crush, but that’s all it is.”

“Nobody loves anybody, but they keep coming back for more?” she observed.

“Pretty much” I agreed.

“Jesus, you must have one hot cock, Jimbo” she quipped, giving me a big smile.

I didn’t answer that one.

She took a big sip and set the glass on the floor next to her feet.  The little maneuver displayed even more of her tits.  She smiled up at me.  During our conversation, she had pulled a little closer.  Her lips were not touching my pants, but her tongue was within reach and I’m sure she could smell my arousal.

“Jim, do you have anyone else here?  Like in the bedroom?” she asked.

“No,” I said, “we’re alone.”

“Then this must be because of me” she exclaimed keeping her grip on my belt, but running her fingers up and down where my shaft was bulging against my pants.  She leaned farther forward and her lips replaced her fingers as they followed the length of my cock.  Her hands slipped behind me, running over my butt cheeks and pulling my crotch toward her mouth.   Then my pants dropped, including my briefs and she was on my dick like a kid on their favorite lollypop. 

I ran my hands over the back of her hair and gently pulled her to me.  Her hair was finer than the girls'.  Thin delicate strands.  She stopped for a moment and held my cock in her hand, while she reached down for her drink.  She sucked in all the ice and some of the Amaretto and with her mouth still full of ice she slipped my cock back in and swirled her tongue and the ice around my cock like she was mixing a drink.

“Oh Fuck, that’s incredible!” I moaned.

She responded by running her fingers up my ass crack and teasing my anus.  God damn.  No wonder her daughters were fucking nymphos.

Nicole was sucking my cock like a porn star, while she fondled my balls and had her finger up my ass.  It didn’t take me long to cum and when I did she sucked it all down and slurped up the residue.  Somewhere in that process, the ice disappeared too.  I thought I was going to faint when I came, but I managed to stay on my feet.  My cock slipped out of her mouth and hung limp.

She leaned back on the couch, her legs spread wide giving me a great view of her blond cooze.

“I would like to get fucked” she declared, spitting the ‘f’ word out of those ruby-red lips with an emphasis that made my limp dick twitch.

“So would I” I agreed and held out my hand to lead her into the bedroom.

She turned around and asked for my assistance with her zipper and shimmied out of her dress.  She stood there in pure white foundation garments.  A girdle and upper shell covered her from waist to bust line.  Partially sheer, bright white, and flexible enough to mold completely to every curve and crevice of her body.  The back nylons attached to the girdle garter clips were the only contrast, except for her pale alabaster skin. 

She took my breath away.  She was like a Christmas present delivered in sex wrap. Her sweet cooze was wet and visible just below the hem of her girdle.  The elastic of her underwear stretched over her curves like shrink wrap.  She didn’t need the support provided by the girdle or the bra top, but its presence was incredibly alluring and my cock felt like it was going to explode.  It throbbed and ached and I resisted the impulse to stroke it.

She pushed me down on the bed and squeezed my rod as she mounted me teasing her opening with my cock head, then sliding it right in.

“Holly Christ, that’s a nice one” she commented as she moved her ass around, adjusting her position.

“No wonder my girls keep coming back,” she smiled as she wriggled her cunt up and down my shaft.  Her movements were slow, milking pleasure from its entire length.  She leaned way back and I watched her snatch eat my cock like a snake swallowing its latest prey.  Then she reached her hand behind and cupped my balls and worked them with five very experienced fingers.

God, she felt amazing.  She was wet and tight and deliciously warm.  It was like a million tiny fingers all stroking my cock at the same time.  I had dreamed of fucking her a thousand times and it had never been this good.  She made her super-hot daughters look like amateurs.

She leaned forward and crushed her bra-covered tits against my chest and stuck her tongue down my throat and sucked on my tongue, pumping her ass languidly the whole time.

“I’ve wanted to eat you up for the longest time” she whispered in my ear.  Her breath was warm and fresh and amazingly, my cock actually stiffened a little, despite being ready to explode.

She straightened and rode my cock for several minutes, being careful to maximize her pleasure while not letting me get too excited.  She knew just what to do and just when I was getting close. She was unbelievably attuned to my body and its needs.  It was almost as if she could read my mind.

She pulled the bra portion of her undergarment down and freed her breasts.  They were magnificent.  Smaller than the sisters, but perfectly formed.  I took one in each hand and she moaned.  They were incredibly sensitive and I worked her nipples until she came with a little cry.

“Was that from your breasts?” I asked.

She nodded her head but didn’t answer.  She was still biting her lip from her mini-climax.

She was moving her ass back and forth, working my cock in some hidden grove in her cunt that only she knew about. I watched her face, she was deep in concentration.

Then she cried out “Ahhhhhhhhhhhh” and leaned forward grabbing my chest with her nails. She leaned forward supporting her weight with her hands on my chest and worked her cunt up and down furiously.  Her face was locked in lust and her eyes were closed.  She was somewhere else chasing a climax that suddenly burst as she cried out again “Christ, Oh God, Shit, Shit, Fuck.”

She went up the whole length of my cock and then plunged down one more time before collapsing on my chest.

I had been so fascinated watching her pleasure search that I had forgotten to cum.  She slipped off of me with a pop and my cock flopped around fully erect like a bobblehead on a dashboard.

She was beside me now, stroking my chest with her soft sensuous hands.

“I’m going to fuck you dry” she whispered. “Let’s get this girdle off so you can get your fingers up my ass.”

“Just my fingers” I teased.

“Anything you want, Hon” she replied with a throaty sexy laugh as her fingers found my cock again.

She gave it a few serious strokes and then pulled my lips to her breasts.  I sucked her whole tit into my mouth and teased her nipple with my tongue until she came for me again.  Then I switched to the other and slid my hand between her legs.  She was soaking wet and I fingered her until her hips were bucking off the bed, trying to climb my hand.  I found her clit with my thumb and finger fucked her and stroked her bud at the same time.  She was writhing and moaning and throwing herself around and cuming like a broken slot machine.

“Oh, God.  Stop I can’t stand it” she pleaded between moans and screams. I had never seen a woman so out of control.  Finally, she twisted away from me and her breast slipped out of my mouth.  I still had my hand up her cunt and used that as a handle and pulled her up against me, with my cock up against her crack.

I switched hands and pushed my fingers back in deep. 

“Oh God” she cried out.

With the other hand, I cupped her breast and teased her nipples. She was bucking and moaning.  I moved the clit hand to her mouth and she cleaned her juices off my fingers like it was the last of the gravy.  She sucked my fingers for a few minutes as she came a few more times.

She lay next to me, her chest heaving, her legs spread, her pussy pulsing.

“You are a fucking tease,” she gasp.

I watched her breasts rise and fall for a few breaths.  Her green eyes were half closed and then I did what I had been wanting to do since I had my first wet dream about her when I was twelve.

I pulled her legs apart and put my mouth on her cunt.

“Oh God, no.  Please wait” she pleaded, pushing me away and pulling her legs together.

She was no match for my strength.  I forced her thighs apart and held them wide as I licked her opening.  The physical act of defying and overpowering her made me even harder and ratcheted up my lust another couple of levels.  I was burning with a sexual rage and I devoured her with my mouth.  My tongue went in deep and my lips nibbled and nipped and licked and sucked her labia and her clit.  

Nichol was screaming in lust.  Jerking her body and moaning and spouting obscenities. Her legs would pulse and spasm every time she came and when I slipped one finger all the way up her ass and she screamed at the top of her lungs.  Not just a momentary yell, a full-throated scream.

When I finally let her up my cock was raging and I slammed it right into her with no notice.  I expected her to lay there exhausted, but she came to life with a vengeance and thrust her cunt hard against me. 

“Fuck me baby” she urged, clinging to me like a second skin.

Her energy was remarkable.  Somehow she had the strength and energy to almost throw me off as she pounded up against me. She was as wet as any woman I had ever experienced, but she hadn’t loosened up.  She was still as tight as when we started and I could feel her cunt walls close around me on both the down and up strokes. 

We were both crazy with carnal needs and I pounded her without any regard for the size difference between us.  I was ready to explode at least four times, but she reached down, squeezing my cock and slowing me down just far enough to keep me fucking.  I knew I couldn’t last much longer.  I lost count of how many times she had cum.  My cock was screaming for release as her cunt clamped around it for a few strokes as she rode it wantonly.

I was an instant from blowing and she shut me off again.

“God damn” I pleaded.  “I can’t keep this up forever.”

“You like to tease, don’t you?  Payback is a bitch,” she declared between gasps.

The next time I was ready and grabbed her hand and then rammed her so hard she shot halfway across the bed.  When I came down on her the next time I exploded and pushed my pulsing cock in deep and held it there.

Her pussy molded around my shaft like a velvet glove and her cunt walls milked my cock for all its contents and the last of its pleasure before it slipped out, soft and useless.

We stroked and teased and caressed one another till dawn and then fell asleep locked in an embrace.  I came twice more inside her.  Four for the night.  A tie for my personal record.   I had done three with Barbie a few times, but the usual was two.  Carol was almost always a three and once a four.


Doing Barbie, Carol, and Nicole
 

It’s been more than a year now, maybe eighteen months, and I’m fucking them all.  There have not been any more threesomes and my primary partner has shifted to Nicole.  Barbie drops by about every six weeks, almost always unannounced.  Carol calls less frequently but has the courtesy to let me know when she is on her way. I understand where the girls got their sex drive because Nicole is twenty years my senior and is wearing me out.  She travels a lot in her job, but when she is in town she shares my bed, and boy do I need her travel breaks.  It has never been discussed, but I know the girls know that I’m fucking their mom because they never ring my doorbell when she is in town.

Is this arrangement fucked up?  Hell yes!  Is it working?  Fuck yes!  Am I loving it?  What do you think?

******
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